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NEW WELLS FOR OLD. 

Over the top of Part II. of The Out- 
line of History I caught the smiling 
glance of the man in the opposite 
corner of the compartment. 

“ Good stuff that/’ he said, indicating 
the History with a jerk of his head. 

“Quite,” I agreed; maintaining my 
distance. 

“ Immense,” he continued. “ Aud it 
means the dawn of a new life for me. 
I’m Wells’s hero. Every time I’ve 
appeared in his half-yearly masterpiece, 
ever since Tono Bungay, And look at 
the mess he ’s made of my life. Often 
I ’ve had to start it under the cloud of 
mysterious parentage. Invariably I 
have been endowed with a Mind (capital 
M). Think of those Uphill fights of mine 
against adverse conditions. And my 
unhappy marriages. He has led me 
into every variation of infidelity. When 
I did hit it off with my wife for once, 
he sent us to the Arctic regions as a 
punishment. In the depth of winter, 
too. 

But, now he ’s taken up this History, 
I’m free. The dam hasburst and strange 
things come Seating down ...” 

He sprang to his feet in his* excite- 
ment. He was wearing a loose-fitting 


suit and what his master might call a 
lower middle- class bat. 

“And now I ’m going to do all the 
things I’ve always wanted to do. A 
happy marriage; well-ordered life in the 
suburbs ; warm slippers in the fender, 
and all that that stands for ; kinemas, 
perhaps, and bowls. An allotment . . 

“But,” I objected,** this History won’t 
occupy him for ever. There should be 
only about sixteen more parts. He ’ll 
have you out again next autumn.” 

*• But Wells is getting the Suburban 
idea too.” He was standing right over 
me, glaring horribly with excitement. 
The train had entered a tunnel and he 
was shouting bravely against the din. 
“ Look in Part I. He acknowledges the 
help he has received from Mrs. Wells. 
And her watchful criticism. That from 
Mm ! I tell you I am free — ^free ! ” 

He was shaking me by the shoulders 
now, his face close to mine. ‘*I shall 
have my allotment. Prize parsnips — 
giant marrows I ” 

■ ** Don’t be too sure,” I yelled — the 
tunnel seemed endless. • “ Eemember 
poor old Sherloch, Doyle raised him \ 
from the dead.’ And you” — my voice 
rising to a scream^" he ’ll have you 
out— out— i' • ' 


As I came to I heard my dentist re- 
mark to the doctor that I always had 
been a bad patient under gas. 

MR. PUNCH ON SILK STOCKINGS. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^Your article about 
Christmas presents was a great success. 
I took your advice about the silk stock- 
ings, and sent the following verses with 
them, which some of your married 
readers may care to cut out and keep 
for future use : — 

Your stockings once, on Oliristmas Eve, 
Would hang, your cot adorning, 

And Father Christmas, we believe, 

Would fill them ere the morning ; 

But since he spied your dainty toes 
To exchange the parts he ’s willing : 

He thinks it ’s his to send the hose 
And yours to find tho filling. 

He lay.s his ofierings at your feet 
And hopes you won’t deride them, 

For he has nothing half so n6at 
As you to put inside them. 

There! I can only repeat that the 
results were excellent, and express my 
gratitude to you for the same. 

Tours obediently. 

Grateful Husband. 

P.8. — The ties I got this time were 
quite all right ; she too must have 
read your article. 
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NATURE AND ART. 

.To Betty, who can afford to defy the' laws of symmetry. 

[Being reflections on the old theory, recently developed before the 
Hellenic Society by Mr. Jay Hambidge, that certain formulas of 
proportions founddn nature — notably in the notmal ratio between a 
man’s height and the span of his outstretched arms (2 : sj^) — consti- 
tuted the basis of symmetry in the art of the Greeks and, earlier, of 
the Egyptians.] ' ^ 

Betty, I fear you don’t conform 
Precisely to the female norm ' 

Prom dainty foot to charming noddle, 

But, closely, measured, span by span, " 

Seem built upon> private plan 
Not found in Annie Kellerman 
Or in the well-known Melos model. 

If you compare your width and height — 

Arms horizontal, left and right — ’ 

With ancient types of pure perfection, 

The ratio may not, it’s true, 

Be as the root of 5 to 2, ’ 

But what, my dear, has ^ that to do 

' With laws of natural selection? 

^ ^ • 

Let Mr. Hambidge to your shape ' 

Apply his T-square and his tape, ] 

And wish that you were more archaic ; 

Why should I care? I love you best 
For what no compasses can test, ' 

For graces not to be expressed ' ' 

In terms however algebraic, 

I love you for the lips and eyes 
That none may hope to standardize 
On any system known to Hellas ; 

And what I like about your smile 
Has no relation to the style 
Of any pyramid of Nile ‘ 

Figured by mathematic fellahs. 

Though your proportions mayn’t agree 
With Fechnee’s pedant formulae,, 

I don’t complain of such disparity; 

Too flawless that perfection shows; 

For me a larger comfort flows 
From human failings (take your nose — 

I like its quaint irregularity). 

Indeed I love you best of all 
For those defects by. which you fall 
Short of the. pattern you, should follow; 

As I would fain be , loved for mine, . 

Speaking as one whose own design 
Lacks, something of the perfect line 
Affected by the young Apollo, 0, S. 

HOW TO GAIN A JOURNALISTIC POSmON. 

Young aspirants are always endeavouring to. secure posts 
on our leading, newspapers, and complain bitterly that their 
letters of application are ignored by obtuse editors. To 
help them in this sad ambition Mr. Punch has composed 
a series of letters to divers editors which he guarantees will 
prove eminently satisfactory. 

To the Editor of “ The Daily News.'' 

SiE,— I regard the insufferable Lloyd Gboege as the 
most dangerous; the jnost na^liguaut, the^most incompetent, 
politician who has ever, atttem.pted tp misrule this 00^%. 
The iniquity of the Coalition will ma.k;^ enlightened’ ru%s‘ 


like Lenin and Teotsky blush for the human race. I feel 
with you that till the real Liberal party returns to power 
England will never know peace and prosperity. Then and 
then only will brotherly friendship between England and 
Germany be renewed. Then and then only shall we see 
cheap milk, cheap coal, abundant housing, the Free Break- 
fast Table and the Large Cocoa Cup. To show my devotion 
to" the cause you so nobly advocate I maysay that I have 
actually read every article contributed by Mr. Masteeman 
to your paper. I am strongly in favour of an entente with' 
Labour, by which Labour should agTee not to contest any 
seats where the true Asquithians stand a chance. I enclose 
as a'specinienof my woi:k the first of a series of artides on 
“ How Lloyd George lost the War,” which I am sure will 
be invaluable at by-elections. 

To the Editor of ** The Daily Mail." 

Sib, — I am young and, if possible, growing younger daily. 
My motto is “Hustle and Bustle” and not “Lilly and 
Dally.” ^ I live on standard bread, in a wooden hut em- 
bowered, when feasible, with sweet peas. My ear is always 
close to the ground, and I can confidently predict what the 
man in the street will be, thinking about the day after to- 
morrow. Politically, I am' opposed to the Wastrels, the 
Wee^Frees arid the Bolsheviks, and am not prepared as yet 
to b%ck Labour unreservedly. I can’express myself brightly 
and briefly.on any topical subiect. Herewith' I send. speci- 
men articles (length three hundred words) on “Poker 
Bridge,” “Are we having .Wetter Washdays?,” and “The 
Woggle-Wiggle Dance.” Should there be no vacancy on 
*youY staff I should be prepared to accept one on any other 
of your publications — The Weekly Dispatch, The Times or 
The Bdiiibow. 

To the Editor of “ The Manchester Guardian" 

Sib, — ^I was a Conscientious Objector during the War. I 
conscientiously object to everything still, including the 
Peace Treaty. I speak and write fifteen languages and 
dialects, including Oxford English, I have a comprehensive 
knowledge of social and political life in Continental Europe, 
Asia, Africa, America and Polynesia.' I have also resided in 
England. I have a deep conviction that under all' con- 
ditions, everywhere and at all times,* England is invariably 
and absolutely in the wrong. In home politics I am reso- 
lutely opposed to all the Coalition has done, is doing or will 
do. It is my firm opinion that the actions of England 
I would become less deplorable, less criminal if Mr, Asquith 
returned to power. I enclose as specimens of my mentality 
two intensely human articles which I doubt not will find a 
home in your columns : “ Proportional Eepresentation in 
Jugo-Slavia ” (length four thousand five hundred words) and 
“ Futurism under Teotsky ” (length five thousand words). ^ 

.. To the Editor of. “ The Spectator" 

SiE,— In offering my services to^you I may point out how 
happily my up-bringing and mental training have fitted me 
for a post on your staff. The child of an Archdeacon (who 
was also honorary chaplain to a rifle club), ! was born in a 
house with I earth-filled, walls and brought up in intimate | 
association with a large number of most intelligent animals. | 
If desired I am prepared to relate anecdotes of the family 
bull-dog.and a pet she-goat which, will verify my description. 

I feel with you that England can only be saved by relying 
on a Free-Trading, Non- Socialist, Church. Establishment; 

I loathe alike Mr. Asquith and Mr. Lloyd Gboege, and 
th.ink that the intellect of England, which blossoms so lux- 
uriously in country rectories and deaneries, finds .its best 
e^rpssion in Lord Hugh .Croil. As a specimen of my 
Kt^rsjfTy ability I enclose a middle article on “ The Sense of 
.Obligation in Tom-Cats.” , . , * - 
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A “ POSITIVELY LAST ” APPEAEANCE. 

Mb. Punch. ‘‘ACCEPT THIS POOE TEIBTJTE IN’ EECOGNITION OE MUCH GOOP ENTEE- 
TAINMENT IN THE PAST. I DON’T KNOW WHAT - MY AETISTS WOULD HAVE DONE 
WITHOUT YOU.’' > ■ 

[The reoeut withdrawal of horsed cabs from certaia raaks in the London district foreshadows the final extinction of this venerable type.] 






CHARIVARIA. 

It is rumoured that Professor Porta 
has sent a message to Mr. Lloyd 
Georoe, wisliing him a Happy New 
World, 

Mi\ Justice Eowlatt has decided 
that photography is not a profession. 
With some actresses, of course, it is 
just a disease, ^ 

V i 

The gentleman who drew 1&20 in a 
fifty-pound sweepstake as the date of 
the ex-Kaiser's trial is now prepared to 
sell his chance for sixpence-halfpenny. 

He is not a politician," says Mr, E. 
HARootFET* in The Times^ referring to 
Sir Auckland Geddes. li will be 
interesting to see how Sir Auckland 
accepts this "compliment, 

V- ■ . 

A letter posted at Hull for Odessa in 
• J Uly , 19 M, has just been returned to the 
sender. The postal authorities are 
: thought, to take the view thaF the sender 
'should be, given an opportunity of 
adding a few seasonalJle observations 
to his previous remarks. " ' ' “ 


It is all nonsense to say that -there 
can be no change in the present high 
prices. They can always go higher. 

Owing to the strike of cabmen in 
Glasgow a number of people had to 
walk home on New Year's Eve. It is 
not said how the others got home, but 
we have made a guess. 

On enquiry about the erection of 
huge new premises in the Strand by 
the American Bush Terminal Company, 
we gather that London is not to be 
removed, but will be allowed to remain 
next door. ^ 

Inspector Moss of the Great Eastern 
Eailway Police has just had his pocket 
picked and thirty pounds stolen. It is 
only fair to say that he was in plain 
clothes and the thief did not know he 
was a police officer. 

^ A history of the Ministry of Muni- 
tions is to be compiled at a cost of 
£9,548. To keep the expense down to 
this modest sum* by economy in print- 
ing Mr. Winston Churchill will be 
referred to throughout as X." 


A man has been charged with damag- 
ing a London omnibus. He pleaded that 
the vehicle pushed him first. 

* 

Mrs. Payne, the only woman mouse- 
trap-maker in London, has retired from 
the business. It is said that a number 
of mice hope to arrange a farewell 
cheese. * 

At a recent meeting of the Peace 
Conference it was decided that the 
troubles in Egypt and India should in 
future be referred to as Honorary Wars. 

The Indians much appreciate Char- 
lie Chaplin, says The Weekly Dispatch, 
We felt confident that this film com- 
edian would come into his own some 

Only two minor railway accidents 
were reported in December, but a South 
Coast train which started that month is 
reported to have run into the New Year. 

It is estimated that The Outline of 
History by Mr. H. G. Wells will be 
concluded this year. It w^ould be a 
pleasing compliment to the author if at 
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the end of that time Parliament made 
it illegal for any more history to happen. 

The Thames angler who was asked 
in the Club at night if he had had any 
luck that day, and replied that he had 
not had a bite, is thought to be an 
impostor. * 

An Insurance official states that thin 
people live longer than stout. This is 
probably due to the fact that when thin 
people stand sideways the motor-car 
doesn’t get a real chance. 

, It is just twenty months since we 
experienced the last hostile air-raid,” 
states an evening paper. Should this 
indiscreet statement reach the ears 
of certain* Government Officials it is 
feared that one or two of our pic- 
turesque anti-aircraft stations may be 
dismantled. ^ 

According to an American paper, a 
lawyer has left New York for Mexico, 
in order to try to explain to the in- 
habitants the meaning of Peace and the 
benefits to be derived from joining the 
League of Nations. We understand he 
has made full arrangements for leaving I 
a widow and two young children. ! 

Our heart goes out to the tenant of 
an experimental paper-house who dis- 
covered, on going up-stairs, that his 
two-year-old son in a fit of ungovernable 
passion had torn up his nursery, 

Sr 

A man has written to The Daily Mail 
advocating the alteration of the calen- 
dar to thirteen months of twenty-eight 
days each, loiih tioo Christmas Days in 
Leap Year, The writer — to do him 
justice — did not sign himself “ Pater- 
familias.” . ^ i;. 

The New Poor Dance Club, which 
has opened in the West End, is having 
its vicissitudes. Last week, it- is re- 
ported, a distinguished stranger mis- 
took a waiter for one of the members, 
and the waiters have threatened to 
strike if it occurs again. 

Me i'fi 

Los Angeles, California, says a New ' 
York cable, is suffering from an unpre- 
cedented crime wave. A proposal by 
I President Carranza to draw a cordon 
sanitaire round the place has not yet 
reached Washington. 

«>•# o 

iU * 

* ‘ Are dark people cleverer than fair ?’ ’ 
asks a contemporary. These clumsy 
attempts to destroy the Coalition spirit 
are too transparent to be successful. 

*!< Ms 

M' 

Intending visitors to the Zoological 
Gardens in Phoenix Park, Dublin, are 



now required to get a permit from the 
military authorities, A daring attempt 
by a Sinn Eeiner to approach the 
Viceregal Lodge under cover of a cas- 
sowary is said to be responsible for 
the order. 

The ex-Kaiser, it is stated, has asked 
the Prussian Government if there would 
be any objection to hh settling in Peru 
as a cattle-raiser. The probability that 
the Crown Prince will settle in France 
for a spell as a watch-lifter is thought 
to have .fired the ex-Imperial imagina- 
tion. ^ ^ 

* 

A report from Chicago states that, 
as a result of the prevailing taste for 
wood - alcohol, a number of citizens 
successfully revived the ancient cus- 
tom of seeing the Aurora Borealis in. 


“The charm of a pleasing figure depends 
upon an uneasy fitting corset.” 

AclvL in Canadian Pa^er, 

II faiU souffrir ponr itre belle, 

“ There would also be great competition for 
carniferous timber from other countries.” 

Scotch Paper, 

Not so much now that the meat- 
shortage is over. 

“Dundee leads the way iu Scotland in a 
new phase of sport for ladies. 

The innovation was created by the City 
Magistrates to-day, when an application for a 
billiard-room license in the new City Hall 
was granted. 

Under the license ladies will be permitted 
to cross cues with gentlemen partners in a 
public billiard-room .” — Local Paper. 

It is supposed that their worships were 
under the impression that billiards was 
a new form of shinty. 
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THE TUBE CURE. 

[It lias been observed that employees in the 
Tubes never catch cold while at work, and 
doctors, questioned by an evening paper, have 
said that “ the Tube atmosphere should be 
quite likely to cure a cold if breathed long 
enough — say for an hour at a stretch.”] 

To-day, when I acquire a cold 
(Rude Boreas having blustered), 

I do not, as in times of old, 

Immerse my feet in mustard ; 

I put a -penny in a slot 

At some Tube railway station 

And draw a ticket for a not 

Bar distant destination. 

I shun the crowded lifts, although 
They "re right enough in their way, 
And make my calm, unruffled, slow 
Descension by the stairway ; 

"Tis there a man can be alone, 
Immune from all intrusion; 

I doubt if there was ever known 

Its equal for seclusion. 

Where no invading footsteps fall 

I quaff the healthy vapours, 
Whileglancing at my ease through all 
The illustrated papers^; 

And since I "ve found the bottom stair 
A place tiiey don’t upholster, 

I always take when going there 

A small pneumatic bolster. 

Not till an hour or twain have gone,* 
Thus pleasantly expended. 

Do I proceed to carry on. 

And, when my journey ’s ended, 

I find all dread Ijaciiii slain — 

No germ shows his (or her) face— 
And so, my cherry self again, 

Come bHthely’to the surface. 

A BUNCH OF POETS. 

Mr. Obadiah Geek has broken bis 
long silence to some purpose. Those 
who remember his pre-war achieve- 
ments in the field of polychromatic 
romanticism will hardly be prepared 
for bis present development, which lifts 
him at a bound from the overcrowded 
ranks of lyric-writers to the uncon- 
gested heights whereon recline the great 
masters of epic poetry. And yet it was 
perhaps inevitable. The thunder and 
the reek of war (the last two years of 
which, we believe, were spent by Mr. 
Geek in the Bgg Control Department) 
could ^sc^'cely have failed .to imprint 
their mark on the author of Eros in 
EmpUofb ; "and so be has given us a 
real epic, whose very title, Ad Astra, is 
symbolic of the high altitudes in which 
he so triumphantly and so securely 
navigates;.^ Oulwardly it is a story of 
the War, but there is little difficulty in 
probing the allegory; and those who 
; follow the hero’s vicissitudes, as a 
private in; the Gas 0 hei;a^- right. thTowgh 

to his victorious advancement to the 
rank of Acting Lance-Corporal, unpaid 
(and there is a symbolism even in the 
“unpaid”), will readily supply the 
application to the affairs of everyday 
life. 

The ten thousand odd lines of this 
inspired poem are liberally enlivened 
with those characteristic hashes which 
Mr. Geek’s previous efforts have led us 
to expect. Nothing could be happier 
than the following, descriptive of the 
hero’s early days on the barrack- 
square : — 

The Sergeant rolled liis eyes toward the azure 

And called down curses on my bloody 
bead . . . 

“ You buzz about,” bis peroration ran, 

“ Like a bluebottle in a sugar-bowl. 

Thank God we bave a Navy 1 ” and my feet, 

0''urned outward, as they bad been drilled 
to turn, ' 

At forty-five degrees or thereabouts, 

Itcbed to join issue witb bis swollen paiincb ; 

But I refrained. 

Or again : — 

Fame, the skyscraper, batb a thousand floors; 

And some toil slowly upward, steir by stair, 

And stagger and bait and faint upon the 
way ; 

Others, mere fortunate, achieve the top 

At one swift elevation, by the lift. 

Mr. Geek, whatever his method of 
progression may have been, has cer- 
tainly “ achieved the top ” — if indeed he 
has not gone over it. 

i]t s;< t\t 

In Throbs, Miss Gramercy Gingham- 
Pot ts reveals a depth of feeling and 
delicacy of expression that should 
secure her the right of entry to every 
art-calendar and birthday-book. Her 
Muse is, perhaps, a trifle anaemic, but 
to many none the less interesting on 
that account ; its very fragility, in fact, 
constitutes its chief appeal. She has 
an engaging gift of definition that, 
combined with a keen appreciation of 
the obvious, makes her verses partic- 
larly susceptible to quotation. For 
instance : — • > 

The maiden asked, “ What is a kiss? ” 

The poet wrote : 

“ Xisses are stamps that frank witb bliss 
Love’s contract-note.” 

.While for effectively studied simplicity 
it would be difficult to match the lyrical 
gem to which Miss Gingham-Potts has 
given the arresting title, “ Farewell — 

The birds singf sweet in Summer ; 

The daisies bear their song ; 

But Winter’s come, and they are dumb 
So long. 

I told my love in Summer, 

So pure and brave and strong ; 

But frosts came on ; my love is gone ; 

So long 1 

A new volume by the OMthoxot Swings 
ami Roundabouts is something of an 
event ; and in Bottles and Jugs Mri 
Dghtred Boggs makes another faseinat- 

ing raid on the garbage-bins of London’s 
underworld. Mr. Biggs is a stark real- 
ist,. and his unminced meat may prove 
too strong for some stomachs ; but those 
who can digest the fare he offers willfind 
it wonderfully sustaining. Here is no 
condiment of verbiage, no dressing of 
the picturesque. Life is served up high, 
and almost raw. By way of illustra- 
tion we cannot do better than quote 
from the opening poem, “ Bill’s Wife,” 
in which the calculated roughness of the 
rhythm is redolent of the pervading 
atmosphere : — 

At the corner of tbe street 

Stands tbe Blue-faced Pig ; > * 

Outside a barrel-organ is playing 

And the people are dancing a jig. . 

A woman waits there grimly ; 

Her eyes are set and her lips drawn thin ; 

For Bill, her man, is in the public, 

Soaking bis soul in gin. 

Students of sociology might do worse 
than devote careful attention to these 
gaunt chronicles of Slumland. 

sis i'.i s;^ rffi Hit 

The following stanzas, taken from a 
poem entitled “ Reconstruction,” are a 
favourable example of Mr. Thor Pin- 
money’s somewhat unequal genius : — 

By strife we live, but boredom slays ; 

My mind from out this office strays 

And takes me back to the spacious days 

When I counted socks in Ordnance. 

I bate my pen ; I bate my stool ; 

What am I but a nerveless tool ? 

But we did not work by rote or rule 

When I countod.socks in Ordnance . . . 

There arc times even now when it really seems 

I ’m back in a suburb of sbell-sbocked Rheims : 
But tbe office echoes my waking screams 

When I find it was only in my dreams 

I was counting socks in Ordnance. 

Unfortunately, all Mr. Pinmoney’s 
efforts do not come up to this standard, 
and we should be almost inclined to 
wonder whether the writer has not after 
all mistaken his vocation, were it not for 
the really brilliant pioce of work which 
brings the volume (A(7a5W5 Gomes Home) 
to a close. We make no apology for re- 
producing this masterpiece in full : — 

Man comes 

And goes. 

What then ? 

Who knows ? 

Here we liave the whole philosophy 
of life and the life hereafter summed up. 

If he never wTites another line Mr. Pin- 
money is by this assured of a permanent 
place in the anthology of post-bellum 
poetry. 

“Beifiying to tbe toast of bis health, Mr. 
Lloyd Gocarge said it was a great boon that a 
large industrial community should bave been 
founded amongst these lovely surroundings,, a 
boon not only for tbe workers, but also for 
their little children, who would bave the 
advantage of being reared in georgeous moun- 
tain air.” — DaUy 

Lloyd-Georgeons, in fact. 




/*-> ihA V /I — s. I* 

MAIMNERS AND MODES. 

HOB.BIBLE NIGHTMABE OF A LADY WHO DBEAMS TBLiT SHE HAS GONE TO A BALL IN HEB NIGHT-GOWN 

AND FOUND HEBSELF SHOCKINGLY OYERDBESSED. 


THE “FIRST HUHDRED” OF LOEB. 

[The Loeb Classical Libraiy, founded by a 
munihcent American millionaire; Mr. James 
Loeb {vrcytionces *‘Lobe”), and edited by Dr. 
E. Capps, Mr. T. E. Page and Dr. W. H. D. 
Bouse j has now reached its hundredth volume J 

When ways are foul and days are damp, 
When agitators rage and ramp, 
x\nd Smillib, with the aid of Ceamp, 
Threatens to rend the globe ; 
When margarine is scarce, or beef, 

And drinks are dear and few and brief, 
I find refreshment and relief 
And comfort in my Loeb. 

Good print, good company, a text 
By no vain annotations vexed 


Which call from students sore perplexed 
The patience of a Job ; 

And, page by page, a first-rate crib, 
Neither too faithful' nor too glib — 
That, without fulsomeness or fib, 

Is what we get in Loeb, 

Let scientists on various fronts 
Indulge in their atomic stunts, 

Or harness to our prams and punts ’ 
The puissant radiobe ; 

Me rather it delights to roam 
Across the salt H5gean foam 
With old Odysseus, far from home, 
And bless the name of Loeb. 

To so*ar with Plato to the heights ; 

To find in Plutarch's kings andknights 


The human touch that more delights * 
Than crown or regal robe ; 

To taste the fresh Pierian springs, 

To see Catullus scorch his wings 
With the fierce flame that sears and 
stings — 

Por this I thank thee, Loeb. 

I 've made no fortune out of beer ; 

I 'm not a plutocrat or peer, 

Nor yet a bloated profiteer, 

An OM or e’en an OBE ; 

But if I 'd thirty pounds to spare 
I'd go and blow them then and- 
there 

Upon the Hundred Books that bear - 
The sign and seal of Loeb. 
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Afc that moment a motor - lorry Wuffle jumped up with alacrity. 

A N EWSPAPER SCOOP. rumbled'by; and Binnie, recollecting a “ I 'd be awfully glad to get a snap- 
(With the British Aryny in France.) passage in Wuffle*s latest article about shot of it,” said he, disappearing in 
SPOTTED him by the fountain-pen “ motor - lorries rushing madly about search of his hat and coat, 
stains on his vest and the thunderbolts with apparently no purpose in view,” Frederick took the opportunity to 
sticking out of his pockets,” said Fred- jumped excitedly to the door. . make a iew scathing remarks to Percival. 

erick So I went up to him and said, “.‘Magneto Maggie * leading,” he “ It ^s just like you, you mouldy old 

‘Tou are Wuffle of The Daily Hooter, shouted, “and ‘The Sparking Spitfire' citron,” he said. “I start a little ex- 

themanwhowiped-upWhitehallandis is just behind. Care to double your periment in tirage de javihe, and you 
now enga^red in freezing-out France?” bet on ‘ Maggie ’ at evens, Percival? ” put your heavy hoof m and spoil the 
“ What'did he say ? ” asked Percival. “ Not yet,” replied Percival cautiously, whole business. You know jolly well 

“ Whipped out a note-book and asked “It's only the first lap yet, and ‘Maggie' that Le Glaxo was completely closed 
me to tell him all about it. I said I sometimes Jibs a bit when she passes down months ago.” 
waspiningforthe white clifis of Albion the Eemount Dep6t.” ^ “ Oh, put another penny in your 

and that the call of the counting-house Wuffle had his fountain-pen at the brain-meter and try to realise that you 
and cash-box was ringing in my ears, alert and looked inquiringly at Fred- aren't the only one who 's grown up,' 
but that I couldn't get demobilised be- erick. ^ replied Percival impatiently. “ Your 

cause the Colonel's pet Pomeranian had “ I suppose it is another example of brain-waves move about as quick as 

conceived a fancy for mo and wouldn't deliberate waste,” said the latter. “But G.P.O. telegraph messages. I'd got 
take its underdone chop from anyone we've got the lorries eating their heads the sche me w orked out while you were 


Frederick took the opportunity to 
make a few scathing remarks to Percival. 
“ It 's just like you, you mouldy old 


else. I also hinted that I 
and a few friends could 
tell him things that would 
make his biggest journal- 
istic scoops look like para- 
graphs in a parish maga- 
zine, so he invited me to 
bring you round this af ter- 
; noon to split an infinitive 
with him.” 

“Wuffle ? '* said Binnie. 
“That's the man who 
wrote about ‘gilded sub- 
alterns loafing luxuriously 
in cushioned cars in a 
giddy round of useless and 
pampered ease ' ? ” 

“ Well, I^won't say he 
wrote it, but be- signed it. 
No single man living could 
write all the stuff Wuffle 
signs. It 's turned out as 
they turn out cheap motor- 
cars. One man roughs it 
out, passes it to the ad- 





mi 






BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

TJie Bescuer. “ I not a very graceful diver, you know. What 

- ABOUT employing A PROFESSIONAL SWiaiMBR FOB THIS PART OF THE SHOW? ” 


putting over your old mus- 
W ical-comedy gags.” 
l/fM Since the departure of 
the British, Le Glaxo's 
//J- only excitement is the ar- 
ly rival of its one train per 
day. Ignoring the sensa- 
|jF[ tion caused by the detrain- 
^ ing of four persons simul- 
taneously, Percival led his 
^ party along a muddyrough 
& lane. 

W “ The dump is about four 
S kilometres away and the 
^ road gets rather bad to- 
^ wards the end,” he said, 
maliciously edging Wuffle 
« into a bit of swamp. 
^ “ Sorry; I was going to 
K warn you about that.” 

^ Wuffle scraped mud from 
his trousers and followed 
the leader over a rough 
wall into a hidden ditch. 
A breathless climb up a 


jective department, thence to the punc- off in the garages and the petrol is hill and a steady trudge over plough- 
tuation-room, where they sprinkle it simply aching to be evaporated, so we land found Wuffle still game, but, after 
with commas and exclamation marks, give the drivers exercise and ourselves he had got his camera ready for action 
and then Wuffle touches it up, -fits it some excitement over organising these onthecheerfulassurancethat they were 
with headlines and signs it. Oh, I for- Area Circuit Steeplechases.” nearing their quarry, a disappointed 

got. Before it goes t^o press the libel “ Why not trans-ship the lorries?” cry from the leader dashed his hopes. 


expert looks it over to see that it isn’t suggested Wuffle. “Hang it! ” said Percival, “I forgot, 

actionable.” ^ “ That would never do, old prune,” The dump was moved to Pont Antoine 

“ Anyway, he 's the responsible said Frederick. “ The troops would last Tuesday. ‘ Come along ; it 's only 
party,” said Binnie, “ and I would fain have nothing to guard.” three kilometres away.” 

have converse with the Wuffle. That “ Send the men home,” j>ersisted Strangely enough, Pont Antoine was 
‘ gilded subaltern ' bit was ringing in Wuffle. also a blank. Binnie suggested trying 

my head like a dirge the other night “ Come, my willowy asparagus,” re- Monceau, two kilometres further on ; 
when I was wearily trudging the seven plied Frederick in horrified tones, “ we but when they arrived there, fatigued 
kilometres from St. Denis camp because must have troops to find us work to do. and dirty, a thin drizzle was falling and 
there was no one to give me a lift.” Of course it's sometimes • difficult to it was almost dark. Percival confessed 
That afternoon Frederick introduced keep the men employed, and then we himself baffled, 
his friends to Wuffle. ^ have to make dumps of empty biscuit “I'm awfully sorry,” said he to 

“ Sorry we're late,” he said, “ but tins and things for them to guard.” Wuffle ; “ I can’t find it now, and the 
Percival and Binnie hero haye been “ I fixed up a real beauty at Le Glaxo, poin't is how are we going to get back ? 
engaged with the Pioneer-Sergeant dis- not ten kilometres from here,” chipped There isn't a railway for miles.” 
euasing the best method of converting in Percival. “If you'd like to see it “Don't any of our lorries or cars 


a whippet-tarfk into a roller for the there 's a train going in about twenty pass here?” asked Wuffle. 
tennis-courts.” : minutes.” ' . , • ** Oh, yes. But they won't gi 


give you 




a lift. The orders are dead strict against 
civilians riding in W.D. vehicles.” 

“ It *s the result of the articles in the 
papers about waste,” said Trederick 
sympathetically. - “ But I don’t sup- 
pose there would be any objection to 
your ‘hanging on and running behind.” 

Wuffle looked round disconsolately. 
In the gloom the lighted windows of 
the tiny H6tel de TUnivers blinked 
invitingly. 

I think 1 11 stop here for the night,” 
he said, “ and telephone for a car to 
fetch me to-morrow,” 

“ Eight- 0 !” said Percival. “And 
when it’s thoroughly light you might 
—you might be able to find the dump. 
So long.” 

As they rumbled uncomfortably home 
on a fortuitous three-ton lorry, Percival 
looked round for applause. I 

“ 0*est bieitfait, mon vieux,*' chuckled 
Binnie. “ I ’ll bet the Wufde won’t go 
dump-hunting again in a hurry. And 
he won’t be able to do any damage 
from that little estaminet for a day or 
two.” ■ 

jh ^ 

The well- advertised series of articles 
in The Daily Hooter commenced a few 
days later. The conspirators studied 
them diligently in gleeful anticipation 
of finding their contribution to journal- 
istic enterprise. It came at the end, 
in a brief paragraph. 

“ When I had collected- my material 
for this powerful indictment, etc., etc.”. 


(ran the article), “1 met a party of 
irresponsible subalterns bent on the old, 
old' army pastime of leg-pulling. Por 
the sake of exercise and amusement I 
permitted them to conduct me on a wild- 
goose chase after an imaginary dump, 
which luckily led me to a sequestered 
little hotel where I was able to write 
my articles in peace and quietude. But 
to return to the main question. I un- 
hesitatingly affirm • • 

Percival, who was reading aloud, let 
the paper fall limply from his hand. 

“ Prederick,” he said, “ put your 
biggest boots on and kick me. ’ The 
word-merchant was laughing at us all 
the time.” 

« The letter about the Bloomsbury cat that 
bought her own oat’s meat in your issue of 
December 6th is interesting.” 

A Correspondent in “ The Spectator.'' 

The cat would, however, have shown 
more regard for the feelings of our 
justly-esteemed contemporary if it had 
wrapped up its purchase in some other 
publication. 

** In his defence, said that he had really 

intended marrying the girl, but that he came 
to the realization that she was extremely 
elaljoujs, hence his bjreach. 

jThe court found that this was sufficient 
gronnd to justify jjjustify jujjjj jstjijf jy 
his breach of promise .” — Canadian Paper. 

It is evident, however, that the Court 
did not arrive at this decision without 
. considerable hesitation. 


More Headaches for Historians. 

“ The revellers passed the time in dancing 
and singing until St. Paul’s clock struck mid- 
night. Then • Auld Lang Syne * was sung with 
enthusiasm and, after repeated cheers, the 
crowd Aspersed.” — Times. 

“-It was typical of the largest crowd that has 
watched round the cathedral the passing of 
the year that at the moment when midnight 
struck it should be engaged in one tremendous 
jostle and push, rough and tumble, and that 
no one thought to strike up the tune — ^tradi- 
tional to the occasion— of ‘ Auld Lang Syne, " ” 

Star. 

“The gigantic Hindenburg figure of Mili- 
tarism in the cenfye of the room melted away 
with the appearauce of the Peace Angel, re- 
puted to be the fairest lady in Chelsea, who 
had climbed a ladder within his leviathan 
bulk.”— Twies. 

“When twelve o’clock struck The God of 
War should have collapsed gracefully to give 
place to the most beautiful artist’s ‘model in 
Chelsea, draped as the Goddess of Peace. But 
something went wrong with the ropes, and the 
God of War floated a yard or two into the air, 
just sufficiently high to show us the feet and 
knees of the Goddess of Peace.” 

Evening Standard* 

“The famous flood-test of the Parisian, the 
stone onave on the Bridge of Alma, is .in 
water np to his waist.” — Provhicial Paper* 

Surely an understatement. The “ ouave 
seems to have had his Z washed away. 

From ^Jeuilleton : — 

“ James put his cold hands in his pockets 
and buttoned up hi's coat collar before turning 
Qut to his work.” — Weekly Paper* . . 

This is not so easy as it sounds. * 



WORDS OF WISDOM. 

“ Comb, all you young seamen, take heed now to me, 

A hard-ease old sailormau bred to the sea. 

As sailed the seas over afore you was born, 

An' learned 'em by heart from the Hook to-, the Horn, 

Don't hold by the ratlines when going aloft ^ . 

(Which I ’ve' told you afore but can't tell you too oft), 

Or you .'11 strike one .that 's rotten as sure as you live, ' 

And it 's too late to learn when you 've once felt it give ; 

If you don't hit the bulwarks you 'Ibsure hit the sea, 

For them rotten ratlines~they 're the devil,'' says he. 

- ** ' , . 

“ Now if you should see, as you like enough may, - , - 
When tramping the docks for a ship some fine day, “ 

A spanking fun'-rigger just ready for sea,* „ ' 

And think she 's just all that a hooker should be, ' ' 

Take 'eed you don't ship with a skipper that drinks — 
You/d better by half^play 'at fan-tan with'Cliink^ !— ' ^ ' • 
For that *11 mean nothing but muddle an' mess, 

It may be mudh more and it can't be rnuch'less, ” . 

.What with wrangling and jangling to drive a man daft, - 
And rank bad dis-cip-line both forrard and aft, 

A ship that 's ill-found and a crew out of 'and, 

I And. a touch-and-go cKance she may never reach land, 

^But go down in a squall or broach to in a sea, 

.pr them drunken skippers— they 're the devil." says he, ^ 

And if you go turlber and pause to admire 
;A ship that 's as neat as your heart could desire, . 


As smart as a frigate aloft and’ alow, 

Her brasswork like gold and her planking like snow, 

Look round for a mate by whose twang, it is plain 
That his home port is somewhere round Boston or Maine, 
With a jaw that 's the cut of a square block of wood,’ 

And beat it, my son,' while the going is good ! . ‘ 

There '11 be scraping and scouring from morning till night 
To keep that brass shiny 'and keep them' decks' white, 

And belaying-’pin soup both for dinner and tea. 

For them smart down-easters — they 're the devil," says he. 

“ But if by.good fortune you chance for to get 
A ship that ain't hungry or wicked or wet, 

That answers her helium' both a- weather and lee, 

Goes, weir on a bowline and well running free,’ 

A skipper that 's neither a fod nor a brute. 

And mates not too free with the toe of their boot, 

A sails and a bo'sun that 's bred to their trade, - • 

And a slush with a notion how vittles is made, 

And a crqwd that ain't half of 'em Dagoes or Dutch, 

Or Mexican greasers or niggers o;.' such, 

You stick to her, close as you, would to your wife, 

She 's the sort that you only 'find once in your life ; 

And ships is like women, you take it from me, 

That, if they are bad 'uns, they 're the devil," says he. 

================ 0. F. S. 

** With regard to prison labour, it is^stated that the manufacture of 
war stories had continued to employ every available inmate.” 

. : • ' ■ ■ . ' Christian Science Monitor, 

We had wondered where some of them came from. 
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THE QUESTIONABLE ALIEN. 

William, my hitherto unventuresome friend William, is 
going abroad, t cannot be certain why. Perhaps he no 
longer feels his heroism equal to the strain of living in a 
country lit for heroes. It may be that he has unwittingly 
incubated a bacillus which figures in novels as the "‘Call 
of the Wild.’' Anyhow, William is going abroad — so much 
so that, if he went any farther, he would be on his way 
home again. ^ 

I need not say that I felt called upon to help William 
through this trying period, and our preparations proceeded 
satisfactorily until the clever geographers who an^ange 
these things nowadays discovered that William could fetch 
the Far Bast by way of the Far West. Then the inter- 
national complications set in. First, William’s passport — 
a healthy enough document at the start — had to be carried 
round the diplomatic quarter of London until it broke out 
into a thick rash of supplementary visas. Next we sought 
out the moneychangers in their dens, to transmute William’s 
viaticum bit by bit into four foreign currencies. Then a 
Great Power through whose territory William will have to 
pass apparently was nervous of his approach and instituted 
a grand inquisition into the status and antecedents of the 
Alien (William). 

We unfolded the paper on our table and stared at it 
aghast. Its area was rather less than a square yard ; in 
colour it favoured the yolk of bad eggs ; while all over its 
broad expanse were ruled compartments, half of them filled 
with questions that no gentleman would ask another, the 
other half left blank for William’s indignant replies. We 
managed with great dijB&culty to squeeze into the panel pro- 


vided all his baptismal titles — there are four of these be- 
sides “ William ” — and then attacked the first real poser : — 

Are yoto in jpossession of 100 dollars, or less ? If less, by 
how much ? 

William groaned. “ Beach me down Todhunter’s Arith- 
metic, will you ? ” said he. 

I did so, and turned up the^Money Market page of our 
daily paper. Nothing was heard for the next five minutes 
but grunts and Sighs of despair. We then gave it up on 
the understanding that William must make a point of 
winning heavily at bridge — or would it be euchre? — on 
the way across. 

Have you ever been in the territory of the Great Power 
before ? 

“ No,” breathed William devoutly, and, please Heaven, 
it shan’t occur again ! ” 

What is your reason for comiiig noio ? 

“ I suppose I ’d better tell the truth,” he said ; they ’ll 
never believe me if I say I ’ve come to put Dempsey up to 
that right drive of Carpentier’s.” 

Were you, ever in prison, an almshoiLse, or an mstiiution for 
the treatment of the insane ? If so, which ? 

“Take your time, William,” I said; “think carefully.” 

He gave a bitter laugh. “ Do they want to know all the 
gaols and asylums I’ve been in,” he asked, “or only the 
more recent ? * ' 

Are you a polygamist ? • 

William turned deathly pale. He then fixed me with a 
terrible stare of accusation and reproach. 

“ No, no, William,” I protested frantically, “ I assure you 
on my honour that I haven’t been talking.” 

This assurance calmed him somewhat. ' Bit by bit the 
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colour carine back to bis ebeeks and at length he was able 
to remark more hopefully : “ Well, there this to be said 
for it, most of my wives are sportswomen. I don’t think 
they ’ll give me away.’’ . , . 

Are you an anarchists 

“No,’[ answered William frankly, “but I possess a 
hrother4n-law who has leanings towards Eosiorueianism. 
Next, please,” 

The next was a very searching, legally-worded inquiry. 
It demanded at great length to be informed whether William 
was a person who advocated the overthrow by force or* 
vmlence of the Government, of the Great Power, or all forms 
of Law, or believed in the propriety of assassinating any or 
every ofiacer of the Great Power because of his official 
character. 

William took up the paper-knife with an expression of 
sheer ^mmal ferocity. “ Yes,” he hissed, the whole lot. 
Torturing them, tool ” — and fell back into his chair with 
peal upon peal of maniacal laughter. 

^ ^ 

WilKam was practically a wreck before the inquisition 
came to an end. He had mot even sufficient spirit left to 
y at me for entering his distinguishing marks as “a 
genera, air of honesty, tempered by a slight inward squint.” ■ 

i®- awarded a silver cup to Mr. John 

Brajaa,B.S.Q.,ski^r of the^team drifter Pamy, of Wick in reooe- 

nifa^ of ttepnmptitade and ahffity with whiotf ’he rSd do! 

Ifardgate, pleaded guilty to havSi® 
stolen a gold ^ety pin. a.feaintain W two pairs of 
two blouses and several other articles ol eloth&g.”— jfyws, ’ 

We never believe these fishing stories. • ! 

SONGS OP THE HOME, 

II. — TnE Diagnosis. 

When Jimmy, our small but significant son, 

* Is prey of a temper capricious and hot, 

And tires of a project as soon as begun, 

And wants what he hasn’t, and hates what he ’s got 

A dutiful father, 1 ponder and brood, 

Essaying by reason and logic to find 

The radical cause of the juvenile mood 

In the intricate growth of the juvenile mind. 

But women and reason were never allies; 

The rule of a mother is logic of thtfmb ; 

The trouble concerns, she is ^uick to surmise, 

His rum-ti-tiddily-uin-ti-tum. 

0 woman (though angel in moments of pain, 

When angels of pity are most d ^rqpos), 

Why, why won’t you listen when hus-bands explain 

The things they have thought and the knowledge they 
know? ® 

And why do you smile when they beg to repeat ? 

And why are you bored when they m|ike it all clear ? 

And why' do you label their emphasis heat,” 

And bid them “ Be careful ; the servants may hear ” ? 

The argument leaves me, though ever more sure, 
Eeproachful and angry and sullen and dumb : 

It leaves her reforming my diet, to cure 

My rum-ti-tiddily-um-ti-tum. Henuy.' 

— — — • 
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ANIMAL HELPS. 

{By\i Stvdent of DojyiesticEmiomy,) 

Living in a remote country district, 
where the difficulty of obtaining ser- 
vants is at present insurmountable — 
the nearest pictures are twelve miles 
off — I have been much impressed and 
encouraged by two letters in recent 
issues of The Spectator, One describes 
a Bloomsbury grocer’s cat that bought 
her own cat’s-meat ; another recounts 
the exploits of a spaniel belonging to 
a house painter and glazier at Yar- 
mouth (Isle of Wight), which, if given a 
penny, would immediately amble off to 
a grocer’s shop and purchase a cake. 

Viewed in their true perspective, 
these exhibitions of animal intelligence 
seem to indicate fruitful possibilities of 
the employment of our dumb friends 
to assist us in these trying times. Many 
years ago I remember reading of a 
baboon which discharged the duties of 
a railway porter at a station in Cape 
Colony with great efficiency. I have 
unfortunately mislaid the reference, but 
so far as I can remember no mention 
was made of wages or tips ; consequently 
the importation and employment of 
skilled simian labour on a large scale 
might go a Jong way towards reducing 
the expenses of our railway system. 

But in view of certain obvious diffi* 
eulties it is perhaps better to restrict 
our attention to the sphere of domestic 
service and farm labour. And here I 
would urge with all the power at my 
command the employment of the ele- 
phant. The greatest burden of house- 
hold work is the washing of plates, and 
this is a task which elephants are pecu- 
liarly well fitted to undertake; alsotlie 
cleaning of windows wnthout the use 
of a ladder. A well-trained and ami- 
able elephant, again, would enable par- 
ents to dispense with a perambulator. 

I admit that the initial outlay might 
be considerable, but the longevity of 
elephants is notorious, and it would 
always be possible to hire them out to 
travelling menageries. 

Another neglected asset is the well- 
known aptitude shown by poodles for 
digging out truffles, an accomplishment 
of which I often read in my youth. If 
truffles, why not potatoes ? 

The extraordinary intelligence and 
affectionate disposition of the runner 
duck has often been commented on by 
our serious weeklies, but so far little 
attempt has been made to turn these 
qualities to practical account. They] 
forage for themselves. Why should 
they not be taught to do so for their 
owners as well ? 

One more point and I have done' 
Greek and Latin are going or gone, but 
a modicum of Mathematics seems to be 



indispensable to the modern curriculum. 
The domestic pig has on many occasions 
shown a capacity for mastering simple 
arithmetical processes, and we know 
that the pupil^lway s ends by bettering 
his master. Under a more enlightened 
and humane regime I confidently look 
forward to the time when our children 
will learn the Eule of Three, not from 
highly-paid and incompetent govern- 
esses, but from unsalaried, porcine in- 
structors, trained in the best Montes- 
sorian met hods. 

Our Plutocratic Sportsmen. 

“A gold course is being laid out in Ryde 
House Park, Isle of Sunday 


The New Kich. 

^‘Working Man (36) requires Lodgings, full 
or part board ; car ride or convenient Bol-ls- 
Royoe .” — Frovindal Papm\ 

“Lady requires gentleman Ohanffeiir, re- 
pair and clean ear; good dancer.” — Time^, 

One who;can “ reverse,” it is hoped. 

“ Considering the greatness of the provoca- 
tion, Centralia, Wash.,' yesterday showed a 
calmness worthy of an American community. 
There were no further attempts at lynching 
after the hanging of the secretary of the 
I.W.W. organisation on Tuesday night.” 

Avierican Paper, 

Oh, my friends, let us strive to emulate 
i the calmness of Centralia, Wash. 
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A LETTER TO THE BACK-BLOCKS. 

Dear Ginger, — A Merry Christmas 
to you ! A bit late, you say ? On ths 
contrary, in -plenty of time. It is next 
Christmas I am referring to. Over 
there, in your tropical land, when the 
sun stings your skin through your shirt 
and the sand blisters your feet through 
your boot-soles, when you butter your 
bread with a soup-ladle and the mer- 
cury boils merrily in the barometer, 
then, vainly pawing the air for mos- 
quitoes with one hand and reaching for 
the siphon with the other, you gasp, 
** Gad ! it must be getting on for Christ- 
mas-time.” 

But over here in England, where 
the seasons wheel round without any 
appreciable difference in temperature, 
where, if it were not for the gentleman 
who writes the calendars, nobody would 
know whether to wear straw-hats or 
snow-shoes, Christmas comes sneak- 
ing up behind you and grabs you by 
the pocket before you have time to 
dodge, ** Christmas Eve already! ” you 
exclaim. “ Christmas Eve I and there ’s 
dear old Tom in Penang and good old 
Dick in Patagonia and poor old Harry 
in Princetown, and I *ve not written a 
word of cheer to any of them and now 
have no time to do so.” That 's what 
happened to me this yeaiv anyhow; but 
I *m determined it shall not occur again, 
so — A Merry Christmas to you, Ginger. 

This my first Yule in the Old Coun- 
try, after many in foreign climes, was 
not an unqualified success. On the 
morning of Christmas Eve I went fc^ 
a walk and lost myself. After wading 
through bog systems and bramble en- 
tanglements for some hours I came out 
behind a spinney and there spied a 
small urchin with red cheeks and a red 
woollen muffler standing * beneath a 
holly-tree. On sighting me he gave 
vent to a loud and piteous howl. I 
asked him where his pain was, and he 
replied that he wanted some holly for 
decorations, but was too short to reach 
it.. I thereupon swarmed the shrub, 
plucked and tossed the richly berried 
boughs to the poor little chap. In 

return he showed me where I lived 

which indeed was not two hundred 
yards distant, but concealed by the 
thicket. , , 

Eater in the day Edward came in to i 
tea, much annoyed. Bolshevism, he ■ 
declared, was within our gates. He had i 
been out , to collect Christmas decora- i 
tions in his own private fenced spinney, i 
and confound it if some scoundrels 
hadn’t been ^nd gone and stripped his i 
pet holly-tree of every twig ! Anarchy 
was yapping at the door. ^ 

The Aunt soothed him, saying she i 
had that very afternoon purchased a ! 

supply of splendid holly from a swee 
little boy who had come round hawking 
it at sixpence a bough. I asked her i 
by any chance the dear little fellow bac 
worn a red woollen comforter, and was 
not surprised when I heard that he had 

No sooner had I fallen asleep that 
same night than I was aroused by an ex- 
traordinary din. I lay there, comatose 
and semi-conscious in the pitchy dark- 
ness, and wondered what had happened. 
Presently I distinguished the bray of 
trumps, and 1 knew. Golly 1 ” I whis- 
pered to myself, “I *m dead. Cheer-o 1 ” 
Then I recollected something I had 
read concerning ye sports and customs 
of ye Ancient British and decided it 
must be “Waits.” I crept to’ the 
yindow and by a glow of lanterns 
beheld the St. Gwithian Independent 
Brass Band grouped round the porch, 
blasting “ Christians, awake 1 ” through 
their brazen fog-horns. I fumbled 
about on the dressing-table, missed the 
matches but found a half-crown. “ Take 
that and trot 1 ” I snarled, hurling it at 
them with all my strength. The coin 
hit the trombone a glancing blow on the 
snout, ricochetted off the bassoon and 
bounded into the rockery. 

The music stopped abruptly as the 
bandsmen swarmed in pursuit of for- 
tune. In half-an-hour’s time they had 
pulled all Edward^s cherished sedums 
and saxifrages up by the roots and 
turned over most of the smaller rocks 
without discovering the treasure. A 
conference in loud idiomatic Cornish 
then took place, with the result that two 
musicians were despatched to a neigh- 
bouring farm for picks, crow-bars and 
more lanterns ; the remainder squatted 
on the flower-beds and whiled away the 
time of waiting by blasting “Good 
King Wenceslas !’ to the patient stars. 

In due course the messengers re- 
turned andthequarrying^of the rockery 
began in earnest. By 4.15 a.m. they 
had most of it littered over the drive, 
but had struck some gisgbnifce boulders 
which defied even the crowbars. A 
further conference was then held, but 
at this point Edward made a dramatic 
appearance, clad in lilac pyjamas, odd 
boots and a kimono of the Aunt's, which 
he had worn as King Alfred in some 
charades the night before, and in the 
darkness bad donned in mistake for his 
dressing-gown. His address was im- 
passioned and moving, but had no effect 
on the Waits, who could only be per- 
suaded to abandon their silver mine at ! 
the price of a second half-crown. 

A day or so before Christmas I began 
bo notice that everybody was getting 
presents— everybody except me, that 
is. This caused me pain. It gave the 
impression that I was not appreciated. 

I took thought for a space, then rode ( 

into Penzance, bought several arbicles 
; I had been wanting for some time, 
wrote a few affectionate notes in dis- 
guised handwriting, such as “ With 
dearest love from Flossie,” “With hugs 
and kisses from Ermyntrude,” etc., 
enclosed them with the articles, ad- 
dressed and posted them to myself and 
rode home again. 

On Christmas morning I opened them 
in public with a vast flourish, and left 
thetouchinglittlededicationslyingcare- 
lessly about where anybody could read 
them. From the glances of wonder and 
respect which flashed at me from all 
sides I gathered that everybody did. 
The sensation was both novel and pleas- 
ing. One parcel, however, there was 
which I had not sent myself. It had 
been forwarded on by the “ Punch ” 
Office, marked, “Please do not crush,” 
and carefully tied and sealed. My heart 
leapt. “ By Jove ! ” said I, “ a genuine 
Christmas present. Somebody loves me 
after all. Perhaps a duchess has sent 
me her tiara.” 

With trembling fingers I unlaced the 
strings. The household crowded about 
me, panting with envy and excitement. 
Reverently I folded the multitudinous 
wrappings back and revealed a very old, 
very dilapidated silk slipper, severely 
busted at the toe and stuff ed with sticky 
sweets, a small female doll, and a note 
— “ With all best wishes to Patlandbr 
for a happy Christmas, and many thanks 
for useful hints contained in JPtinch 
issue, December 10th, 1919.” 

I may remind you that in the issue 
mentioned was an epistle from me to 
you recommending the Post as a means 
of disposing of rubbish, with special 
reference to worn-out foot-gear. I only 
wish I knew who played this trick on 
me, Ginger ; I would like to give him 
something in return— say an old footer- 
boot — with my foot inside. 

Thine in sorrow, Patlander. 

New Golfing Records. 

“Ml*. — then holed his fourth for a 
three.” — Sunday Paper. 

“ played very fine golf on the outward 

journey and stood 5 up at the second hole.” 

Evening Faper, 

We suppose that in each case the 
player’s opponent wasn’t looking. 

From a sale catalogue : — 

“Pretty Light Grey Georgette Jumper, 
trimmed Grey Wool and Saxe Blue. 

Usually 5 gus. 6J gns.” 

No wonder they call it a jumper, 

»ST, ’S CHURCH. 

6.30 p.m.— Preacher : The Vicar. 

7.45 p.m, — Baches Church Cantata, 

* Sleepers, Wake.* ” 

Provincial Paper, 

We suspect the organist of being a bit 
a wag. 




THE WHAT-NOT. 

“Look here/’ I said, “this is indeed 
serious. The what-not 's moulting.” 

“ It 's been like that for a long time,” 
said Anna. “ But I suppose it ’s getting 
worse;” 

“ I ’m afraid so. And we m%ist have 
something reliable,” I said, “to stand 
dishes and things on at meals. We 
can’t pile them all on the table at once 
like a cairn. To tell you the truth,” I 
added, “ I ’ve had my eye on an old 
oak dresser at Smalley's for a longtime. 
It would be a good investment — at a 
price.” 

' “Yes,” said Anna;' “but I suppose 
the price would be the earth and the 
fulness thereof.” 

“ That is precisely what I propose to 
find out, and if theyTl take anything 
less than thirty pounds it ’s ours. In 
the meantime,” I added, “we’ll dope 
the poor old what-not with furniture 
cream and see about driving it to 
market.” 

There are two accepted methods of 
dealing at old furniture shops. . The 
first is to approach them, well-groomed, 
Ve-ringed and perfumed, smoking a 
jewelled gasper and entering the shop 


with a circular movement of the arm 
to expose the gold wrist-watch that 
loill crawl up the sleeve at wu’ong mo- 
ments, and to ask in a commanding 
voice, “How much is the — ah — oak- 
dresser — what ? ” 

The presiding genius (and' being a 
dealer he is usually a genius), who had 
reaHy ticketed the article thirty pounds, 
approaches it, removes Ibhe ticket by a 
little sleight-of-hand and says, “ Thirty- 
eight guineas, Sir,” without a blush 
(the dealer who blushes is hounded from 
the ring). This method of dealing is 
direct action of the most dangerous 
kind. 

The other method, and the one I 
most usuailly adopt, I can best illustrate 
by detailing my interview with the 
proprietor of Smalley's on the occasion 
when I went dressering. 

I sidled into the shop in garments 
carefully selected from my pre-ward- 
robe and wearing a vacant expression. 
Picking up a piece of china I examined 
it carefully, turhing it upside down, as 
though to search for a pottery mark, 
which I probably should nevfer have 
recognised. 

“ H'm, not bad,” I said. 

“One of the best bits of Dresden 


I’ve ever had,” said the dealer. “I 
want ” 

“Ah, German,” I said, putting the 
thing down hurriedly as though it 
might be mined. “It may be a good 
piece, but — what is the price of that 
brass fender ? ” 

“ Seven-ten, old Dutch and a bar- 
gain,” said the dealer laconically. 

“But probably wouldn’t fit the fire- 
place in my mind. Though,” I added 
to myself, “it might fit the one in ©ur 
dining-room.” ■ ' 

I thought it about time to notice the 
dresser, not to attempt to* buy it yet-^ 
oh dear no, but merely to fire the first 
shot in the campaign aS it were. 

“ What kind of a dresser" do you call 
this ? ” I Said. Slightly moth-eaten, 
isn’t it?” 

“ That 's nothing ; merely age. It 's 
Welsh/’ he added, “ and a beauty. I 
wish I could get hold of more like it. 
Look at those legs ; I ’ll guarantee’ you 
won't Excuse me, Sir.” 

An immaculately dressed individual 
had entered the shop, and the gentle- 
man trading as Smalley called ah ’as- 
sistant to serve him. By the time he 
returned to me I had wandered fa’r into 
the recesses of the emporium and'wtiS 
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busily examining a walnut stool with a 
woolwork seat. 

“You haven’t one like this in oak, I 
suppose? This one,” I said, “would 
hardly suite my suit. That sounds 
wrong, but you apprehend my mean- 
ing.” 

“ I haven’t,” he said simply. I could 
see that he was tiring rapidly, but 
wasn’t absolutely ripe for plucking. 

So I priced about a dozen pieces of 
china, admired several pictures and 
pieces of Stuart needlework, descanted 
on the beauties of a set of wheatear 
chairs, pulled a small rosewood table 
about until its claw and ball feet nearly 
dropped off from exhaustion, and finally 
led him back to the Welsh dresser. 

“What’s the price of 
the Scotsman ? ” I said 
easily, having seen thirty 
guineas on the ticket 
during the preliminary 
examination. 

“ Twenty-nine pounds 
to you,” he said wearily. 

He evidently knew the 
strict rules of the game. 

“But look at those 
legs,” I said. “They’re 
frightfully bent, aren’t 
they?” 

“That’s one of the 
best features about it,” 
he said. “Eeal Queen 
Anne, those legs are,’] 

“Oh, were hers like 
that? I didn’t know,” 

I said. “Look here, I’ll 
give you twenty > eight 
pounds, spot cash,” . - 
“Very well,” he said. 

“Ilikejbo do business.” 

“ I be^ pardon,’’ said a 
voice behind me, which, , 
in tu.rning, I discovered 
to belong to the assistant, “but that 
dresser’s sold. The gentleman who’s 
just left bought it.”, . 

, A.S I was lopkipg for the ticket (which 
had disappeared), I couldn’t help over- 
hearing the assistant’s aside to _ his 
employer. ^ 

“ Thirtyrfiye gumeas cash,”, he said, j 
There is ^something, after all, to be 
said for direct action. " - : - ' 


at the play. 

“ ClNDEEELIiA.” 

It is a very delicate task that the 
annual pantomime imposes upon Mr. 
Arthur Collins. He has to “ surpass 
himself,” but he must not do it once for 
all or he would rob the critics of their 
most clierished phrase. He reminds 
me of the constructors of our Atlantic 
“ greyhounds,” each longer by a yard or 
two than the last, each svyifter by a 
fraction of a knot, each with a few more 
ton^ displacement, all pronounced to 
be the final word in scientific invention, 
yet all reserving something for the next 
time. 

Certainly the present year marks an 





A HORSE-SENSE, OF HUMOUR. 

JPijpchin ; Mr. Stanley Lupino. 

Baroness Beauxchavijps . , . . Mr. Will Evans. 


“OLD FOLKS’ TEA. 

On the da; 
has arrangec 

to escort home any person *req^uiring assist- 
ance ©.”^ — Brofjmdal 

This bears' out what has recently ap- 
peared about the terrible results of the 
tea-drinking habit. 

^.“WANT^i>.^Skates and Boots for Leghorn 
jrv^ete .” — AdvU in Gcmadian Paper, 

They heed a lot of exercise in the cold 
weather. 


advance in one respect at least — that 
the grotesque and the beautiful are kept 
reasonably apart;, the lovely colour- 
scheme, .for instance, of the garden in 
Eahyland is undistuibed by any element 
of buffoonery; There was a revival too 
of toj^ical aUusiyeness .after the reticence 
proper to war-time; and the Gbddbs 
j;fajnijyf.must - be, justifiably^ flattered by 
their-admission io;a,choric refrain. - - ^ 

\ The humour, of .which -Mr; Stanley 
Lupino bore, the brunt, was here and 
there a little thin, and it is time that 
somebody let the Management of Drury 
Lane into the open secret that the pun, 
as an instrument of mirth, has long been 
a portion of the dreadful past. Mr. Will 
Evans, as the Barmiehs Beauxchavips, 
seldom let himself go, being no doubt 
held in restraint by a consciousness of 
his resemblance to Miss Ellen Terry. 
Not enough chance was given to Miss 
Lily Long (the Elder Sister)^ who has 


a very nice sense of fun. As for Mr. 
Claff, who played the operatic BaroUt 
his most humorous moment was when 
he meant to be most serious. This was 
in a song in praise of Prince Charming, 
“ featuring” H.E.H. in a portrait curi- 
ously unlike the original. 

The two most effective incidents were 
borrowed from the Circus and the Halls. 
Mr. Du Calion, who had no other very 
obvious claims to play the part of a 
humorous courtier, did his famous 
ladder-feat— a perfectly gratuitous per- 
formance. for, though he was supposed 
to be rescuing Cinderella through a top- 
storey window, she had the good sense 
to descend by the staircase, having ig- 
nored, as is the way of Love, the locked 
door that made this im- 
possible. 

The other imported 
business was the work of 
a black horse, who pre- 
served an expression of 
extreme gravity and de- 
tached boredom during 
the play of human wit 
around his perspn, dis- 
simulating his own su- 
perior gifts of humour 
until called upon to illus- 
trate them with some ex- 
cellent circus-tricks. 

On the sentimental side, 
Miss Marie Blanche, 
obedient to the inexor- 
able tradition that a 
young hero of pantomime 
must be a woman, played 
' Prince ' Charming, with 
the right manners that 
makyth man ; and as Om- 
derella Miss Florence 
Smithson once more 
breathed that air of in- 
which still 


, nocence wnicn stui re- 
mains unstaled by years pf steady addic- 
tipn to the heroine habit. Her vocal in- 
trusions, always well received, were not 
always Veil timed ; certainly it was an 
error of judgment to insert a solo at 
the. cross-roads after she had told us 
that sh.e Jia.dn’t.a moment to spare if 
she was to get home from the ball 
before the rest of the family. But here 
again it^was.a.matter of, obedience to 
some unwritten and inscrutable law of 
pantomime which it is not for us, the 
profane, to’ question. 

And in this spirit; I tender a grateful 
acknowledgment not only of the good 
things that my intelligence could ap- 
preciate in this lavish entertainment, 
but also of the other things that I can 
never hope to understand. O. S. 


Commercial Candour. 

“ Good Boots 25/- 

No Better 87/6,” 





speaker {endeavouring to cultivate aj^atriotic spirit in thepoung), 
TEIUMPHAITTLY OVER THE BATTLE-EIBLD, WHAT WOULD YOU THINE ? 
MT LITTLE MAN, WHAT WOULD YOU THINK? ” 

Small Boy, “Please, Zur, the wind were blowin*.*’ 


“And now, children, ie you saw our glorious elag waving 
{Prolonged pause,) Come, come, what would you — ^.''Wbll, 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

• ** I remember, I remember . . Still on every side echoes 
the poet’s cry, while scarce a publisher but can prove that 
the thoughts of age make long, long books. Certainly not 
the shortest of these, but among the most readable, is 
Medley of Memories (Ari^old), in which the Eight Eev, 
Sir David Hunter-JBlair has embodied the recollections 
of his very active career as Benedictine monk and a leading 
figure in the 'world of British Catholicism. Eton, Oxford^ 
Eome, and (of course) his own famous monastery at Fort 
Augustus, are the chief scenes of it ; and about them all 
Sir David talks vividly, even brilliantly. ‘ I am not saying 
that all this pleasant garrulity • would not have been the 
better for the blue pencil, especially, in those chapters 4n 
which the writer’s memory dwells almost to excess upon 
the births, marriages, deaths and dinner-parties of the 
orthodox* Peerage. Elsewhere, however, Sir David finds- 
occasion in plenty for the. exercise of a. wit so dextrously 
handled that often his thrust is delivered before^you have 
realised that the rapier has left its sheath. I had marked a 
score of examples for quotation (and now have* space for 
none) and twice as many good stories; In the Oxford 
recollections it was pleasant to renew my own • lively 
memories of a certain notorious lecture by Mr. Walter 
Walsh on Eitualistic Societies, when violence was 
narrowly averted by the tactful' chairmanship of the 
present Lord Chancellor— a lecture from which (as 
Mr. Belloc observed at the time) “each member of the 
large audience departed confirmed and strengthened ' in. 
whatever convictions he might previously have entertaiheiL'”^’ 
I sincerely hope that Sir David has yet in store for us-thos'4' 


latter-day gleanings which he has been compelled” to dis- 
miss for the present as being too recent for print. 

Mr. G. B. Stern has set himself to study with sympathy 
and a candour which extenuatesmothing the Jew in England 
in the circumstances of war, and in particular the Jew of 
German origin completely loyal to the country of his 
adoption, but suspected and persecuted by such simple folk 
(and journals) as are content to put their faith in equally 
simple proverbs about leopards and spots. I suppose if 
Children of No Man's Land (Duckworth) has a hero and 
heroine you will find them in Bichard Marc^is and his sister 
Deborah, Young Bichard, passionately English, with all 
the simple unquestioning loyalty of the public-school boy, 
counts the months to the day when he can testify to this by 
bearing arms in his country’s defence, but finds nothing open 
but internment or (by much wangling) a possible niche in 
a Labour battalion, Deborah' $ adventures are chiefly of 
the heart, or what passes for the"*heart with a common type 
of modern girl anxious to wring every sensation out of life 
that playing with fire can' give. It does not do to betray 
one’s age by expressing too confidently the idea that miich 
of all th^e goings-on of Deborah and her friends Gillian and 
Antonia seems impossible. ’ Mr. Stern certainly writes as 
if he knew what he was writing about, and there is so rich an 
exuberance in the way he crowds his canvas, and so much 
humour expressed and repressed in his point of view, that I 
found this a distinctly entertaining and instructive book. 

iLiying Bayonets: A l^ecord of the Last Push (Lane) is 
a jfoiirth of the enthusiastic and 'fiery war-books of that 
•'^^miHfently enthusiastic and inextinguishably fiery warribr- 
ahthori' Lieutenant G'oningsby Dawson, of the Canadian 
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Field Artillery. If he evinces,' blatantly at times, the mo- and then the old Northern counsel to “get eendways wi’ 
tives and perspective of the propagandist, he is justified by it ” does hover in the background of one’s mind I repeat 
the fact that he most ardently practised the Hun hatred that sincerity carries the thing through. For all that, how- 
which he preaches.' He states thait he enjoyed the dangers ever. The Splendid Fairing did but confirm me in a previous 
and discomforts of so doing, and his assertion is proved to be impression that these Mary-call-the-cattle-home localities 
a true one by his having returned again and again to the must remain more convenient to the local colourist than 
fray, notwithstanding every excuse and temptation to leave attractive to the inhabitants. 

it. The book follows on after, his KhaU Courage, and is ‘ 

also in the form of letters to his people at home. . It takes The publication, as a foreword, of a “ Glossary of Native 
up the narrative at April 14th, 1917, and.carries it to the Words” used in the text made me wonder whether I 

. -H ^ t -TT-rr 1 Cl* 1 V _ t 1 1 . l J .• — ..i. .... U-.4.U ^ T\ j.7. TV 


triumphant end. When, by reason of his wounds, he had 
to leave the Front and work in London and elsewhere, he 


should be bored or instructed, or both, by The Death Drum 
(Huest and Blackett). Most happily I was neither. 


naturally lost touch with the real business of. the battle; Miss Haeuabet Petebson has built her novel, perhaps a 
even after his return to the Front in April, 1918, Ms letters trifle hastily, about a quite uncommon theme and given it, 
lack their original sense of actuality, and I, reading them, in Uganda, a quite uncommon setting.^ It is , the story of 
began to wonder if he was ever going to recover his former a half .» caste who marries a white girl in order to avenge, 
style. Happily he does so, and with his letter of July 11th in her degradation, his sister whom the English giiTs 


he gives a striking 
picture of a terrible 
incident of war, of 
which I don't re- 
member to have read 
before, but, as I read 
it now, I seem i:o be 
witnessing it myself. 
Frorb this point on he 
steadily develops his 
best, so that he ends 
on a fitting climax to 
all his writings of the 
War in his long final 
letter of October 6th 
— ^propaganda un- 
ashamed. The book 
should be thrust iin- 
der-the noses of those 
pacifists who now 
labour to minimise 
the past and to mag- 
nify the virtue and 
the value of their per- j 
sonalloving-kindness. , 

It has ever been my 
misfortune that the 
presence in a story of 
two characters con fus- ' 
ably alike, or n ling 



ln|'i 


Ciesfomer,^ “ May I look at that twelve-guinea suit in the window ? (Catch- 
ing sight of ticliet) Good amorous! It’s twelve pounds thirteen now.” 

Tailor. “Yes sir-— a bright ljttlb notion op ours, ip I may say so. A 

TICKER ATTACHED, LIKE THOSE THINGS IN THE TAXICABS, TO KEEP THE PRICE 
UP-TO-DATE,” 


brother had betrayed. 

I must not say 
Tom Davis, the halt^ 
caste, is too much a , 
white man — for Miss 
Peterson, to do her 
justice, has distributed ' 
goodness and badness 
among her blacks and 
whites with a quite 
impartial hand — but 
he Ts.too fine a fellow^ 
to , carry out his own 
plan, and, before he 
has (lone any lasting 
harm to the girl he 
has come to leva, he 
takes himself, by way 
of a native rising, to 
a lotus -covered lake, 
and so out of her life. 
It seems a pity that 
the happiness of the 
story’s end couldn’t 
include Tom, bub his 
ancestry effectually 
barred the way, and 
Miss Peterson has 
had to rely upon a 
very strong and not 
quite silent English- 


within drowii.iig distance of a tide-race, will produce in me man of the best type for her satisfactory finish. 

an almost insuperable sense of its having been “ made on 

i^herefore a double stroke of bad luck in find- Few authors have a shrewder idea than Mr. P. G Wode- 

ing both th^e elements present in The Splendid Fairing house of what the British and American public want in 
gliLLs AND Boon). But the more credit to Miss Constance the way of humour, and I do not know anyone more de- 
Holmb that, despite my increasing conviction that the termined to supply their requirements. He w^ould be a dull 
wrong prodigal would return, and that the powers of nature fellow indeed who did not appreciate the high spirits and 
were throughout almost visibly preparing to engulf him, humorous situations to be found in A Damsel in Distress 
the gentle and iinforced ppwer of hen story did hold my (Jenkins). It is no small feat to maintain a riot of irre- 
atfcentionbiU the final wave. Distinction shown in apparent sponsible fun for more than- three hundred pages, but Mr. 
absence of effort woold, I think, be^ my verdict on her Wodehousb gets going at once, and keeps up the pace to 
TOtmg; she cl^rly knows her Northern farmer-folk with the end without even a pause to get his second wind. If 
^ ? intimate experience. I hope I have not some of the characters — a ridiculous peer, his more ridicul- 
fKa ° plot, a little tragedy of ous sister and his most ridiculous butler — areof the “stock” 

® relations between two variety, Mr. Wodbhoxtsh’s way of treating them is always 

Is f!ils an7’th«lte7 ® ^mnsmg. But in his next frolic I beseech him to 

mS Hotw ^ ^ jealousies of their women, give golf and its tiresome lingo a complete rest. 

Miss Molme works, one may say, on a minute scale; the — ^ 

ten^of^ro^na-^an^pnHrp^vr.?°°^ interest her to,.tI}ei,ex-j i “iStraying.— Wm , for aHowing three houses to sfrayon the 

eni 01 provming an entire volume of .three hundred! odd; highway, was fined 20s.”— AocaZ Paper. 

pages rom the events of a single, day. ., But though now’ Ln these days landlords cannot be too careful. 
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Asked by the magistrate if her hus- fleet at Scapa have now recommended 
CHARIVARIA, band had threatened her, a Stratford that no receipt should be given until 

The Pbbmier, says a contemporary, woman replied, “ No ; he only said he the money is handed over, 
has become greatly attached to a white would kill me/* Almost any little thing 

terrier puppy that he brought with him seems to irritate some people. “ You will soon be able 'to get work,” 

from Colwyn Bay. The report that it said the Kingston magistrate to a man 


has been taught to run after its own It appears that, after reading various summoned for income-tax. This is the 
tail by Mr. Lloyd Georoe himself is references about his trial in the London sort, of thoughtless remark that tends 
probably the work of malice. papers, the ex-Kaiser was heard to say to embitter'the unemployed. 

that if we were not very careful he would 

Our heart goes out to the tenant of wash his hands of the whole business. According to an evening paper, 
an experimental wooden house who is Granny Lambert, of Edmonton, pro- 

advertising for the assistance of the man There is a lot of wishy-washy talk posed to the reporter who visited her 
who successfully held up a post-office about the Bolshevists, says a Labour on her one-hundred-and-sixth birthday, 
in London about a fortnight ago. paper. Wishy, perhaps, but from what As, however, she is experiencing some 

we see of their pictures in the papers, difficulty in obtaining the consent of 


A London carman is said to have not washy. 


'^ummoned his neighbour for calling 


her parents the affair may possibly fall 


nim an O.B.B. We are sure he could 
not have meant it. 


“ Supplies of string for letter mail- 
bags,” says The Post Office Girculm% 


“The most hygienic 
dress for all boys is the 
Scots kilt,” says a cor- 
respondent oi The Daily 
Mail, “ My own boys 
wear nothing else.” We 
are glad to see that the 
obsolete Highland prac- 
tice of muffling the ears 
in a cairngorm has been 
definitely discarded. 


According to a con- 
temporary a new form IjAT 

of road surface ma- fujlljy''- 
terial, which is not in- 
jurious to fish, has been l-l^- — 
produced by the South 
Metropolitan Gas Com- 
pany. The utilisation 
of some of the deeper Professor 

cavities in our high- Professor 

ways for the purpose - 

of food production has 

long been a favourite theme of ours. 
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Professor's Wife. “Septimus, the thaw has burst the pipes. 

Professor. “No, no, Marie. As I’ve had occasion to explain to you 

EVERY YEAR SINCE I CAN REMEMBER, IT ’S THE FROST THAT BURSTS THE 
PIPES — NOT THE THAW.” 


through. 


Much sympathy is felt for the serum- 
half who will be unable 

I to assist his team this 
month on account of 
being severely crocked 
whilst helping his wife 
at the Winter sales. 

The London police- 
man who went across 
to Ireland for his 
Christmas holiday is 
still under strict obser- 
vation by mental ex- 


We hear that the 
C on g 0 Government 
have now decided that 
all Brontosauri must in 
future carry a red front 
light and a green rear 
light when travelling 
at night-time. 


5{c 

The War Office 


mg been a favourite theme of ours. “ will in future be 19 inches in length, said to be making preparations to abol- 

instead of 18 inches.” It is the ability ish the Tank Corps. It appears that 
“ Having a tooth drawn,” says a to think out things like this that has the Major-General who recently drove 


writer in Health Hints, “ has its ad- 
vantages.” It certainly tends to keep 
one*s mind off the Coalition. 


Two men have been charged at People should first make sure that the 
Sutton with selling water for whisky, rest of the tiger has’ been properly 
People are now asking the exact date removed before purchasing, 
when this was first made an offence. 


made us the nation we are to-day. from Whitehall to Tothill Street in one 

of these vehicles has reported unfavour- 
Offers are invited in a contemporary ably upon them, saying that he never 
for a large quantity of tiger skins, got a wink of sleep the whole time. 


A remarkable echo of Armageddon is 
reported from the Wimbledon district. 
A subscriber was rung up the other 


The composer of an American rag- day by “ Trunks ” and asked if ho still 
At the present time a missionary time song is to have a statue erected to wished to say good-bye to himself before 
costs twice as much as before the him in New York, It is hoped that leaving for the Somme. 

War, says the Eev. W. J. Fullerton, this warning will have the desired 

Many a cassowary has been complain- effect on any composers in this country Thistles do more damage to agri- 
ing bitterly of the high cost of this who may be tempted to commit a sim- culture than rats, declared the Mont- 


ilar error. 


Agricultural 


Executive 


comestible. .. ^ ilar error. ^ gomeryshire Agricultural Executive 

* * * Committee. Stung by this unoalled- 

A new tango will be danced for the We understand that, after several for attack on his national vegetable a 
first time on January 15th, says The weeks of careful investigation into de- Scotchman writes to say that within 
Daily Exjpress, For ourselves we shall tails, the special Committee appointed his knowledge more arable land has 
, fry to go about our business j*ust as if by the Government to deal with Ger- been laid waste by leeks than by any 
nothing really serious had happened. many’s refusal to pay for her sunken other noxious weed. 
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FASHIONS FOR MEN, 

[“Who will help the Disposal Board by starting some new fashion 
that would enable it to get rid of a great consignment of kilts as worn 
by the London Scottish, the Boyal Scots and the Highland Light In- 
fantry ? EELLAWATon tlw Disjposol Board's “ Curiosity Shojp”} 

Thbeb are "who hanker for a touch of colour, 

So to relieve their sombre air ; 

For me, I like my clothes to be much duller' 

Than what the nigger minstrels wear; 

I hold by sable, drab and grey; 

I do not wish to be a popinjay. 

In vain my poor imagination grapples 
With these new lines in fancy shades, 

These purple evening coats with yellow lapels, 

These vests composed in flowered brocades; 

Nor can I think that noisy checks 
Would help me to attract the other sex. 

With gaudy schemes that rouse my solemn dander 
I leave our frivolous youth to flirt ; 

A riband round my straw — for choice, Leander; 

A subtle nuance in my shirt; 

For tie, the colours of my school — 

These are the limits of my austere rule. 

But, when they*d have me swathe the clamorous 
tartan 

In lieu of trousers round my waist, 

Then they evoke the spirit of the Spartan 
Inherent in my simple taste; 

Inexorably I decline 

To drape the kilt nn any hips of mine. 

It may be they will count me over-modest, 

Deem me Victorian, dub me prude; 

I may have early views, the very oddest, 

On what is chaste and what is rude; 

Yet am I certain that my leg 
Would not look right beneath a filibeg. 

I love the Scot as being truly British; 

Golf (and the Union) makes us one ; 

Yet to my nature, which is far from skittish 
And lacks his local sense of fun, 

There is a something almost foreign 

About his strange attachment to the sporran. 

/ , i 

So, when a bargain-sale is held of chattels 
Surviving from the recent War — 

Textiles and woollens, built for use in battles — 

And Scotland’s there inquiring for 
The kilt department, I shall not 
Be found competing. She can have the lot. 

===========^^ O.S. 

THE DOMESTIC PROBLEM. 

“Well, I’ve been to see three of them now,” she said. 

“The first is at Shepherd’s Bush ” 

“ What pipes ! ” I ejaculated. “ What music I What wild 
ecstasy ! ” 

— ^four hundred yards from the Central Tube, to be 
exact; and there’s a large roller skating-rink next door. 
You never rolled,, did you? Three sessions daily, the ad- 
vertisement says.” 

“I’m afraid I sat oftener than that when I rolled,” I 
confessed. “‘Another transport split,* as the evening 
papers say. I wonder whether Sir Ebic Geddes is the 
rink-controller. But tell me a little about the house. I 
suppose there ’s a high premium and a deep basement ? ” 


“There are.” 

“ Next, please.” 

“The next is at Chiswick; very damp and miles and 
miles to catch your bus. And there ’s a basement again.” 

“You might grow mushrooms in the basement,” I said 
hopefully, “while I hunted my Pimlico on the shore. 
What about the third ? ” 

“The third is at Hampstead, very high up and very 
salubrious. The agent says we should be able to overlook 
the whole of London.” 

“Impossible,” I protested; “you can’t ignore a thing like 
London.” 

“I don’t think he meant that exactly,” she explained. 
“He said that from the top bedroom window on bright 
days one could catch a glimpse of the dome of St. Paul’s.” 

“That will be rather fine,” I agreed. “We can have 
afternoon receptions in the top bedroom, and print ‘ To meet 
the Dean and Chapter ’ on the card. People love meeting 
Chapters in real life. What is the rental of this eyrie ? ” 

She told me. It was as high as the site ; and, again, 
there was a dug-out underneath. 

“ You haven’t tried Ponder’s End ? ” I said at last. “ I ’ve 
often seen those words on a bus, and a lot of sad-looking 
people on the top, pondering, I suppose, the inevitable end.” 

“ Well, Which of them are we going to choose ? It 's the 
servant problem that ’s the real trouble, you know. They 
simply won’t cope with a basement nowadays.” 

“ I think you overestimate the help crisis,” 1 said. “ There 
are two things that they really want. The first is to have 
employers absolutely dependent on them, and the second is 
a gay life. To take the first, I remember that when I was 
in digs ” 

“ Do you mind if I knit ? ” she asked. 

— “when I was in digs it was my landlady’s fondest 
delusion that I could do nothing to help myself. And, of 
course, I was bound to foster the idea. Every night I used 
I to hide my pipe behind the coal-scuttle or my latchkey 
I in the aspidistra, just for her to find. There was rather a 
terrible moment once when she came in unexpectedly and 
caught me losing half-a-crown underneath the hearth-rug ; 
but I pretended to be finding it, and saved the situation. 
It will be just the same with you. You will go down into 
the basement and pretend to mistake the flour for the salt, 
and the cook will love you for ever. It’s all done by 
kindness and incompetence.” 

“I suppose it is,” she said doubtfully. 

“And then there’s amusements,” I went on. “We 
will have Charles in once or twice a week. No servant 
who has ever heard Charles trying to sing would prefer 
a night out at the cinema or the skating-rink. If she does, 
we ’ll get a gramophone.” 

“Not for worlds,” she gasped. 

“ Oh, you wouldn’t have to listen to it. It would live in 
the basement, and Harry Lauder would help the girl to 
clean the knives and break the cups, and George Eobey 
would make washing the dishes one grand sweet song. 
The basement would be a fairyland.” 

“ All this doesn’t seem to get us much further,” she com- 
plained, “ in deciding which of those houses we ’re going 
to take.” 

“ Oh, doesn’t it ? ” I said, and, sitting down, I wrote a few 
lines rapidly and handed her the draft for approval. She 
approved. 

And that is why, if you look at The Times' “Domestic 
Situations ” column to-morrow, you may see the following 
announcement : — 

House -Parlourmaid Wanted, helpless couple, where 
gramophone kept ; state whether Hampstead, Chiswick or 
Shepherd’s Bush preferred . Even. 
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OUR PNVINCIBLE NAVY. 

Oebeal by Watbb. 

When the- innermost recesses of the 
Admiralty archives yield their secrets 
to the historian there wifl be some 
strange and stirring events to relate, 
Eut however diligently the chroniclers 
may seareh amongst the accumulated 
records at Whitehall there will still re- 
main one ontstandingperformance, one 
shining example- of courage and endur- 
ance of which no trace can there be 
found; for it was never officially known 
how Eeginald MoTaggart upheld the 
honour of the White Ensign in thaCrulf 
of Lyons. 

Reginald does not in the ordinary 
.way suffer from excess of modesty; 

: indeed he has been known to hint that 
on more than one occasion it was pri- 
marily due to his efforts that the world 
I was eventually made safe for democracy; 
but of this his greatest exploit he" will 
never speaJk without pressure, and even 
th^ but diffidently. 

When William Hohenzollew first 
cried ‘‘ Havoc” and let slip the Prussian 
Gms^ Re^aald wm amoaa^ the most 
iinsopbistioated of kuadsmen. He . had 
never in hfe life so much as heard a 
. bo* sun’s pipe and could scarcely dis- 


tinguish a battleship from a^ bathing- 
machine. But the blood of a'^maritime 
ancestry ran hot in his veins, and, being 
too highly educated to get on in the 
Army, he placed himself at the disposal 
of the; Senior Service, which embraced 
him gladly. Henceforth his career was 
one of unbroken triumph. 

Having taken a First in Mechanical 
Sciences at Cambridge, Eeginald was 
at once detailed off* for deck-swabbing 
on a Portsmouth depdt ship ; but one 
day an enterprising Bear- Admiral of the 
younger school, noting his scientific 
manner of manipulating a squeegee, had 
him sent before the Flag Captain, who, 
on learning his antecedents, recom- 
mended the blushing Eeginald for the 
post of batman to the Senior Wireless 
Officer. Here his talents* showed to 
such advantage that in a little over 
a year he received .a commission as 
techiiieal officer, and was placed in 
charge of an experimental Toi*pedo 
School, well away from the storms 
and tempests that vexed ids less gifted 
brothers. 

It were tedious to relate Reginald’s 
adventures during the next two years 
— how time and a^in ^ bafSed the 
'cunning devices of the German naval 
scientists — how he invented a pivotal 


I billiard-table for use on drifters in rough 
; weather and perfected an electro-mag- 
netic contrivance by means of which 
enemy submarines were inveigled into 
torpedoing themselves without warn- 
ing. AU this and much else is accessible 
to the formal historian ; besides, Eeg- 
inald tells people himself. We will 
hurry on to the grand exploit. 

It occurred shortly after he was ap- 
pointed to a post on the British Naval 
Mission at Athens. , He had left England 
little morathan a month when the Sea 
■Lords became* uneasy. Trouble broke 
out among the torpedoes and there was 
no one to sefr matters right. Paragraphs 
began to appear in the Press. The result 
was. an urgent wireless message to 
Athens reealling Eeginald at once. 
Thera was to be no delay. 

“ Ara you prepared to start immedi- 
ately ? ” asked the Vice-Admiral, when 
he had briefly outlined the situation. 

Reginald saluted briskly. 

“ I don’t quite know how you’ll go,” 
continued the Vice-Admiral. We 
haven’t an armed ship sailing West for 
a week. There ’s a little Greek trading 
steamer leav^ for MaraeiHes to- 
moi^ow morning, but I’m. a^aid you 
would find her very incommodious. 
Would your earerto risk it?” 
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“ I start; in the morning, Sir,” said 
Eeginald tersely. 

The Vice-Admiral seized his hand 
and wrung it warmly. 

When Eeginald came down to the 
harbour and saw the craft on which he 
had undertaken to embark he was seized 
with a sudden faintness. Even the 
toughest seafarer would have thought 
twice before venturing beyond the 
breakwater in such an unsavoury dere- 
lict ; and Eeginald, be it remembered, 
had only once in his life made a sea 
voyage, and that in the peaceful secur- 
ity of an ironclad. His heart quailed 
beneath his Commander’s uniform. 

However, setting his teeth and con- 
soling himself with the thought that 
she would undoubtedly fall to pieces 
before they could leave the harbour 
behind, he went aboard. 

The master, an unprepossessing but 
exceedingly polite child of the .Egean, 
was overwhelmed at the prospect of 
carrying a British Naval Commander 
as passenger. He saluted wildly ; he 
gesticulated ; it was too much hon- 
our. Would his Excellency the Com- 
mander accept the use of his poor state- 
room — yes ? Would he undertake the 
navigation of this so dangerous voyage 
— no ? Ah, but he would seek his so 
expert advice in the sudden perilous mo- 
ment-good. Eeginald bowed nervously. 

At first all wer^ well. Except for the 
atmosphere of the state-room, which 
was richly tinged with a mixed odour 
of mildewed figs and rotten pomegran- 
ates, and the uncomfortable feeling that, 
unless he trod delicately, the decks would 
crumble away and deposit him in the 
bosom of the Mediterranean, Eeginald 
was fairly happy, A ready wit and a 
dignified bearing combined to cloak his 
lack of seamanship and kept the skipper 
in a fit state of humility and awe. 

But in the Gulf of Lyons a breeze 
sprang up. It was quite a gentle breeze 
at first, and Eeginald found it rather 
stimulating. Towards evening, how- 
ever, it freshened, and the ship began 
to stagger. Eeginald became conscious 
of those disquieting symptoms com- 
mon to landsmen in such case. Fearful 
for his reputation he* crept below to 
suffer in solitude. 

By midnight it was blowing a gale, 
and Eeginald had lost interest in life. 
He was thinking mournfully of the 
vanity of aU human desires when a 
message was brought from the captain. 
They were about to perish. Would his 
Excellency the Commander come up to 
the bridge and save them, please? 

It was a painful predicament, and 
Eeginald was justly horrified. Could 
he venture out and display the weak- 
ness of the British Navy in the face of a 
crew of unwashed Greek matelots ? On 


the other hand, could he skulk in his 
cabin and allow the Master to doubt 
his courage and resource ? He rose and 
lurched unsteadily on deck. 

The Captain was distinctly excited. 
Destruction was imminent. He had 
appealed to the Saints without avail. 
Would the British Commander come 
to their assistance ? What did his 
Excellency think of it ? 

Eeginald thought it was perfectly 
horrible. He had never thought such 
a ghastly scene possible. The ship ap- 
peared on the point of turning turtle 
and he was soaked to the skin already. 
Then, realizing that he could not re- 
main on the bridge another minute 
without internal disaster, he made a 
supreme effort. 

** My dear skipper,” he howled at the 


top of his voice, “you surely don’t call 
this a storm? The merest breeze, I 
assure you. I really can’t be disturbed 
for such a trifle. If it begins to blow 
at all during the night let me know and 
I’ll come up and take the matter in 
hand ; ” and without waiting for a reply 
he scrambled down from the bridge and 
made a dash for the seclusion of the 
state-room. 

Next morning they were rolling in the 
swell off Marseilles, with the prestige 
of the British Navy, if possible, higher 
than ever. .. . 

“ The Lord Mayor of Dublin has placed a 
room in the City Hall at the disposal of the 
Labour party for the reception of reputations.” 

Irish Paper. 

A kindly thought. Eeputations are so 
easily lost in Ireland. 
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JAZZERWOCKY. 

(With apologies to Lbwis Gabboll.) 

'Twas grillig, and the Jazzlewags 
Did giomp and scrimble o’er the 
board ; 

All gladsome were their dazzlerags, 
And the lend Nigs nproared. 

“ Beware the Tickle Trot, my son. 

The feet that twink, the hands that 
clog; 

Beware the Shimmy Shake and shun 
The thrustfnl Bunny Hug/’ 

He put his pumpsions shoon on foot, 
He bent his knees to slithe and 
sprawl, 

TiU, fagged and flausted by disdoot, 

He brooded by the wall. 

And, as in broody ease he lay, 

The J azzer wock, with shoulders bare, 
Game swhiffling through the joggly fray 
And grapped him by the hair. 

One, two! One, two! And through 
and through 

The prancing maze they reeled and 
pressed, 

Till both his feet ignored the beat 
And woggled with the best. 

“ And hast thou learnt at last to jazz ? 
Gome take my arm, my clomplish 
’boy;” 

0 hectie day 1 Oheero ! Cheeray ! 

He chwinckled in his joy.. 

’Twas grillig, and the Jazzlewags 
Did giomp and scrimble o’er the 
board ; 

All gladsome were their dazzlerags. 

And the loud Nigs uproared* 

A PAINFUL SUBJECT. 

I no not Ijove dentists. In this anti- 
pathy I am not unique, I fancy. One , 
never sees photographs of family den- 
tists standing, on mantelpieces heavily 
fcaanei in silver and, though Hhe For- 
ceps. ]^esenta a coloured supplement 
depicting a promiBent ivory -hunter 
with every Christmas* number,, theret 
I is,, l am told, no violent demand for it 
outside the* Profession. 

This is not to be wondered aL A 
man who ^ndahis life climbing into^ ' 
people’s mouths and playing “ The 
Ohorus ” on their molars with a ! 
mc^iiey-wreneb, who says, “ Now this < 
^ .you m, the least/’ and then | 

d-eab-one a smart rap on a nerve with I 
a pickaxe — -such a man cannot expect 
! to be popular. . He must console him- f 
: se^ witli hb fees. j 

I I da not love dentists, IrepesCt, but I i 

am also not infatuated with toothache, i 
ft b’ net l amr a-t qqwasrd.,^ Far* 1 
from it. Arterial scieseosis^. glyeoauriai, 


follicubr tonsillitis and, above all, 
sleeping sickness I can bear with forti- 
tude — that is, I feel sure I could — but 
toothache, no ! I am not ashamed of 
3 it. Every brave man has at least one 
weakness. Lord Eoberts’s was cats. 
Achilles’ was tendons. Mine is tooth- 
ache (Biographers, please note). When 
my jaw annoys me I try to propitiate 
it with libations of whisky, brandy, 
iodine, horse-blister and patent pana- 
ceas I buy from sombreroed magicians 
in the Strand. If these faU I totter 
round to the dentbt, ring the bell and 
run away. If the maid catches me 
j before I can escape and turns me into 
the waiting-room I examine the stuffed 
birds and photographs of Brighton Pier 
until she has departed, then slither 
quietly down the banisters, open the 
street door and gallop. If I am pushed 
, directly into the abattoir I shake the 
T dentist warmly by the hand, ask after 
his wife and children, his grandfather 
and great-aunt, and teU him I have! 
^ only dropped in to tune the piano. If 
that is no good I try to make an ap- 
pointment for an afternoon this year, 
next year, some time, never. If that 
too is useless and he insists on putting: 
me through it there and then, I take 
> every anodyne he ’s got — cocaine, mor- 
L phia, chloroform, ether, gas, also ai 
couple of anaesthetists to hold my hand: 
when I go off and kiss me when I come- 
round again. 

One of my chief objections to dentists 
is that they will never listen to reason ; 
:explanations are quite thrown away on 
them. They only let you talk at all in 
.order to get your face open, and then 
into it they plunge their powerful anti- 
septic-tasting hands and you lose some- 
thing.. I never go near a dentist with- 
out paying the extreme penalty. (None 
of those cunning little gold - tipped. : 
caps or reinforced concrete suspension- ] 
bridges forme. Outitcomes. Blood and 
iron every time). I admit they frequently 
appease.my anguish. Almost invariably 
among the- teeth of whmh they relieve i 
me at each sitting is included the offend- 
ing one. But stiE I maintaiii! my rigfat* r 
to have a say in my own afiaicidons. : 
The doctors' let one. I ’ve got soi phy- ■ 
sioiMi who lets me have any ddseasB' 

I bney (iexce|dr German measles and t 
Aaiatie ciml'era; imt patriotic reasons g 
he won’t hear a good, word spokem- for s 
I either of them ; says we Ve got just as ^ 
good diseases of our own. Damned 
insularity !). ^ 

If I send for this doctor he comes 
along, sits quietly beside my bed, eating ^ 
my grapes, wliile I teU him where the a 
pain isn’t. The recital over he hands o 
me a selection of ailments to pick from. ^ 
I choose one. He tells me what the G 
jaymptoma are, drinks my invalid port, s 


1, creeps downstaij’s and breaks the news 
L- to the hushed and awe-stricken family, 
t A chap like that makes suffering a 
if pleasure and is a great comfort in 
e a home like mine, where a sick bed is 
i. the only sort you are allowed to lie in 

- after 10 a.m. Without the fellow’s 
1 ready sympathy I doubt if I should 
a secure any sleep at all. One gets no 

assistance of that kind from dentists, 

- although they give you more pain in 
s ten seconds than a doctor does in ten 
r years. 

i No dentist ever sees me home after 
a the slaughter, orders m e a diet of chicken 
a breast, piche Melba and champagne, 
I ;or warns my family that I am on no 
r account to be disturbed until lunch, 
r No, they jerk your jaw off its hinges 
s and dump yourremains on the doorstep 
5 for the L.O.G. rubbish cart to collect, 
a Another thing: dentists should not 
r be allowed out loose about the streets, 
c They exercise a blighting influence. 
You are strolling along in the sun- 
shine, head high, chest expanded, tell- 

- ing some wide-eyed young thing what 
, you and Haig did to Lddbndorpf, when 

suddenly you meet the dentist. You 
i: look at him, he looks at you, and his 
5 eyes seem to say, “ What ho, my hero ! 

• Last week you went to ground under 
my sofa and couldn’t be dislodged until 
I *1 put the page-boy in to ferx^et you,” 
y . ‘And whathappened then,” inquires 
the wide-eyed young thing, “ after you 
' ‘had caught the Hun tank by the tail 
and ripped it up with a tin-opener? ” 
“After that,” says the eye of the 
dentist, “you wept, you prayed, you 

lay on the floor and kicked, you ” 

And' did you kill all the crew your- 
self?” bleats the maiden, “single- 
handed — -every one of them ? ” 

“Oh, I— er,” you stutter— “ what I 

mean to say— tliat is Oh, dash it, 

let’s go and get tea somewhere, what?” 

Patjdander. 

From the dramatis personce in a 
Malta opera-programme : — 

“ Singers, Old Beans, and Abbes.” 

The “ old beans * no doubt wex’o drawn 
from the local garrison. 

1 “The old wooden streets which survived in 
the more ancient parts of the capital [Petro- 
grad] have, on account of the lack of fuel 
since the Bolshevists became all-powerful 
been torn down and demobilished.” * 

Daily Paper, 

The last word in destructiveness. 

“ The standing joint committee of the In- 
dustrial Women’s Organisations have passed 
a resolution unanimously endorsing the action 
of the Consumers’ Council in onposins? the 
decontrol of meat.”— JOaiZi/ Graphic^ 

The “ standkig joint ” committee would 
seem to be the very one for the job. 
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MANNERS AN^ MODES. 

HOW TO APPEAR BEAUTIPUL THOUGH PLAIH SURROOTrH YOURSELF WITH SPECIIVIENS OF THE LATEST ART. 


Bress of tlie day. 

“ Bathboom Toilettes. 

This season bails and dances,- both private 
and public, are being givenin greater numbers 
than ever .” — Ziocal Fa]p&r* 

‘‘Aoonple of ciphers, followed by a string 
of noughts, represents Germany’s debt to 
France; And it IdohS' as if the noughts are 
aH'France.^villget in, the present generation.” 

Ev^img Fa^e7\ 

But it' is possible that under pressure 
Germany might throw- in the. ciphers 
as wolh 


»LOST Am) FOUHL. 

Addbess by the Lobd Advocate. 

Will the party who took the wrong Umbrella 
from the Ante-Room, Mhsic Hall, kindly re- 
turn* same in exchange for his own to , 

•Music Hall ? ” — Scotch Paper. 

An odd address for the Loed. Advocate. 

“ Wells’ ‘ History of the Universe ’ describes 
the slow dis. appearance of certain species, 
’taking hundreds of thousands of years to 
db'it.”— BaiZy Paper. 

In an age of hustle it is gratifying to 
"find one eminent author approaching 
his work- with duo^ deliberation. 


Xlie Profiteer’s.. Authem. 

“ The Hymns to be, sung will be : (I)- ‘ All 
people-thaton earth do w^/ . . ^ 

^ Rangoon Tmiee. 

From Surplus, the official organ of 
the Disposal B oard : — 

^‘Pore akd Beans. 

16 OS. tins (16 ozs. Beans and Sauce, 1 oz. 
Pork) ; 21 oz, tins (20- ozs. Beans and Sauce, 
1 oz. Pork).” 

So the question which vexed many 
billets on the Western Front is now 
answered. There loas pork in it. 
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WIY FIRE. 

“ Seventy-five per cent, of the 
world’s accidents arise from gross care- 
lessness 1” I thundered at Suzanne, who 
for the fifteenth time in five years of 
matrimony had left her umbrella in the 
^bus. Being on a month’s leave, and 
afraid of losing by neglect the orderly- 
room touch, I thought fit to practise 
on her the arts of admonition. Ad- 
monishing, I wagged at her the match 
with which I was in the act of lighting 
my pipe. Wagging the match, I did 
not notice the live head drop off on to 
the khaki slacks which I had donned 
that afternoon to grace a visit to the 
War Office. Only when I traced 
Suzanne’s petrified stare .to its target 
did I discover that a ven- 
tilation hole had been 
created in a vital part of 
His Majesty’s uniform. 

With great presence of 
mind I pub out the con- 
flagration before ventur- 
ing on an encounter with 
Suzanne’s eye. 

“ You were discussing 
accidents,” she observed 
sweetly. “ What percent- 
age of them did you say 
was due to gross careless- 
ness ? ” 

I did not bandy words. 

There was no escaping 
the fact that they were, as 
Suzanne reminded me, my 
sole survivingpairof khaki 
slacks, and that I should 
certainly have to get a new 
pair before returning to 
the Dep6t ; for these were 
obviously beyond wear or 
repair. 

“ Well, *any how I ’ve three weeks to 
^t them in,” I said as lightly as I 
could. “ My leave isn’t up till the end 
of the month.” 

“ Men’s clothes are terribly dear just 
now,” remarked Suzanne pensively, 
« And I wa^ going to ask you to give 
me a new hat. But now I suppose-^^ ” 

This roused my pride and self-respect. 

“Suzanne,” I said, “the world is 
not coming to an end because I have 
to buy a pair of slacks. You shall have 
your new hat to-morrow.” 

She clapped her hands in triumph, 
and a moment’s reflection showed me 
that 1 had been caught. If it hadn’t 
been for the conflagration she would 
never have dared to ask for a new hat. 
Now I came to remember, I had taken 
her out and bought her one on the first 
day of my leave, 

However, the damage was done 
(twice over, in fact), and I sat gently j 
brooding over it in silence. Suddenly an | 


inspiring thought struck me. Eagerly I 
made my way to the writing-table and 
drew out a long and bulky envelope 
from the bottom drawer. Eor some 
time I sat there carefully mastering 
its contents. 

“ What 's that funny-looking thing 
you’re reading?” asked my wife at 
last. 

“ Oh, nothingimportant,” I answered 
as casually as I could. “ Br — by^ the 
way, do you know we 're insured? ” 

“ Considering that I ’ve paid the pre- 
miums regularly while you were away, 
I should think I ought to know.’’ 

“ Of course I shall put in a claim for 
the slacks,” I murmured. 

“ But how can you ? ” she asked, and 
wondering looked at me. “ I read the 



other Aerial Craft, Storm, Tempest, 
Subterranean Eire . . . 

“ Monsoon, Typhoon, Volcano, Ava- 
lanche,” put in Suzanne impatiently. 
“Cut the cataclysms and come to the 
slacks.” 

“ I ’m just coming to them. * . . . 
Burglary, Housebreaking, Theft and/or 
Larceny ’ — now hold your breath, for 
we ’re getting there — ‘ Conflagration 
and/or Eire . , , ’ ” I paused to let it sink 
in, “ The fact is,” I continued weight- 
ily, “ we 've bad a Eire.” 

“Have we? But I wasn’t dressed 
for it. I should have worn a mauve 
peignoir t and been carried down to 
safety by a blond fireman. To have a 
fire without a fire-engine is like being 
married at a registry-office. Next 
time 

“ Nevertheless, we Ve 
had a Eire, within the 
meaning of the polic 3 ^ 
Now I ’m going to write 
a letter to the Insurance 
Company.” 

And I did so to the fol- 
lowing effect : — 

“ 77, The Supermansionst 
S,W. 


BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

“You ’EE IN LUCK, MY BOY. TheY ’VB IMPORTED A GENUINE MEXICAN 
BANDIT POE YOUE KNIFE-FIGHT SCENE IN ‘ BaD HaT, THE HaLF-BeEED,* ” 


policy once, and as far as I remember 
there ’s nothing whatever about khaki 
slacks in it.” 

“Do you know what this policy is ? 

I exclaimed, brandishing the document 
impressively. “It’s a Comprehensive 
Householder’s policy. I don’t know 
what a Comprehensive Householder is, 
but I think I must be one.” 

“ But I 'm sure it says nothing about 
slacks,” she objected. 

“ Comprehensive I ” I shouted. “ That 
means all-embracing. This policy em- 
braces my slacks.” 

“ That sounds almost indelicate.” 

“Listen. ‘Whereas the undermen- 
tioned, hereinafter called the Accused — 
the Assured, I mean — has paid blank 
pounds, shillings and pence Premium 
or Consideration ... to insure him/her 
from loss or d am age by Light ning, Explo- 
sion, Earthquake, Thunderbolts . . . ’ ” 
“ Co-er,” said Suzanne with a shiver, 
“ * . . , Aeroplanes, Airships, and/or j 


“ Deae Sies, — I regret 
to inform you that a fire 
took place at/in the above 
demesne and/or flat after 
tea to-day and damaged 
one (1) pair of khaki 
slacks/trousers so as to 
render them unfit for fur- 
ther use. I shall thcreforo 
be glad to receive from you 
the sum of two guineas, 
the original cost price of 
the damaged article of 

apparel Yours, etc.” 

Next day I took Suzanne out to buy 
the new bat. This done, wo went on 
to my tailor’s to replace the ill-starred 
slacks. A casual inquiry as to price 
elicited the statement that it would bo 
four guineas. I cut short a rambling 
discourse, in which the tailor sought to 
saddle various remote agencies with the 
responsibility for the increase, and 
stamped out of the establishment with 
the blasphemous vow that I’d get a 
pair ready-made at the Stores. 

That evening I received a reply from 
the Insurance people : — 

“ In all communications please quote 
Eef. No. 73856/SP/QR. 

“ Sir,— We note your claim for gar- 
ments injured by an outbreak of fire at 
your residence. We await the reports 
of the Eire Brigade and Salvage Corps, 
on receipt of which we will again com- 
municate witli you. Meanwhile, will 
you kindly inform us what other damage 
was done ? We are, yours, etc.” 





ANOTHER COMBINE. 

Bystander, “ 'Ow yer goin’, mate ? »» ' 

Glitter Merchant, ‘‘Fine! I’ve just asialgamateb with the business next door.' 


I at once wrote back to remove their 
misapprehension : — 

“ Dear Sirs, — ^My fire was not what 
yon would call an outbreak. It. was 
essentially a quiet affair, attended by 
neither iFire Brigade nor Salvage Coarps, 
but just the family (like being married ; 
at a registry-ofidce, don^t you think?). 
My khaki slacks, were the cmly 'articles 
injured. As I am now going about 
without them, you win realise that no 
time should be lost in settling the claim. 

Yours, etc. 

‘‘ P.S. I nearly forgot — ^73856/IlS/VP. 
There!’* 

A day or two later I received a re- 
quest, pitched in an almost slanderously 
sceptical tone, for more detailed infor- 
mation. I humoured them, and there 
ensued a ding-dong correspondence, in 
which that wretched Eef. No. was 
bandied backwards and forwards with 
nauseating reiteration, and of which 
the following are the salient points:— 
Th&y^ Kindly state what you esti- 
I mate the total value of the contents of 
your residence to be. , 

Myself {after a searching inquwy into 
presents prices}* £1,500. 


They (profnptly). We beg to point 
out that you are only insured for a 
total sum of £750. In accordance with 
the terms of your policy you are only 
entitled to recover such proportion of 
the value of the loss or damage as the 
; total insured bears towards the total 
; value of the contents — i*e,, one-half, 
t Myself, Two guineas is exactly one- 
haH of four guineas, the present cost of 
slacks. Please see attached affidavit 
from tailor. (By a masterly stroke I 
had actually induced the rascal to set 
out his iniquity in black and white.) 

At last, twenty days after the fire, 
when I had finally screwed ruyself up 
to the point of going out to buy a pair 
of reaeh-me-downs, I was • rewarded 
by receiving a cheque for two guineas 
from the Insurance Company,: in full 
[Settlement.” 

- By the same post I received a letter 
from the Adjutant of my Dep6t inform- 
ing me that I was not to return at the 
expiration of my leave, but by War 
Office instructions (I will spare you the 
Eef. No.) was to proceed instead to the 
Crystal Palace for immediate demobi- 
' lizfation, (That, by the way, is part of 


the game of being a volunteer for the 1 
Army of Occupation.) It was Suzanne i 
who brought the two letters into their i 
proper coirelation. . | 

You won’t have to get a new pair > 
of slacks now,” she said. 

** Bless my soul, nof” I exclaimed. ! 
*^Then what ought I to do with this i 
cheque ? Send it back ? ” | 

“ Certainly not,” cried Suzanne as ' 
she snatched it from my wavering hand. ! 
^‘I’ve been wanting a new hat for 
some time.”’ 

Frenzied Finance.” 

“The guardians want more money alsa,. 
(What the Treasury finain-loeal taxations are 
! only the fee-lical taxations are only the 
ning of the demand upon the citizen^s pocket.” 

Evening Paper, 

“Jumper Champion. 

‘ * The reference to a young woman living at 
Esher, Surrey, who has knitted 50 jumpers 
since August 20, which her friends claim to be I 
a world’s record for an amateur, has resulted 
in a challenge, 

‘Jumper,’ who lives at Margate, writes: 

1 * I find It quite easy to knit in the dark and to 
read while knitting.* ” — Danly Paper, 

Tho Margate candidate will get our vote. 








MY SALES DAY. 

7.0 fco 8.30. Eise, breakfast, and make 
out shopping-list. I put down : — 

Waterproof for Henry. 

School-frock and boots for the Kid. 

Eeplenish household linen. 

9.0. Arrive at large emporium just as 
the doors open. Ask to be directed to 
gentlemen’s mackintoshes^ Pause on 
the way to look at evening wraps marked 
down from five guineas to OS/lj.. It 
seems a sweeping reduction, biit I do 
not require an evening wrap, 

9.10 to 10.15. Try on evening wraps. 
Select a perfectly sweet Bose du Barri 
duvetyn lined gris fonoe, 

10.15. Continuing to head for mack- 
intoshes. The course runs past a job- 
line in silk hosiery. Eemember I ought 
to -get stockings to go with the evening 
wrap. 

10.15 to 11.6. Match stockings. 

11.15, Arrive at gentlemen’s mack- 
intoshes. Kind they are not being re- 
duced in the sale* Observe however 
that some handsome silk shirts with 
broad sfemes are marked half - price ; 
get three for Henry, also a fancy waist- 
coat at 6/11 f (was 25/-), oi;ily slightly 
soiled down front. 

11.40. As^ for Children’s Depart- 


ment. Take wrong turning and arrive 
at millinery. 

11.40 to 1.10. Try on hats. Decide 
on a ducky little toque and a fascinating 
river hat (for next summer). 

1,10 to 1.30. Still asking for Child- 
ren’s Department. When it is finally 
given to me I am told that useful school- 
frocks Have all been sold. 

1.30 to 6.30. Drift to Shoe Depart- 
ment ; secure a pair of pink satin slippers 
— ^rather tight, but amazingly cheap. 
Swept by crowd into “ Eancy Goods ” ; 
make several purchases. Get taken in 
a crush to ** Evening Accessories ” ; am 
persuaded to buy. 

6.35. Leave emporium. It is raining 
heavily. 

7.15. Arrive home wet and exhausted, i 
Have an argument, conducted affably 
on my side, with Henry, who flatly re- 
fuses to wear the half-price striped 
shirts or pay for the only-slightly-soiled 
waistcoat. ’ He makes pointed remarks 
about the bad weather, with cynical 
reference to mackintoshes. Am struck 
afresh by the selfishness of men. 

7.45, Eemember that I have forgotten 
household linen and Kid’s boots, but de- 
termine not to let this spoil my good 
temper. 

8.0. Dine alone with Henry. Do my 


best to show a forgiving spirit in face 
of his egoism. So to bed, conscious of 
a day well spent. 

ODE DAY OF UNBEST. 

[^*The great demand of the moment is 
something fresh to do on Sunday.^’] 

Bvening Paper, 

At the ample shrine of pleasure 
You have worshipped well and long 
On this day of so-called leisure, 

Yet you feel there ’s somothingwTOng, 

Blas6 is your air and jaded ; 

Sabbath hours have lost their zest ; j 
Utter ennui has invaded 
Every corner of your chest. 

Sport is shorn of all its glamour; 

Motoring proves no more a lure ; 

So you come to me and clamour 
For a speedy psychic euro. 

Well, my friend, if fresli sensation 
Is the object of your search, 

And you want a consultation, 

My advice is, Go to church, 

Bolshevism in the Civil Service. 

‘^Whitley Councils arc the latest develop- 
ment in Government offices in Whitehall* 
What is aimed at is a system of promotion 
free and uninterrupted from top to bottom.^* 







THE OANDOUE OE KEYNES. 

{Suggested by the perusal of “ The 'Economic Consequences 
of the Peace”) 

Thebe was a superior young person named Keynes 
Who possessed an extensive equipment of brains, 

And, being elected a Eellow of King's, 

He taught Economics and similar things. 

On the outbreak of war he at once made his mark 
As a “tempy," but Principal, Treasury Clerk, 

And the Permanent Staff and the Chancellor too 
Pronounced him a flier and well worth his screw. 

So he went to the Conference, not as a mute, 

To act as the Chancellor's chief substitute, 

And in this extremely responsible post 

He mingled with those who were ruling the roast. I 

The Big and redoubtable Three, ’tis confessed, 

By his talent and zeal were immensely impressed ; 

But, conversely, the fact, which is painful, remains 
That they failed to impress the redoubtable Keynes, 

So, after five months of progressive disgust, 

He shook from his feet the Parisian dust, 

Determined to give the chief Delegates beans 
And let the plain person behind the Peace scenes. 

Though his title is stodgy, yet all must admit 
That his pages are seasoned with plenty of wit ; 

He 's alert as a cat-fish ; he can't be ignored ; 

And throughout his recital we never are bored. 


For he 's not a mere slinger of partisan ink, 

But a thinker who gives us profoundly to think ; 
And his arguments cannot be lightly dismissed 
With cries of ** Pro-Hun " or of “Pacificist." 

And yet there are faults to be found all the same ; 
For example, I doubt if it 's playing the game 
For one who is hardly unmuzzled to guy 
Eepresentative statesmen who cannot reply. 

And while we 're amused by his caustic dispraise 
Of President Wilson’s Chadbandian ways, 

Of the cynical Tiger, laconic and grim, 

And our versatile Premier, so supple and slim— 

Still we feel, as he zealously damns the Allies 
For grudging the Germans the means to arise, 
That possibly some of the Ultimate Things 
May even be hidden from Fellows of King's. 


“ The Male Voice Choir and St. 

Xmas music .” — Local Payer, 

We shouldn't wonder. 


-’s Brass Band discorded 


“Another element in the industrial activity of Japan, which is 
brought forcibly home to the Westerner, is the obvious pleasure that 
the Japanese people take in doing the work which is allotted to them. 
It is no uncommon sight to see men laughing merrily as they drag 
along their heavy merchandise, or singing as they swing their anvils 
in a manner almost reminiscent of the historic village blacksmith.” 

Provincial Payer* 

And “children coming home from school" know better 
than to “ look in at the open door." 



jPUyCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Januaby 14 , 1920 , 



G^SANDFATHER, I* SIMFEY LOVE TOTJB 


NICE tONG BEARD. PROMISE MB YOU ’ED NEVI® HAVE IT BOBBED." 


THE EGOIST. 

1 Monday morning Hereward Vale 
left home in an unsettled state of mind 
ihat putting it mildly. He was 
thorough^ unhappy. Something was 
up— he couldn’t tell what— or whether 
It was ^s awn fault or Mary’s. Anyhow, 
It didn t seem to matter whose fault it I 
was. The thing had happened. That 
was the one overwhelming idea that, 
concern^. Inm. The first shadow had 
faUen; their record of complete and 
was broken. 

ovj ® to the station was a long 
and p^tieularly beautiful onei Here- 
appreciated every 
te hated it. He 
ttie way the yew-trees drooped, 
ae leafless branches of the hazels-, the 
f^^, erumpled blackberry, the scat- 
t^.d^aymg leaves. It- was reaUy 

^mair^ble d^ for November— clear i 

bright blue sky and i 
acupngwhita clouds.® A str7no?ortii 
east wind tested one’s vitality. Here 1 

him quifee a 

I Me this before. She had alwi^.C I 


tender, sympathetic and understanding 
with hisi moods. True,,ha was trying; 
e hut she M known that before she 
[. married him. He was an artist, and 
B an artist s work, he argued, depended 
3 togely on the state of his emotions 
r He eamed_ the family bread by the 
, -labour of his hands and his hand was 
! the servant of his mind, and his mind 
' a tempest of moods. Mary had’ applied 

'■ heiself to her task with creditable skill 
bhe could always turn his suUenness 
creative melancholy of 
which he was rather proud; his rest- 
lessness to energy and his discontent 
to something like constructive thinking ^ 
How she achieved the miracle he dS I 
not know, nor did he inquire. But he i 
was guid^ by her as I child by its i 
constantly rebelling. 1 

Hu* to-My the-machinery had broken i 

■^wn. Mary had been cool, pleS ' 
cnmly uMmotional at br^kfast- f 
toe. He had woken up cross and 
wrth a headache. He had a muddled 1 
feeling and wanted sorting out. But I 

^y seemed quite unaware of it. She d 

w manner;, aha wen*, o 

^ont just too cheerfully, chatting just n 
too pleasantly abcut trivial thingf ^ h 


g was mechanical,Herewarddecided,and, 

; ^y way „ib wasn’t at all what he wanted, 
e His monosyllabic responses wore ac- 

5 and natural, 

i when they were nothing of the sort- 

a not get up and pas.s her hand 

- inTqnv (-V** soothingly over his hair 
, appropriate to his state 

I fc*toak- 

. bSShoutSidr 

• on the facUhat te Imdifa?dVtSed 
his bacon ; she merely removed his 
plate and gave him marmalade and 

to 10 didn t evm notice the lines of 

tinder his eyes. He cast a glance in 
to nairror when her back was toned 
to.see if they were obvious. They were 

Sellways did“^ ^ 

bouse, a 

Ma® °° spring in his step, 

^aiy didnt accompany him to to 

orof tosf "“\rr s® ” 

n!!l. A j?® of ccuaplete 

undei^anMg that he had grown so 

accus tomed to and found so sustaining 

~ O 


Januahy 14 , 1920 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


35 


and helpful. She kissed him firmly and 
coolly, almost casually. Just so she 
might kiss an aunt. 

The train journey was cold and 
lonely. Nobody he knew was travelling 
up to town. He bought a daily paper, 
but the headlines put him off. They 
were nearly all about divorce cases. 
There was one about a man who had 
lived for three years in the same house 
with his wife without speaking to her. 
Such things were possible ! He- gazed 
out of the window. The wonderful day 
had' no charm for him. The feeling 
of autumn only further increased his 
sense of the loss of youth, of the decay 
of romance. He nursed and nourished 
his grievance. He desired that Mary 
should know what a wreck she had 
made of his day, possibly of his life. 

He was in no mood for work. He 
went up to his studio in I'itzroy Square 
and muddled about with pens and ink. 
He had what he called a good tidy up, 
and firmly and consistently threw away 
every relic of sentiment he had foolishly 
preserved. At one o^clock, through 
habit and not because he was hungry, 
he went out and had a lonely lunch’ at 
a small restaurant, sitting at a marble- 
topped table which imparted to him 
something of its- chill. After that he 
loafed about looking at things till dusk. 
Dusk was quite unbearable. He fled 
back' to the studio, made up a stupen- 
dous fire, lit a pipe and mused. 

He decided not to go’home thkt night. 
He felt hurt and ill-used. He 'would 
stay in town and have a thoroughly 
good time. As the idea struck him he 
looked"' round the studio. The corners 
were dismal and shadowy. Everything 
not in the* immediate circle' of the fire 
looked grey and cheerless. His easel, 
with a bit of drapery thrown across it,, 
was like a spectre with outstretched 
arms. It suggested despair. He could 
think of no one whom he wanted- to 
seei There wasn’t a soul he knew 
whom he would not in this crisis deli- 
berately have avoided'. 

So he went to the Btissian Ballet 
and was bored. He had been excited 
about Cleopatra the first time he had 
seen it ; he' now decided that it was a 
great mistake to' try to repeat emotional 
experiences. 

He left hurriedly before the pro- 
gramme was half over. His feet took 
himt mechanically to Waterloo- Station^. 
He looked up a train. The 9-.30' was 
due* out ; he sprinted and caught it. 
The earriage he managed to get into 
was empty and warm. He slept; he 
siept alt the way, and it did him good. 

When he arrived at thc' other end 
the night was calm and the ^ky star- 
spangled. The walk out- exhilarated 
Mmi; his exasperation was over. He 



ran lightly down the leaf-strewn steps 
of the old garden and looked in at the 
window. Mary was seated at the fire. 
She looked pensive, pretty arid a little 
sad. He whistled and she smiled up. 
Hooray! ” she said, “ I ’d nearly given 
you up.” She slipped round and had 
the dbor open^ brfore he could get out 
his key and drew him in.. She helped 
hincL off with his coat and scanned his 
face with even more than her usual 
intentness and interest, ■ But she didn’t 


ask him why he was late and he didn’t 
tell her. He thought that could wait. 

Their extemporised supper was a 
great success, and they sat before the 
wood fire far into the night. 

'"‘What was up this morning?” he 
-finally asked. ""You weren’t quite your- 
self, were you ?’” 

“This morning?” she questioned, 
puzzled. "" Oh,. I remember. I woke 
with a splitting headache. Did you 
notice it ? You nice old thing 1 ” 
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can rectify this and nobody need be stance. Further — and this is very rare 
AT THE PLAY, .^viser. This at least is Mar- — it owes nothing to the adventitious 

“ Mr. Pim Passes Bt.” den’s attitude, always free from any aid of the costumier. _ For the author’s 

“ The year ’s at the spring suspicion of complexity. But his wife observation of the unities is extended to 

And day’s at the mom ... (if that is the word for her), being of a include the matter of dress ; he allows 

more subtle nature, determines to make his people one costume each and no 
AU ’s nght ^ylth the world 1 j situation. She points morl. 

When passed,” singing songs out to him that she is at present the Miss Irene Vanbrugh played as if 

like that and preoccupied with the widow Tellworthy and that she must every one of her words had been made 
splendid fact of her one day's holiday, be wooed all over again, and can only expressly for her, as, no doubt, they 
she unconsciously brought about a be won on her own terms. These in- were. I have never seen her so perfect 
change for the better in the heart or elude a recognition of the niece’s en- in detail, in the poise of her head, in 
conscience of all who overheard her. gagement (has not the young arfcist an herleast gesture and intonation, in her 
It was not so with^ the passing of Mr, equal right with Harden to a speedy swift changes of mood ; never so quietly 
Fim. Prior to his intrusion, there had marriage with the woman of his choice?) mistress of the finesse of her art. 
been nothing to disturb the well-ordered and a concession to her taste in futur- As Harden, Mr. Ben Webster was 
existence of Geo. Harden, Esq^,, J.P., istic curtains. a little restless in a part for which he 


wm 




sfiic curtains. I a little restless in a part for which he 

was not constitutionally suit- 
ed, but played with the -great- 
courage and sincerity. Mr. 
/f'S. ‘ Dion Bouoicault’s study of 

/ mi ^ Mr. Pm was extraordinarily 

effective ; and the way in 
which he made the attenu* 
It[(/ \ ated pipings of this futile old 

i| /^ / \ gentleman carry like the 

\' of S' boll was in itself a 

l^bese three were given 
great chances, full of colour. 

Brian 

'Sfrajtyc, the boy-lover, by its 
nature relatively colourless, 
Howard was 

mil 1 1 hardly less good. He never 

^ Kyllill/ made anything like a mistake 

manner. I wish I could 
®®'y *bo same of his flapper. 
ISul' Miss Ooham asserted her 
n 6°°*^ spirits a little too boist- 

I lj% erously for the picture. 

^ ' I hope I shall not be sus- 

pected of partiality towards 
BOPPER OE UNCONSIDEEED TRIPLES. one of Mn Punch’s young i 

ifr. Fim .... Mr. Dion Boucicauet. men if I say that this is the 

Irs. Marden . . . Miss Ieenjb Vanbrugh. best of the good things that 

Atx, • • , n ., . . , Mr. Milne has given us. As 

At this juncture Mr. Ptm drifts m I in his unacted play. The Lucky One, he 


and his wife (late Mrs. Tell- vvas not constitutionally suit 

worthy); except that they did b’^l played with the-great 

not see eye to eye on the est courage and sincerity. Mr 

small question of his niece’s / T '\. ' Bouoicault’s study o 

early engagement to a young / Wn ^ Mr. 'Pm was extraordinarilj 

artist and on the still smaller { effective ; and the way it 

question of futuristic cur- 1/^/ fo/x which he made the attenu 

tains. Then came Mr. Garra- 1 V ated pipings of this futile ole 

way Pim, a doddering old hl'K I \ gentleman carry like th( 

gentleman, with a thin fal- X I \ \ notes of a bell was in itself j 

settovoiceandaloosishmem- ■■ 7^ v • I’omarkable feat, 

ory, but otherwise harmless. "jM ^^///, These three were giver 

He arrives with an introduc- great chances, full of colour 

tion from Australia and casu- . — But in the part of Briar 
ally lets fall a tale of a fellow- Strange, the boy-lover, by its 

passenger with the unusual 9^ nature relatively colourless, 

name of ieU worthy, from Mr. Leslie Howard was 

whmh-and other incidental hardly less good. He nevei 

evidence M-s.Mardeiigath- made anything like a mistake 

ers that her first husband (an of manner. I wish I could 

ex-conviot) IS still alive. Hay- say the same of his flapper, 

ing dropped this thunderbolt But Miss Ooham asserted her 

ti'agefly n Soo<i spirits a little too boist- 

jM erously for the picture. 

Mardm, highly conscien- Ihopelshaflnotbesus- 

tious, takes the orthodox view pected of partiality towards 

that his lawless marriage A DROPPER OE UNCONSIDEEED TRIPLES. one of Mr Punch’s vnnno 

"'S',. M., a.* m“»Si u:ylW ai“rthf 

wstisl of hi impTsS »..»>. . . b».t ol the good thing, th.t 

first husband, permits herself to recog- At this juncture Mr. Pim drifts in in his unacted play, 2%c Lweto oL he 
Ess^ “Tf againtooorreotanerror of memory. The gives evidence o? a desire, not unfroquent 

in ■ ]r ?’ lo'l^od name of the gentleman who succumbed in humourists, to be taken seriously 

in the iinmediate neighbourhood, is to the herring-bone was not Tellworthy But he knows by now that brilliaiS 
sent for that he may throw further (he must have got that name into his dialogue TXt is expected of dm 
wnrfhVs *^®.P®“^'^®’^bject of Tell- head through hearing it mentioned as and he thinks, too moLstly that he 
L Mrs.Marden’s first husband), cannot afford to dispense ^th i¥ fo? 

what he had vaguely imagined_ himself It was really Polwhistle— either Henry long at a time. The result is that 

Polwhjstle : he was not quite after stringing us up to face a trade 

ai; iiarseiiies mrough swallowing a stored to the statns quo ante, except with li^rht - hearted evnir^ictma 

the pm 7 o£ Jfr, byetenes on inaction, f^s bimself morally bonnd to Bbenard Shaw has inf^d him, but 

yrjb^ SlSaStWy paraauy S'b.'hSl ^0 rSr'tV"'?’' 

SiSi Jlfr.K™on?;;S,s.by«ncmorofo ^Snlf S XS 

all this time in what would bo regarded and^it Henre ^tetualely to weep for 

in the eyes of Heaven (and, still worse It will he^^epn fTy.,f fU i • “ol>ber s sorrow and roar 

the county of Bucks) ai sin. HoweveS orSnS in design bSt °T father’s buffooneries, 

.. tnUmg formality at a regie^-offieQ. pl.^ eharaoLWealed by olmS! ret^TkJ^tSn' SE “een'l^SS"!" 


A DROPPER OP XJDTCONSIDERED TRIPLES 
Hr , Phn .... Mr. Dion Boucicault. 


Mrs. Marden 


Miss Irene Yanbbugh, 



IT WAS UKPOSTUNATE THAT BEOWN HAD NOT EENISHED HIS JIASTEBPIECE, “THE SXJRRENDEB DF 
THE GARRISON,” BY THE TIME 'THE WAR GAME TO AN END, 
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fcbe husband’s real troubles and amuse- 
ment at the wife’s flippant attitude 
towards the common tragedy. 

I will not deny the sneaking pleasure 
which this flippancy gave me at the 
time, but in the light of calmer reflec- 
tion I feel that Mr. Milne would really 
have pleased himself better if he could 
have found the courage to keep the play 
on a serious note all through the inter- 
val between Mr. Pirn's firsb and second 
revelations. Apart from the higher 
question of sincerity he would have 
gained something, in an artistic sense, 
by getting a stronger contrast out of the 
change of situation that followed the 
announcement of Tellworthy’s demise. 

In the First Act we seemed to have 
a little too much of the young couple, 
but this insistence was perhaps justified 
by the important part which their affairs 
subsequently played (along with the 
leit-motif of the futuristic curtains) in 
the readjustment of the relations be- 
tween husband and wife. 

If I have any flaw to find in a really 
charming play, I think it was a mis- 
take for Mrs, Marden to let Mr, Pirn 
into the secret of her past. As with 
the sweet influences of Pippa, so with 
the devastating havoc wrought by the 
inexactitudes of Mr, Pirn, 1 think he 
should have been left unconscious of 
the effect of his passing. 

For the rest, 

Mr. IMilnb ’s at his best — 

All ’s right with the play I 0. S. 


EUPHONIOUS ALIENS. 

(A successful chamber concert has been 
given by three players^ styling them- 
selves “ The Modern Triot' and named 
as under.) 

You may search through all Europe 
from Nenagh to Nish 

For such a delightfully-named coalish 

As that of Mannucgi and Melzak and 
Ejiish. 

In Melzak we note the Slavonic 
ambish ; 

Mannucgi suggests an Italian dish, 

And there’s an exotic allurement in 
Keish. 

Their comhined cantilena's as soothing 
as squish ; 

Twould have banished the madness of 
Saul, son of Kish, 

Had he listened to Melzak, Mannucgi 
and Keish. 

Their music, I gather, is wholly delish, 

But their names are the thing that I 
specially wish 

To applaud in Mannucgi and Melzak 
and Keish. 


The Struggle for Life. 

“ Eoe Sale. — ^Entire household, $200 cash.” 

American Paper. 


ANOTHEE OKISIS. 

Whether it is due to war-weariness 
or not the fact remains that the British 
public view with apparent apathy the 
new crises which arise day by day to 
threaten their happiness and maybe to 
change the whole course of their life. 

Only a few mornings ago we read 
in The Daily Chronicle the following 
momentous statement made by that 
newspaper’s golf correspondent : “I’m 
told that the thirty-one pennyweight 
ball is doomed.” Doomed ! Yet, so far 
as could be observed in the demeanour 
of the pleasure-seekers in the Strand on 
the afternoon of that same day, things 
might have been exactly as they were 
the day before. 

We learn that the sub-committee in- 
vestigating this matter of the thirty-one 
pennyweight ball have consulted both 
the manufacturers and the professionals. 
A ray of hope is given by the statement, 
made on good authority, that “the 
manufacturers have adopted a very 
reasonable attitude.” The country 
should be grateful for this. But, on the 
other hand, “ the professionals want full 
freedom in the selection of balls.” 

To foster a false optimism at this 
juncture would be criminal, and it may 
as well be admitted at once that nego- 
tiations are proceeding with difficulty. 
As we go to press we learn that a pro- 
tracted meeting, lasting from 2 p.m. 
until after midnight, has been held. 
The leader of the manufacturers, on 
emerging from the conference hall, was 
seen to look pale and exhausted. Push- 
ing his way thi'ough the pressmen and 
photographers he said, “ Boys, for the 
moment we are bunkered ; we must em- 
ploy the niblick. No, that is aU I can tell 
you ; ” and he walked quickly away with 
his hand to his brow and muttering 
words seldom heard off the course. 

Equally grave, the organising secre- 
tary of the professionals was even less 
communicative, for he spoke in his 
native tongue, and the Scotsman among 
the reporters who undertook to translate 
his remarks was unfortunately unable 
to make himself understood. 

The Prime Minister’s Private Secre- 
tary has issued to the Press a statement 
that Mr. Lloyd George is keeping in 
close touch with Walton Heath and the 
progress of events, btit that at present 
no useful purpose would be served by 
Government interference. 

The Daily Chronicle correspondent 
also announces that representatives of 
American golf are to visit St. Andrews 
in the Spring to discuss the question. 
We trust their visit may not be too late. 

If the problem is one that can be solved 
by dollars no doubt they will come 
well-equipped for enforcing American 


opinion on the British public. We can 
only hope that international relation- 
ships will not be strained by their 
deliberations ,* let there be a spirit of 
toleration and a recognition of the rights 
of small nations, and all may yet be well. 


WHY THE SPAEEOW LIVES 
IN THE TOWN. 

In noisy towns, where traffic roars and 
rushes 

And where the grimy streets are dark 
and narrow, 

You never see the robins and the 
thrushes, 

Nor hear their songs. Only the City 
sparrow 

Chirps bravely and as cheerily as they, 

Although his home is very far away. 

He chirps of lanes, of far-off country 
places 

(This is the sparrows’ story that I ’m 
telling) ; 

Long, long ago they lived in sweet wide 
spaces ; 

Their homes were in the hedges, gay, 
green-smelling ; 

The people, though, came citywards to 
dwell; 

“Then we,” the sparrows said, “must 
go as well. 

“Yes, we’re the birds to go, for all 
our brothers 

Would lose their songs in cities dark 
and crowdy ; 

Their hearts would break; but we’re 
not like the others, 

We cannot sing, our coats are drab 
and dowdy ; 

But we can chirp and chirp and chirp 
again ; 

The people shan’t forget a country 
lane.” 

I And so they came, and in all city- 

I weathers 

They chirped a note of cheer to exiles 
weary ; 

And still the sparrows chirp, for their 
brown feathers 

Hide now, as then, brave kindly 
hearts and cheery, 

Of lanes they ’ve never seen nor lived 
among, 

Of country lanes they sing, the same 
old song. 


“Sir Albert’s Elevation.—* Up, Stauloy. 
up!> — Shakespeare (amended).” 

^ ^ Sunday Pictorial, 

Great Sgott (Walter) ! 

“Very attractive was the interior of the 

Hall, when the Misses entertained 

a largo number of their friends at an enjoyable 
dance. Everything was ‘ conteur de ” 
Australian Paper. 

It is veiy clear they weren’t jazzing. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned GlerJcs.) 

The Bomance of Madame Tnssavd's (Odhams) strikes one, 
in these days of universal reminiscence, almost as a libre d 
faire, certainly as a volume that finds its welcome waiting 
for it. I suppose there are few unhappy beings for whom 
the very name of that gifted lady does not revive something 
of the nursery magic that is never quite forgotten. AE of 
which means tlmt Mr. John T. Tussaud, who has written, 
vivaciously and with obvious pleasure, this history of the 
famous show, is (I hope) assured befophand of his sales. 
It is a fat record, taking the story from the earliest wax 
profiles made by Dr. Curtius for the Parisian aristocracy in 
the days before the Eevolution ; through the Terror, when 
bis niece (afterwards Madame Tussaud) was employed to 
model notable heads from the basket of the guillotine, 
which was itself subsequently to figure amongst the 
attractions of her collection, and finally bringing the enter- 
prising artist and her models to England and Baker Street, 
whence a comparatively recent move established them (the 
foundress in effigy only) in their present palace. I was espe- 
cially' interested to trace the evidence of close attention paid 
to the show by Mr. Punch, and in particular to learn that the 
title Chamber of Horrors was first invented by that observer; 
though the author falls into an obvious chronological in- 
exactitude in ascribing to these pages a cartoon by Oruik- 
SHANK published “ in November of Waterloo year.” I have 
no space for the many queer stories, chiefly of encounters 
between the quick and the wax, with which the book 
abounds, nor for more than mention of its admirable photo- 


I graphs, of which I should have liked many more. Alto- 
I gether it gives an unusual sidelight on the history of two 
I Capitals ; and incidentally, if the reading of it puts others 
in the same resolve as myself, an extra turn-stilo will be 
needed in the Marylebone Eoad. 

Mr. Harry Tighe is something of a 'problem to me. 
With the best will in the world to appreciate what looked 
like unusual promise I can only regard him^at present as 
one who is neglecting the good gifts of heaven in the pur- 
suit apparently of some Jack-o’-lanthorn idea of popularity. 
No doubt you recall his first novel, The Sheep Path^ a 
sincere and well-observed study of feminine temperament. 
This was followed by one that (though it had its friends) 
marked, to my thinking, a lamentable fall from grace. He 
has now published a third, Day Dawn (Westall). Here, 
though popularity of a kind may be its reward, the work is 
still woefully beneath what should be Mr. Tighe’ s level. 
Certainly not one of the demands of the circulating 
libraries is unfulfilled. We have a fair-haired heroine 
I (victim to cocaine), a dark and villainous foreigner, a dashing 
hero, a middle-aged woman who adores him despite the 
presence of her husband, himself called throughout Baron 
Brinthall, a style surely more common in pantomimic 
circles than in the drawing-rooms of Mayfair; and the 
incidents embrace both murder and suicide. Moreover 
there is “ plenty of conversation,” and the intrigue moves 
sufiffciently quickly (if jerkily) to keep one curious about 
the next page. But having very willingly admitted so 
nauch I return to my contention, that for Mr. Tighe to 
neglect his sensitive and delicate art for the antics of these 
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official who is interested in officialdom to 

the r^°i. in tactics, from 

ilpfaH expert who can appreciate the technical 

pilotogiaphs of hair-raising monsters mav read 
mother, mayn’t I, when I ’ve unstickied my fing^s ? ” was 

to aTtm/t ■* think, will find plenty 

Tanks 

(Hoddee and Stoughton). Tanks were 
at Lincoln, and nghtly so, for did not^OnivER Oeom- 
mostly come from this region ?— and the 
mam theme of this book is to show how much more for 

wSffiffSh ‘‘7 *“'?'* “ of 

SssrS !r“ 

(« '■1--” ini) lu? •°‘°'°» »«" Qooo'^ol 

it j ' 


i flapper (if you will forgive the odious 
a middle-affemof Ancrl/%_Ti^;3;«-« . 


U\J JUVL jJlUQ 

w<i™.s»t:raYses 

]i»r£ity“ 3 ss 2 f s S'jf 

arms of her elderly suitor- tliA ^ t 

vindicating her own commoTsenl^^V^® courage, while 
folk, to infroducersecorSl dauiS^^^^^ snch 

of the spoon-fed idealists who’ wonM ^ °"® 

a. pMM.. o( ,„a 

sympathetic, but to con- 
vince me of her attrac- 
tions, which (espeoiallv 

just now) was not easy 
work. Decidedly a first- 
rate yarn. 

We may, I think, take 
it that the love-story in 
The Gmrom (Black) i.s 
faction pure and naively 
simple, but that the ex- 
periences of John Lyn- 
wood, the hero, in the I 
■Navy are given as the I 
actual experiences of Mr. 

0. L. Moegan, the author. 
Let me then at once say 
that his revelations of the 
bullying of j’unior by senior 
midshipmen go back to a 
period before the War. 

asked to believe were dnn nariTw “ shakings,” we are 
boredom caused by lack of leave If Mr* .partly to 

,/ .» obS K“ Sfb “ ?.■?*' 



said, /‘ lou must make 
quantities and quantities ; 
we must fight mechani-l’ 
cally , one stout little com- 1 
pany of obscurantists I y -.iir 
bravely defied the creed of 

Juggernaut until the irre- -- | 

sistible logic of its sue- ' ®- 

cesses in the field crushed 
them remorselessly under 
the “creeping grip,” And I 
tnat company, of course 
according to Sir Albert 

™N, was the British 
War Office. 

me commend to 
you The j^ask (Methuen) 
as a craftsmanlike essay 
realism ; 

ruthlessly candid and self- 

reveahng, but free from - 

tbig 'thS°has*’eS^°Ln~“^ ffitra-realists that every- 
retrospect. TlJe narratoF^F^*^ equally important in 
Jew, discourses ^ 

Mir rr: s: 

so constantly on the hns S “ *i pbrase less than aSfA f. certainly nothing 

^^ulpushisofElDtdol^^^^^^^ 0- iapLTbt^auL^ lVti^T^^^^ ‘'t 4^-- 

attack upon our Nav^l, ?„! ^ a«y 

'irritant. The more mso? t£ Tf 
Mr. Morgan’s mSs aS sa^thsf t'f 
sense of style and tbof ljo i j writes with a nice 

w.re.t S 

Hunting Estraordinaiy. 

A stout OT 1 Holdbenssb. 

A .ta, „ M a. F:,„r. 

« A oo™ ^eehauffSs for Cannibals. 

I >»>-. j IS!£SS;V-i 

Local Paper* 


'—-“‘•‘WAj ujj. eae ijpg Q 

credulous hopes of El Dora f7n u w" own 

portrait of Vmya’s stepfather'brJir ” The 

sued by an .fflschvlefln pur- 

the foreground and is a anite^m!?^t°^i ef 

cannot be wrong in assSn^^u?"^? Pi®®® ^ork. One 
bi^phy; therf is a passionat^o ®®®®°‘‘M auto- 

mtimately seen and dSdfunJ as of things 

DEfeig-hti well have tempted tn a ^ suffered. Such material 
eq«aIor. A fine dSSon jf P““S upon 

record!* -through which M ^ ® dignity to a 

One.|^;l,te®lil)e unquenchab^ Kan 
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We understand that the Frenchman 
who lost his temper so completely 
during a duel with pistols that he 
threatened to shoot his opponent will 
be suspended from taking part in 
similar encounters for the next six 
months. ^ 

' si* 

A man who had half a ton of coal 
delivered to him without warning has 
been removed to an asylum, where he 
is being treated for coal-shock. 

sH 

Wrexham Education Com- 
mittee has decided not to 
have Welsh taught in the ^ 

elementary schools. Doubts 
have recently arisen, it ap- 
pears,* as to whether it will 
ever be the chosen medium 
of communication in the 
League of Nations. 

“ There is a movement on 
foot,’* says The Daily Mail, 

'‘to brighten the dress of 

boys.” Smith Tertius writes 

to say that, according to the 

best opinion in his set, the 

waist should be worn fuller 

and less attention paid to . 

the “ sit ” of the shirt. 


A man recently arrested 
in Dublin was found to have 
in his possession a loaded 
revolver, three sticks of gel- 
ignite, four lengths of fuse, 
a number of detonators and 
a jemmy. It is thought that 
he may have been dabbling 
in politics. 


was a bird, it should be fed on hemp- 
seed or ants’ eggs. 

With reference to the wooden house 
which fell down last week, the builder 
is of the opinion that a sparrow must 
have accidentally stepped on it. 

* Jc 

LordBiEEENHEAD describes tbeCoali- 
tion as an “ invertebrate and undefined 
body.” Meaning that they have rather 
more wishbone than backbone. 

»I: * 

* 

An Indian native was recently sen- 




.t: ki 




porter that he only writes novels for a 
hobby. This sets him apart from the 
many who do it with malicious intent. 
* 

A referee has lodged a complaint 
against the Football Club on whose 
ground he was assaulted by several 
spectators who disagreed with his 
decisions. Although sympathising with 
him we fear his attempt to rob our 
national game of its most sporting 
element will not meet with general 
approval. ^ 

It is generally expected 
that, owing to the number 
^ of deaths from whisky poi- 

soning which have occurred 
^ of late, America may decide 

to go dry again. 

It is reported on good 
^ authority that Mr. 0. B. 
CoGHEAN will visit America 
daily until the signature of 
Dempsey’s manager is ob- 

Lenin, says a contempor- 
ary, h as completed his plans 
for the overthrow of civilis- 
ation. It seems that all our 
efforts to conceal from him 
its presence in our midst are 
doomed to failure. 

A search*for combined 
beauty and brains,” says 
The Daily Mail, “ has been 
instituted by The Weekly 
Dis'patch*' We gather, how- 
ever, that a good circula- 
tion will also be taken into 
consideration. 


“Demobilised men are do- t -'A 
ins Galleries " savs a news Tammas. “Could ye obuse me wi’ a match, Sir?” 

boSes is ronning Vhorfc.’’ l , 

Nothing, however, can be done about it I tenced to write a poem, 


According to the Techni- 
cal Secretary of the Civil 
Aviation Committee a vehi- 
MATCH, Sir . has been designed which 

IS equally at home in the 

air, on land, on the water 

In other I and under it. It is said to be distin- 


till the Pbime Ministek returns from countries of course you commit a guishable from Mr. Winston Chueor- 
Paris. .r. poem first and are sentenced afterwards, ill only by the latter’s eloquence; 

“ There is a proper time for the last Mr. F. H. Eose, M.P,, writing in The We understand that certain members 
meal of the day,” says a medical writer. Sunday Pictorial, xeieT^ to thQ^imstry of the betting classes have demanded 
We have always been of the opinion of Munitions as ” a veritable monument that the starting price for coal should 
that supper should not botaken between of superfluous futility.” For ourselves be published each day in the early 


meals. ^ 

* 

After addressing a meeting for two 
hours, says a contemporary, Teotsky 


we don’t mind futility so long as it evening papers, 
isn’t superfluous. ^ == 


hours, says a contemporary, Teotsky Will the lady who, during the Winter 
fainted. A more humane man would Sales* scramble, inadvertently went off 
have fainted first. with two husbands please return the 


with two husbands please return the 
other one to his rightful owner? 

We feel very jealous of the suburban *,11* The ITew Polygai 

gentleman who wrote last week asking Mr. J. H. Symons, the Weymouth ^ ^ ^ carried a ham 

what an O.B.E. was, and whether, if it draper novelist, has told a Star re- of harem Local Paper. 


A Triumph of Realism. I 

From a publisher’s advertisement : — 

‘‘ * Kallino Waters.’ ‘ Not a dry page in 

i.^ »» 

The ITew Polygamy. 

“ The bride , . . carried a handsome bouquet 
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THE BENEFITS OF PEACE 

{as they appear to be vieioed by certain unofficial guardians 
of piiblic morality). 

When Peace superseded the strife and the stress 
Which the public regard as a gift for the Press, 

It was feared in the quiet that followed the storm, 
With nothing to do but retrench and reform, 

That the Town would be painted a colourless tint 

And the printers have nothing exciting to print. 

That fear was unfounded, I'm happy to say, 

And red is the dominant tone of to-day; 

So far from incurring a shortage of news 

While the place is made fit for our heroes to use, 

We cannot remember a rosier time; 

We have rarely enjoyed such an orgy of crime. 

There are scandals as nice for the reader to nose 

As any old garbage of carrion crows ; 

Our mystery-mongers are full of resource; 

There's a bigamy boom and a vogue of divorce; 

To the licence of flappers we freely allude. 

And we do w^hat we can with the cult of the nude. 

No, the War isn’t missed ; there ’s a murrain of strikes 
Where a paper can take any side that it likes; 

We are done with denouncing the filth of the Bosch, 
But we still have our own dirty linen to wash; 
Though we trade with iHie brute as a man and a brother, 
Our Warriors still can abuse one another. 

And if spicier features incline to be slack 

There. is always the Chief of the State to attack; 

We have standing instructions to cake him with mud 
And a couple of columns reserved for his blood. 

Oh, yes, there is Peace, but our property thrives — 

We are having, I tell you, the time of our lives. 

- 0. S. 

bUR BALLYBUN LOTTERY. 

\ 

\A joro^os of Premium Bonds it has been recalled that in his 
evidence, given some years ago before a Select Committee, the then 
Under-Secretary for Ireland stated that in that distressful country 
“lotteries are very much used for religious purposes by people of all 
denominations,” and that “it would be flying in the face of public 
opinion, especially of the great religious bodies, to interfere with 
them.”] 

Murphy has given up charity for ever. He was perhaps 
fuller of this virtue than any other body in Ballybun, and 
his house was packed with things he had won at raffles. 
When a brick tore a hole in the Orange drum our Presby- 
terian pastor at once got up a bazaar for repairs to the 
chapel, and Murphy won the finest silver tea-service this 
side of the Aran Islands. Murphy knew no distinctions 
of race, creed or sex in the holy cause of charity. When 
our Methodist minister, who is universally popular, as his 
knowledge of a horse would be a credit to any denomina- 
tion, got up an Auction Bridge Drive in aid of the Anti- 
Gambling League, Murphy came home with three pink 
antimacassars, a discourse by Jeremy Tavlor and two 
months' pay out of the pocket of McDougal, the organist, 
who seems ,to play cards by ear. But Nemesis was lying 
in ambush for Murphy. 

Three old ladies in Trim decided to get up a Tombola 
for the poor this winifer, and of course they sent Murphy a 
sheaf of tickets. , As lotteries are illegal they, being pious, 
hated them ; anyway theyAqcided to call it a Tombola. They 
got the whole Of Ireland, to. send them prizes, articles of 
: jertu and bric-&.-brao, and any other old things that are of 
j BO use lio anybody* The carriage on the stuff and the 

printer’s bill nearly ruined the charitable ladies, but, as 
they said, the Tombola would pay all the expenses, and if 
they could knock any more out of it the poor should have it. 

If you sold a dozen tickets you could keep the thirteenth 
for yourself, and as Murphy, on account of his charity, was 
so popular he must have sold hundreds. People seemed to 
have an idea that the raffle was for a gondola, and they 
thought it would look beautiful on the pond in front of the 
Town Hall. Unfortunately our local poetess confirmed this 
error by writing a poem about it called “ Italy in Ireland,” 
which was produced in The Ballybun Binnacle, with a 
misprint about the gondolier’s “untanned sole,” which 
caused a fracas in the editorial office. 

Murphy explained to all concerned that perhaps his Italian 
was rusty, and anyway his time was so taken up reading 
lottery-tickets and other charitable literature that he never 
knew what it was all for. It was a Tombola, however, this 
time, and not a gondola, they were subscribing for. It was 
a kind of Italian lottery which the police didn’t mind be- 
cause the prizes were not in money or anything of value, 
but just Old Masters and brick-bracks, Murphy has such 
a way with him that the editor and the poetess each took a 
dozen tickets. 

When the result of the draw was published Murphy won 
six prizes, but no one grudged him them as he had taken so 
much trouble. The Grand Prize, a “ statue carved by an 
Itahan artist, the finest bit of sculpture ever seen in Ireland,” 
was won by our popular grocer, Mr. McAroon. We were 
all delighted. People trooped in crowds to McAroon’s back- 
door after closing-time to tell him so. The police took 
their names, but the magistrates, who have a great respect 
for the fine arts, said that this was a day in the artistic 
development of the Cinderella of the West which auto- 
matically and primd facie regularised an extension of 
closing-hours. 

McAroon said that his religion did not run much to 
statues, but that, to show his tolerance to all denomina- 
tions, especially to those on his books, he would have it 
unveiled by his Minister. He would invite the Bishop and 
all men of goodwill to be present at the ceremony. He 
would place it in the corner of his garden overlooking the 
esplanade, where it would cheer the simple mariners coming 
home after their arduous fishing toils, and perhaps remind 
one or two of them (but he would mention no names) of a 
dozen or so of porter that had been left unpaid for after a 
recent wedding. 

The Ballybun express carries no goods whatever, except 
with the connivance of the guard and driver, w^ho arc both 
very decent Ballybun boys, and will bring anything down 
from Dublin for aqyone. They promised to cany the statue 
themselves from the railway station up to McAroon’s house. 

If the express was less than three hours late, which it was 
sure to be if it was running smoothly, they could just beam- 
end the statue on its pedestal and the presiding elder could 
unveil it with a hammer. 

The train was not too late, just punctually late, and the 
guard had time to hurry the statue along through the biggest 
crowd we have had for years in Ballybun, 

The Minister said that he would not open the case with 
prayer, because it might give offence to friends of other 
Christian denominations ; he would just knock the front 
off and let this matchless piece of statuary from the blue 
skies of Italy dazzle them with its beauty. It needed no 
words from him, but he would just like to remind any of his 
flock present that the collection next Sunday was for the 
heathen both at home and abroad. 

The statue then flashed out on us and left us breathless. 

It was the most scandalous thing ever seen in BaUybun ; 
it was Venus rising from the sea without a stitch. There 
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A IWINISTERIAL ATTITUDE,, 

Wife (ioamatezcr^liiu>ian). -Nah THEisr--^EBR dq xor ™ abr? Is the ’Ouee o> Cohmoss? > 


‘ she stood witkone hand raised toward the sky and the other 
pomtmg at the backs of all the pious people in Ballvbun 
as they hurn^ indignantly home. Some of them blamed 

* u others said that Murphy knew all the time 

Tf IdmsS’^^^^^ was and that he ought to be ashamed j 

“ieal at-McAroon’s 

; until Mi^hy had removed the scandalous object. So many 

• bitter things -^ere said that McAroon, who is obstinate when 
roused vowed that.as long as the sun shone in heaven the 
lady should-add lustre to his back^yard. The Minister how- 
ever tried to nmve him to a more prayerful spirit. 

McAroon said it- wouldn’t be right to smash up for fire- 
wood a statue that had cost five hundred pounds if 

in ol^^man said that if everybody stopped 

I away frona his store he would lose more than thati a ySi. 

. tod th^ in any case, if McAroon suffered, he would suffer 
; in the holy cause of charity. wouia suner , 

McAroon’s piety was touched, and he said that in the in- 

‘ Fton^if Jjad forsooth to keep his vow and let the lady 
stop, but she had two outstretched arms and there was ' 
' W ajimdanoe .of family washing on hand in the day- , 
■ thSr'h^.^f Ifie clergy of all denominations agreed ' 

; traditions of ' 

; Mid/'ll&Aaion made it up publicly Mumhw 1 

i toyone in Baffybuh cou6 posdbfy ktoS^hJ ^ 

j itahto bathing r^ulations.' Italy wag a. godless country 


' “ anyway,” said- he,_ “ bear you me, I have suffered so 

,much in mind- from this that I have, done with charity for 
.ever. ■' 

■ Christian peace and friendship reign once morein Bally- 
bun; but any visitor who desires to see the beauties of 
bpagnotettis famous- masterpiece (what McAroon calls hi.s 
Anna Dryomeny”) without the washing to serve as a veil 
must come by night and bring his own matches.. 

SO LONG. 

All coiled down, and it ’s- time for us to go 
Every sail ’s furled in a smart harbour stow. 

Another ship for us an for her another crew “ 

An’ so long, sailorman. Good luck to you ! ’ 

Eun an’ friends I wish you till the pay ’s all gone, 

f it ’s done, 

‘An* ! A A®"* ^^®“ y®" SO back to sea. 

An a better ship than she s been an’ a truer pal than me. 

A good berth I wish you in a ship that ’s well-found. 

With a decent crowd forrard an’ her gear all sound 
Sgars a man can trust to when it comes on to blow' 

Aa no bo sun bawlm’ when it ’s your watch below.’ I 


A.to^.TiaiaeT waahyon.an’ a. fair landfall; 

-Ne^er fog nor iceberg, hor long calm nor squall, 

A pleasant port to come to wheh the woik’sattthroush 
An so long, sailorman. Good luck to you ! 0.*^^ ^ * 
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THE SMUGGLER. 

{With the British Army in France,) 

“If I am to be a bold bad smuggler, 
old scream,” said Percival, packing 
pyjamas and parcels into his bag, “1 
demand the proper costume and access- 
ories of the craft. No self-respecting 
smuggler can be expected to run a cargo 
in a British warm and field- boots.” i 

“Of course, my swaggering buccaneer, 
if you want to do it in the grand 
manner,” answered Frederick, “111 
arrange for the saucy little cutter, the 
sequestered cove an' the hard-riding 
exciseman with a cocked hat and cut- 
lass. But the simpler if less picturesque 
way is to dump your bag on the counter 
at the Customs House and be taken 
with a fit of sneezing when the Grand 
Inquisitor asks you if you have any- 
thing to declare.” 

“ Whereupon he '11 hand me a quinine 
tablet and, when I show signs of con- 
valescence, repeat the question in a 
loud voice. And if I don't know the 
correct answer I '11 find myself meditat- 
ing in Portland or Pentonville. That 's 
what I 'm exposing myself to by oblig- 
ing corrupt an' unscrupulous friends,” 
continued Percival bitterly. 

“Hang it!” expostulated Frederick, 
•“the potty little bottle of scent I'm 
asking you to deliver to my cousin 
Julia won't get you more than a seven- 
days' stretch. And you 've got foii/rtee7i 
days' leave.” 

“Well, I won’t grumble about that, 
although I 'd arranged my programme 
differently. But what about the box 
of Flor Fantomas I 'm taking for the 
Major, and the bottle of wHisky with 
which the skipper has entrusted me 
for the purpose of propitiating his pro- 
jected father-in-law, to say nothing of 
the piece of Brussels lace which Binnie 
says is for his aunt. Their combined 
weight wall just about earn me a lifer. 

I can see me wiring the War Office for 
an extension of leave on urgent busi- 
ness grounds — nature of business, to 
enable applicant to complete term of 
penal servitude.” 

“ Don't, Percival, old crumpets ’ mur- 
mured Frederick, visibly affected; “the 
thought of you languishing in a felon's 
cell, without cigarettes, gives me a pain 
in my heart. Let me see what I can 
do for you.” [ 

In a few minutes he was back, 
beaming. “ I 've fixed it all right, mon | 
lapin,'' he said ; “ if the worst comes to 
the worst they '11 bail you out with the 
Mess funds. But they won't accept 
further responsibility. The Major says, 
if a fellow who 's spent his whole career 
dodging duties can't dodge the duty 
on a box of cigars he doesn't deserve 
sympathy.” 



So Percival proceeded on leave with 
a heavy bag and a heavier conscience. 
On the boat be was greeted hilariously 
by Gillow the gunner and Sparkes the 
sapper, who invited him' below to drink 
success to the voyage. In order to give 
the voyage no chance of failure they 
continued to drink success to it until 
the vessel backed into Folkestone Har- 
bour, when -they felt their precautions 
might be relaxed. 

“ Thanks to our efforts we 've arrived 
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— to contain amorous missives not 
meant for vulgar eyes. If I deliver the 
parcels with the seals broken I shall 
get the glacial glare from the damsels 
concerned, and. when I get back scor- 
pions and poisoned bill-hooks will be 
too good for poor Percival.” 

‘‘Phew 1 ” whistled Sparkes. “ They 
go through your baggage with a fine 
toothcomb nowadays. Couldn’t you 
drop over the side with your bag and 
drift ashore on a deserted beach, dis- 
guised as a floating mine ? ” 

“I’ve cut impersonations of hard- 
ware out of my re’pertoire since the day 
I failed to get past an E.T.O. disguised 
as a brass-hat,” said Percival sadly. 
“I suppose I must fall back on direct 
action. I’ve a feeling that England 
expects every man this day to pay his 
duty.” 

On the quay there was the usual mad 
charge of porters. Percival indicated 
his bag to one of them with a distracted 
air, and followed him to the Customs 
House guiltily. The porter dumped 
the bag before an official, who had a 
piece of chalk hopefully poised between 
his fingers. 

“ ’Nything V ’claret? ” he asked, pre- 
paring to affix the sign which spelt 
fx*eedom. 

Percival blew his nose violently, 
hoping the chalk would descend to 
save him the necessity of answering, 
but it remained poised in mid-air. 

“ Anything to declare ? ” repeated the 
official, with emphasis. 

“Er/’said Percival weakly — “nothing 
that you need worry about — only a few 
presents.”* 

“T’ll ha^e to trouble you for your 
keys, then,” said the incorruptible, 

PerdvaL sighed dismally and pro- 
duced them. Suddenly he noticed 
Gillow declaring his baggage, and be- 
came so interested that he failed toj 
perceive that the official was in diffi-j 
culties with the lock of his bag. 

“ This the right key, Sir ? ” demanded 
the latter at length. 

“Oh, yes,” said Percival absently. 
“But perhaps the bag isn’t locked.” 

The bag wasn’t. It opened easily, 
and the official plunged into a welter of 
articles of personal use ; but no parcels 
or dutiable goods came to light. 

“P’raps you think it’s a joke, 
wasting my time like this,” snorted 
the official indignantly “AIL I can 
say is, it ’s an infernal had one.” 

“ Awf’Hy sorry,” said Percival 
sweetly, as his eye followed Gillow, 
who had emerged unchallenged. “ I 
mistsfe have forgotten to bring the 
pao^cdbS I spoke 

Smiling cheerfully, he directed the' 

1 ]^ter to j^ce bis bag fey the side; 
oi Gillpv^’i in a Pullman^, and took hm- 

seat with an expression of complete 
content. 

“ How fares the master criminal ? ” 
asked Sparkes. 

“ A sympathetic friend took my 
troubles on his shoulders,” said 
Percival, “ and got the parcels through 
with an effrontery which amazed me. 
I always took him for an upright youth, 
too.” 

“ Who was it ? ” asked Gillow. 

“ You ! Didn’t you notice you took 
my bag hy mistake? But don’t let 
it weigh unduly on your conscience. 
Mine ’s clear anyway, and I feel that 
my troubles are over.” 

But it was not till he got home and 
opened his own bag that he discovered 
a quantity of broken glass, a pungent 
odour of whisky and Cologne water, a 
discoloured parcel of lace and a box of 
sodden cigars. 

“ I was never meant for a smuggler,” 
he groanedl 

THE BOOK OF ADVENTURE. 

Oh the glory of the trappers ! 

Oh to be as in this book, 

Chasing things in furry wrappers, 
Poking from their crevice-nook 
Loudly thoughthey squeak and grumble, 
Squirrel fitch and' Arctic cat 
' {Editor ; “ I do not tumble ,* 

Will you please explain this jumble ? ” 
Aii^thor : “ I shall come to that ”). 

Oh ! (as I was just remarking 

When you interrupted me) 

Where the marabouts are barking 

It is there that I would be ; 

Where on promontories stony 

All the loud Atlantic raves 

And the, if not very tony, 

Still quite practical seal coney 

Plunges in the wind-whipt waves. 

’Where the graceful skunk opossum 

And the stylish leopard mink 
Scamper as come across ’em, 

Climb upon the eafion’s brink. 
Gambol with the pony musquash. 
Claimed not for a collar yet — 

Ear away from London’s bus-squash 
And advertisements of tusk-wash 

Are my yearning visions set. 

If such dreams and such romances, 
Editor and reader mine, 

Have not filled your heart with fancies — 
Silence and the lonely pine, 

Distant snows that cool the fever 

Of a weary world- worn soul, 

There where life is no deceiver 

And the wallaby-dyed-beaver 

Makes a very natural mole — 

If you have not heard, the calling 

Of the lone, lone trail and far. 

Where the animals enthralling 

I have? lately mentioned are. 

Nature splendid and full-blooded, 

Just a gun and pipe and dog 
(How those avalanches thudded !) — 

No ? Why, then you can’t have studied 

Perkins’ Bargain Catalogue. 

Evoe. 

BILLIARDS- 

Heebeet f. James. 

This match of a hundred up was 
played in the handsome saloon of the 
“Leadswingers’ Arms ” yesterday after- 
noon before an unusually dense crowd, 
who both came in just too late to 
secure the table. It is understood that 
the game was arranged as the result 
of a heated discussion during lunch 
the same day, in the course of which 
Herbert had the effrontery to tell me — I 
mean, to tell James — that what I — that 
is, he — knew about billiards wouldn’t 
cover the pyramid-spot. James, who 
some hours later thought of a perfectly 
priceless repartee, which he has since 
forgotten, replied with dignity by chal- 
lenging the other to an immediate game. 
Herbert accepted and, hastily finish- 
ing their lunch, the two repaired to the 
nearest billiard-room. 

“ I ’m not due hack at the office for 
another twenty minutes, so we’ve tons 
of time,” observed Herbert airily as 
they entered. 

James looked at him, but said no- 
thing. He had the better of the open- 
ing manoeuvres, however, for he secured 
the only cue that possessed a non-fiex- 
ible tip ; Herbert’s was at the best of 
the semi-rigid type, a fact which im- 
pelled him to declare that the place 
would soon resemble a popular tea-shop. 
Not being pressed for an elucidation of 
this remark, he volunteered one. “ No 
tips,” he explained as he tenderly 
chalked his. 

Herbert won the toss and elected to 
break with spot, which appeared to be 
a rounder bail than its fellow. Taking 
a careful and protracted aim at the rad, 
he only missed the object-ball by inches, 

: his own travelling twice round the table 
‘ before finally coming to rest in baulk. 

; “ Now then, Inman,” he said, with a 

poor attempt at jauntiness, “ score off 
that if you can,” 

J amea’s reply was a calculated safety- 
miss, which only failed of its intention 
in that it left his ball about an inch 
away from the middle pocket. The 
closeness of the contest may be gauged 
from the fact that at this stage the 
game was called (or would have been 
called if the marker had not gone out 
to his dinner) at one all 

“ In off the white,” declared Herbert, 
and promptly potted it. “ Sorry,” he 
added alm<^ b^ore the ball was ha the 
pocket* 

For some time after this episoie^ 









which, chilled the atmosphere a trifle, 
the exchanges were uneventful. A 
slight tendency towards “barracking’' 
on the part of the crowd was quickly 
stifled, however, by a brilliant effort 
from James, who by means of all- 
round play built up an attractive break 
of 5. 

Herbert at once responded by taking 
off his coat, but for several innings 
contributed nothing else of note except 
a powerful shot which pocketed the 
red ball in the fireplace. After an agree- 
ment had at last been reached about 
the rule governing this particular class 
of stroke, both players settled down to 
their work and put in some useful 
breaks, runs of 3, 7 and 4 by James 
being countered by 2, 5, 6 and 3 (twice) 
by Herbert. The latter was the first 
to reach the 50*-mark, an event which 
the crowd signalised by hanging up 
their hats and advancing to the table. 
When they were informed that the 
game was one of a hundred up, they 
seemed disposed to argue the matter, 
and from this stage their attitude to- 
wards the players became openly and 
impartially critical. 

The latter half of the match was 
marked by a somewhat peculiar inci- 
dent. With the game standing at 75 all 
Herbert made a stroke that left the red 
hovering on the brink of a pocket. He 
waited anxiously, but with no result. 
At this point one of the crowd emitted 
a prodigious yawn, and it was the in- 
tense, vibration set up from this act, so 
Jamies declared, that induced the ball 
to topple over into the pocket. In sup- 
pc«rt of bis contention that no score 


should ensue he pointed to a framed 
copy of the Rules of Billiards on the 
wall that balanced a coloured advertise- 
ment of Tommy Dodd whisky, and 
recited the rule on vibration. Herbert 



A MASTEBLY TEN-SHOT, WHICH COL- 
LBCTEE ALL THREE BALLS IN THE 
BOTTOM RIGHT-HAND POCKET. 

[The continuous line shows the path of the 
striker’s ball and the dotted lines those of the 
object balls.] 

strenuously denied that any such 
phenomenon had taken place, and when 
James appealed to its author he was 
met with such an outburst of elephan- 
tine sarcasm that he refrained from 
further contesting the point. 

After this the luck of the play went 


against James, and when, the marker 
having by now finished his meal, the 
score was actually called at 90 — 99 in 
his opponent’s favour, he might have 
been excused for giving up the game 
as lost. With dogged determination, 
however, he faced the situation. His 
own ball was somewhere near tiie 
centre, the red about eighteen inches 
from the top left-hand pocket, and the 
white midway between the right-hand 
cushion and the D. With an almost 
superhuman stroke (but not, as was 
subsequently averred, with his eyes 
shut) he smote the red, and lus< ball 
travelled rapidly up and down the 
table. On the down journey it glanced 
off the white, after which, still going 
at a tremendous pace, it made a com- 
plete tour of the table and concluded j 
its meteoric career in the bottom right- I 
hand pocket. Meanwhile the rod and 
the white had both departed on voy- 
ages of their own, the terminus in each 
case being the self-same pocket. {See 
diagram.) After the balls had been 
taken out, examined and counted, and 
James’s person had been searclied to 
see if he were concealing any, the 
marker pronounced this to be a 10-shot, 
and the game was thus strikingly ended 
in James’s favour. 

Commercial Candour. 

“The Great Song of a Britisher is— « 

* There 's No Place Like Home/ 

Stay at ’s Horuri, 

And you *11 Sing it and Realise it.*’ 

South African Paper. 

“ The mere selling of an article is a simple 
matter, but keeping the customer sold is our 
principal aim.” — Advt, in We$t Indian Paper. 
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Fwstr Novice , “Would. you mND my passing; please?” 

Second ditto. “Not at all — ^not at all~ip you don’t mind using mb as the handrail.” 


WiY DEBUT IN ‘‘PUNCH/^ 

Lam:, I hope, decently modest. When 
I said so once-to Margery she remarked 
lha'i there was no need to make a vir- 
tue of necessity.- But younger sisters, 
of. course . . . 

I came down to breakfast at my 
usual time — as the others wer^^ finish- 
ing— and found a letter awaiting me. 
r opened it und^ the usual fire of in- 
’ suits from Margery and John. To-day 
I" ignored them, however, and my 
young heart gave a small jump. I am- 
a modest young man. 

“ What’s.the matter with you,- little 
Sunbeam ? asked John (he is Cecilia’s 
husband, through no fault of mine). “ Is 
the* tailor more rude than usual, or has 
sha found, out your address ? ” 

“ The Vicar has asked him to sing at 
the.Band.olHope,” suggested Margery. 

r commenced my breakfast. 

** What. is it, Alan?-” asked Cecilia, 
Oh, nothing,’' I said easily. “ The 
‘ proof? of a thing of' mine^ that Fimch 
: has accepted/’ 

^ They hadti’t a w^ordto say for a few 
seconds, then Margery begfin : — 

' "‘Tbor oia" dear, it, must be some 
‘ awfuL mistake.” 


] I ignored Margery. 

’ ‘^But; Alan darling; how beautiful!* 
;You ’ve been trying for years and years* 
^and now at last it has happened, T.do 
hope ik isn't a mistake;" said Cecilia 
anxiously. She’ was trying to be nice, 
jyou know; I 'm' sure she was. I went 
on with my breakfast. 

I “Well, John,” said Cecilia, “can’t 
you congratulate him, or are you too 
gealous ? ” 

John sighed deeply and pondered. 

. “ Terribte how Fimch has gone down 
isince our young days; isn't' iir? ” he said 
jheavily. 


f 5|< 55« JK si! 

I I spent a miserable time until ik 

lappeared’. Somehow or other Cecilia 
jlet the great glad news get about the. 
Iviliage*. Barley, our newsagent and' 
jtobacconist, held me when I went in 
jfor an ounce of the usuaf mild, 
i ’“’So r 'ear you 've 'ad a article printed 
|by this ^QxeFunch^ Sir,” he said. “ Some- 
Sthink Ifcughable it 'd:be, I suppose like, 
ieb?"' 

‘ “Nokhalf/' I said, striving hard to 
liinpersonate a successfur humourists 
! ‘“Ah', well; it 's^allgood forbusihess,” 
jhe said, asr one who* sferes: the silver 
lining. “ I 've 'ad quite a number of 


orders for the paper for the* next two' 
or three weeks.” 

I crept from the shop, only fro meet 
an atrocious woman from “TheGables,''* 
who stopped me with a little' shriek" of 

joy- 

“Oh, Mr: Jarvis, I've been dying to 
meet you; do'you know. 1 always hav'e" 
thought you so funny, ever since that’ 
little sketch you got up for the’ Bazaar 
last summer. I said to my husband* 
when P heard of your success, ‘ Pm not 
surprised. After that sketch, JH Icnem"^ 
Da tell ma when it 's appearings I 'm* 
sure I shall simply scream at it.'' 

I escaped after a time and wondered'' 
whether ik was too late to stop publica- 
,tion of the’ horrible thing., 

ifi " il? 

I came down to breakfast and found 
John with a copy beside. hint. I Ihoked 
akhim. - 

i “ Yes," he said, “ the worst has hap- 
Ipened. It is in print. We have been 
•waiting for you to appear.” 
j He turned the* pages and cleared his 
jtbroat. 

I “ I shall now- read the article aloud;”* 
ihe said. “ Each time I raise, my ‘hand 
!the' arudience will* please burst into 
hearty laughter.” 
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Margery giggled. 

“Cecilia,*’ I said, rising, “if ‘you 
don’t control this reptile that you have 
married, if you don^t force him to hold 
his peace, if you allow him to read one 
word, I *11 throw the bread-knife at him 
and . . . and pour my coffee all over 
the tablecloth.” 

“John,” said Cecilia, “have a little 
thought for others and read it quietly 
to yourself.” 

Cecilia meant well, of course, but 
Margery giggled again. 

^ John read it to himself in a dead 
silence, sighed heavily and passed it to 
Margery, 

“ We shall never -live it down,” he 
said, putting his head into his hands 
and gazing moodily at the marmalade. 

Margery read it and giggled three or 
four times; but Margery giggles at 
anything. 

Cecilia read it and beamed. 

“Alan, dear,” she said, “it’s lovely! 
Of course they accepted it. John, you 
wretch, say you liked it.” (Cecilia can 
be^ dear.) 

“ Well, if I must tell the truth,” said 
John, “it isn’t quite so bad as I ex- 
pected; In fact I very much doubt 
whether he wrote it at all. If he did 
— well, it *s a marvellous ftuke, that *s 
all,” 


I smiled, 

“You may smile, swelled-head,” said 
John; “but 1*11 bet you five golden 
guineas to a bad tanner you couldn’t 
do it again.” 

“ Done,” I said. 

After a few days, however, I realised 
that I had made a mistake. Even* a 
bad sixpence is worth something now- 
adays. 

Cecilia and Mdrgery vied with eacli 
other in offering me the feeblest sug- 
gestions' for arcicles that they felt sure 
would reduce a rhinoceros to hysterics. 
John presented me with a copy of 
A Thousand and One Johes and Anec- 
dotes “to prove he was a sportsman,” 
he said. I started to look for a bad 
sixpence. 

Then Margery said to me : — 

. “ Why don’t you write and explain 
the whole thing to the Editor and offer 
to go halves if he prints it 7 ” 

I looked at her in amazement, 

“ You horrible little cheat 1 ” I said. 

^ s- 

However, on thinking it over care- 
fully there seems a lot to say for the idea 
and it ’s really quite fair. Anyhow I 
can t possibly let John win. So here *s 
the story, and with any luck it will cost 
J ohn five golden guineas. But I shan’t 
give the Editor half. 


The Perils of Humour. 

Erom Punch : — 

“ ‘ The Profitebb’s Anthem. 

Tho hymns to bo sung will bo (1) “All peo- 
ple that on earth do well.” ’ — BajigoonTwies,'’' 

From The Ma^ichcster Evening Chron- 
icle : — 

“ ‘ The Profiteer's Anthem, 

The hymns to bo sung will be (1) “All peo- 
pie that on eartli do dwell. » * 

Bmigoon Thnes, quoted in Psmch,^^ 


“ It was reported to tho Sanitary Committee 
yesterday that tho Inspector of 2SI uisaaces had 
made arrangements for tho repair of the 
meteorological instruments.”— XocaZ 

Judging by our recent weather, quite 
the right man to look after it. 


From a money-lender’s circular — 

^ “Having been, perhaps, tho richest nation 
in the world before the war, and wealth being 
only comparative, it is our empirical duty to 
achieve a like position again,” 

So that ’s why they are “ trying it on.” 


“The news, says the Paris correspondent of 
The Twm, in itself is serious enough as show- 
ing the dangers of letting the Adriatic settle- 
ment continue to be at the mercy of a coup de 
theatre or coup de d'etat, whichever one may 
like to call it .” — Evening Taper, ^ 

We fancy the Paris correspondent of 
The Times would prefer the former. 











THE BURIAL OF DUNDEE. 

“Dundee is dead/’ said my wife, re- 
turning from her morning visit to the 
.kitchen. 

“ I am very sorry to hear it/’ I re- 
plied, laying down the newspaper on 
the breakfast-table, at which I still lin- 
gered ; and indeed I was sorry. Dundee 
had been our household cat from the 
earliest days of our married life, from 
the time when he was a tiny kitten the 
colour of marmalade, which had earned 
him his name. 

“ Cook is very much upset/ ^ my wife 
continued, 

“Her distress does her credit,” I 
answered. 

“ She talks of leaving.” 

I must confess with shame that a 
pang acuter than the first went through 
me at the news, for Cook was one of 
those I'are artists who understands the 
value of surprise and never rides suc- 
cess to death. 

“ Ask her to reconsider her decision,” 
I said, ^ 

“I have,” said my wife, “and she 
remained immovable,” 


“ Perhaps when the first shock has 
worn off ? ” 

“ There is just a chance.” 

“ Yes, I am sure you can persuade 
her,” I concluded, preparing to leave 
for my office. 

“Before you go,” interrupted my 
wife, “what are we going to do about 
the burial ? ” 

“How does one usually dispose of 
dead cats ? ” I asked. “ I thought the 
dustman ” 

“ Out of the question.” 

“ I know it is forbidden by the by-laws 
of the Corporation, but a shilling ” 

“ How stupid you are I If anything 
were to decide Cook to go it would be 
handing over Dundee’s remains to the 
dustman. You know how particular 
Cook is about funerals.” 

I knew indeed. The rate of mortality 
among her friends and relations was 
abnormally high, and on account, as I 
suspect, of her skill in cookery she was 
in frequent demand as a mourner. "By 
continual attendance she had cultivated 
a nice sense of what was fitting on these 
occasions and posed as an authority on 
the subject. 


“Very well, then, let’s have him 
buried,” I said, 

' “ Where ? ” 

“ In our garden." 

“ Who by ? ” 

“Palmer or Emily.” 

Palmer and Emily are resj^ectively 
the parlour- and house-maid. 

- “Both would say it was not the 
work for which they were engaged. 
They would leave at the same time as 
Cook, if I asked them.” 

“ Who else can we get 7 ” 1 asked. 

“Yourself,” my wife made answer. 

“Me? But I can’t be seen by all 
the street burying a cat.” I should 
explain that our only garden is in front 
of the house. 

“ If you wait till it is dark you 
needn’t be afraid of anyone seeing 
you,” protested my wife. 

“ And run the risk of being detected 
by some suspicious policeman. No, 
thank you.” 

“Then if you won’t do it yourself 
you must find someone who will. It 
is our last hope of persuading Cook to 
stay.” 

“By heaven!” I cried, looking at 
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Cheery Member {to Club :^essimist). “Hxtllo, old chap! Having a bad crossing?” 


my watohi X am a qizarter-ofran-liOOT 
late. I must run/’ 

THs-^ was- my customary' device' ta 
evade ttieembajTasaing.dilfemmaswhich 
my wife’ not infrequently tlirust. upon 
me at this hour. So for the* moment 
I escaped. All day imthe office X was 
fully occupied. Erom time to time the 
memory of Dundee.- lying- stark in the 
basement, obtruded- itself* upon my 
thoughts, but I dismissed the vision, 
asr- one; do es- a. problem on e . Ixas ■ no t the 
courage-to face; 

The-problemremainedAunsolvedwhen 
I stepped out of the -train onmy Teturn. 
from the-Qityv To gain .time forrefiec- 
tioUi X resolved to make, a detour. As 
I struck. into an unfamiliar side, street, 
X looked up, and there in front, o£ me 
stood" an undertaker's shop. 

The inspiration 1 I entered. From* 
thaJbads.pxemises advanced to meet me 
theundertaker, with a visage tentatively 
wobegone, not. yet* knowing whether; 
B widower^ orphan,, businesslike 
e3S6Q^utQii®g|. merely the busybody iEamily 
friend. I unfolded my dijfficulty; Be? 
fehoc- oilier:* <^ust of professional 
1 .Li evidently seethed 


“Certaihly, Sir, certainly,” he said. 
J ^aXt iai mat* p@rll*a|)Si strfetly^ my line, 


but one-of my assistants will be delighted 
to earn an extra shilling or so by oblig- 
ingyou; What; name and:addtes8.? 

I. joyfully* gavoiboth: and made, my 
way home. 

Midway through dinner came*, a ring 
at the* front-door bell; Palmer inter- 
rupted her service to. answer, and 
returned to me with a card on a. salver. 

gentleman tofseeryou, Sir,” she 
announced; 

' “How strauge, at this hour!. Who 
can it be? ” askedirnywifei 

“The gentleman to. bury Dundee, 

I explained in a lowered" voice, as I 
passed the visiting-card^ deeply edged 
withiblacki, across, the table to -her. 

Next morning my wife, was able to 
announce that Cook bad* consented to 
stay; The burial of- Dundee, by a real 
undertaker had gratified, her* sense of 
the coiTect. i: departed to the- City 
filled with self-complacaencgr. 

For a. month X dwelt iru this, fool’s 
paradise. Theni one. evening, my wife 
gently broke, the news., 

“I have, something: serious to. tell 
you. Cook has* ^vear notice.” 

.“WhDjis/dead.now«^?” I asked. 

“No^ one. She. is engaged* to be^ 
married/’ 

“ Married ? ” 


“ Yes, to the young undertaker/’ 

“ What young'undertaker?” 

“ The one who buried Dundee.” 

It was. too true. At supper,, after 
the* inhumation, a* mutual* esfeem had 
sprung up' that rapidly ripened' into 
love. The enterprising young' journey- 
man, so enamoured of his calling* that 
he* consented to inter dumb creatures 
in his leisure time, had evidently dis- 
cerned in. Cook, with her wealth of 
funeral lore, a. helpmeet worthy of him- 
self ; while Cook on her side, conquered 
by his diligence and discretion^ con^ 
siderad. she • had" secured a respectable 
settlement' for life, with the prospect of 
obsequies of the highest class for herself. 

CLEEICAL EDUCATION. 

[The Rov. Kennedy Bell, in The Daily 
Sketch, deplores the dreariness of parish maga- 
zines and suggests, with a view to brighten 
theiif contents, that olergynaen should serve 
an- apprenticeship on the daily Press.] 

The Eeverend Mr. Kenneuy Bble. 

Is wholly unable to say all ’s well 
With the^state of our parish magarines, 
And is moved to indicate the means 
Oi, maMr^ tedh pages bright and 
snappy » 

jAnd howi sryfesambers* cHaerM and 
bappy. 





DBAB, you ABE NOT DANCING.” 


ITO ^JiEOST PROVOKING. I MISIiAID MY PARTNER AT PaBDINGTON, AND HE HASN’T THE FAINTEST IDEA WHERE THE DANCE IS. 

Now the most original of his hints 
For galvanizing these dreary prints 
Is this : That every parson, before 
He aspires to be parish editor, 

Should join the staff of a leading daily 
And learn to write genially and gaily. 

It may be a counsel of sheer perfection, 

And yet, perhaps, on further refieetion. 

We may admit that something is 
gained 

By the plan of having elergymen 
trained - 

In the very heart of the Street of Ink 
To paint their parish m€uga 2 dnes pink. 

So generous laymen may haply decide 
That it 'may be worth their while to 
provide 

Each Kennedy Bedl with stepping- 
stones 

To rise to the height of a Kennedy 
Jones. 

But others, a small and dwindling 
crew, 

Possibly fit, but certainly few, 

And cursed with a most pronounced 
capacity 

For suffering from inept vivacity, 

Would gladly be reckoned as unen- 
lightened 

Corifed they keep one class of jdurnaS 
un-“ brightened/* 


THE PASSING OF THE LITTEE. 

It happened only a couple of weeks 
ago, but the horrible memory comes 
back to me as if it only happened yes- 
terday. It was my own fault, because 
with a telephone loose about the place 
one ought not to encourage other pets. 

Well/* I said to Sibyl, ^ there we 
are, and we must make the best of 
them.*' 

Sibyl sniffed as she usually does 
when these periodical occurences hap- 
pen in our house. 

“ Which of them am you going tor 
keep ? she asked, “ and is it really 
necessary to keep any of them ? ” 

“ Well,*’ I said ; ** but 

"“What I mean to say,” said Sibyl, 
‘^better do away with them when they 
are quite young. It would be far more 
humane/’ 

“ I am with you up to a point,” I 
said; “I admit they are not a* very 
prepossessing lot.” 

. How they came to be born at all 
is what I cannot understand,” said 
Sibyl, who is always like that when 
trying to be- serious. 

“ Well,*^ I said, “ I have decided to 
keep one of them* — No. 1,” 


“But surely,” said Sibyl, “that is 
the most delicate one of the lot.” 

That, I well knew, was quite true. 
Whether I should ever rear No. 1 was 
a matter for time to prove. It was so 
delicate . that once or twice already it 
had been on the verge of collapse but 
I had rallied, it each time. 

“As for the others,” I said, “we 
shall have to get rid of them/’ 

: I need not go into painful details, 
but the thing was easily done. That 
very evening, unfortunately, through 
I an oversight, No, 1 perished also. 

' For this I blame MeWhirter. 

“The. number of my bus is 21,” he 
said in the theatre brtfet that night; 
“by the way what’s yours ? ” 

“Whisky,” I said absent-mindedly, 

“ and not much soda,” 

. And it was only after I had drunk it 
that I realised my error. It was then 
too^late. 

And that is how New Year Eesolu- 
tion No. 1 — the most delicate of the ^ 
litter — ^passed away at the early age 
^ of one week. 

Our Plutocratic Sportsmen Again. 

!‘ ■“ Wanted, set of gold clubs, with bag, for 

‘ lady .” — Local Paver, 
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LIFE, 

A Modeen Novel — Spasmodic School. 

I. 

Hee parents were hygienic, so they never let a germ 
intrude 

Within the cells and tissues of the girl they christened 
Ermyntrude; 

They bathed her body every hour and all internal harm 
allayed 

By pouring Condy's Fluid on her butter and her marmalade; 
And when they dressed her took good care to tuck her 
chest-protector in — 

Eesult, she grew up strong and fair as any peach or nectarine. 

II. 

She had no fear of lion or of tiger (in imprisonment) 

And in an awful storm at sea she asked the mate what 
mizzen meant ; 

It was a plucky act ; if I ’d neglected to report it you’d 
Never have known* the depth and true dimensions of her 
‘ fortitude. 

If you remain agnostic, if you hold it still not proven, I ’ll 
Give fifty more examples of her courage when a juvenile ; 
They lie'in my portfolio, all printed, filed and docketed, 
Including one in which a stick of dynamite she pocketed. 

III. 

She also painted: one could tell her pictures mid a billion, 
So daubed were they with ochre blots and splashes of 
vermilion ; 

She claimed to be a connoisseur of objeis d'art and curios, 
But what attracted notice was her openwork and lury hose, 
Fashioned in every colour from magenta down to cinnabar. 
Suggestive of a rainbow or the various liquors in a bar. 

IV. 

So when she came to twenty - one, the age they call 
discretional, 

The trooping of her followers was, in a word, processional. 

V. 

But she disdained flamboyant types and snubbed the gay 
and gildy brand ; 

Instead she loved a decadent whose pagan name was 
Hildebrand, 

Until that sad occasion when she met him coming back o’ 
night, 

His system loaded up with bhang and opium and aconite. 

VI. 

An artist next attracted her ; she turned on her cajoleries, 
And soon in unison they laughed at other people’s drolleries; 
His speech was polychromous (as the speech of many a 
carman is) ; 

He mostly talked of masses, lights, half-tones and colour- 
harmonies ; 

That was his doom, for one fine day he went to his sarco- 
phagus. 

The word ^^chiarosctiro'' stuck deep down in his oesophagus. 

VII. 

I do not know ; it may have been her hose that took poor 
Eeudall in, 

Who previously had flirted with her elder sister, Gwendoline. 
This B^ndarE was a wholesale dealer, very rich and large 
in all 

His habits, though he always said his profits were but 
marginal. 

Well, Eendall kept on waddling round her, like a tired and 
tardy yak; 

His movements showed beyond a doubt that his disease 
was cardiac ; 

He took her on the river ; after thinking for a time, aloud 
He said, “ I will propose to you ; that is, of course, if I 'm 
allowed.” 

And she replied, “If I were going to propose, I ’m blest if I 
Would personate an elder who is just about to testify. 

Now first of all I must remark -that Love has come to grip 
you late 

In life, but, passing over that, I ’ ve certain things to stipul ate : 
You must exhibit interest, as even Goth or Vandal would. 

In curios and bric-^-brac, in ivories and sandalwood ; 

And you must cope with cameo, veneer, relief and lacquer 
(Ah I 

And, parenthetically, pay my debts at bridge and baccarat), 

I dote on Futurism, and so a mate would give mo little ease 
Whose views were strictly orthodox on Myeon and 
Praxiteles. 

You do not understand,” she sneered, “ so gross is your 
fatuity ; 

Well then, I answer ‘ No,’ without a trace of ambiguity,” 

IX. 

And Eendall turned back sad at heart ; but in a stride his 
honey-bee 

Was in his arms exclaiming, “ Then would wasted all your 
money be. 

Come, I will take you with your faults and try to make 
the best oi you ; 

Your purse is good ; perhaps in time I may improve the 
rest of you.” 

[Publishers^ Note, 

Headers who are not sated yet and still for more are 
hungering 

Will find Vol. II. describe how B. gave cause for scandal- 
mongering. . 

Vol. III. narrates how E. became enamoured of a fairy at 

A ball, was robbed of all his wealth and joined the 
proletariat. 

How E. washed clothes to earn her bread, while E. reclined 
in beery ease 

Upon his bed, will be exposed in Vol. IV. of this series. 

And further volumes show exactly what was worst and 
best in E., 

And how at last, aged eighty-four, she found her life's true 
destiny.] 

A Side-Slip. 

“Just before tbo war we were in danger of Laving the ugly and oven 
abominable word ‘ aviator ’ fostered upon us. J ust as that word seemed 
victorious, The Times suddenly announced that it bad decided once 
and for all to use ‘ airman * instead, and there can bo no doubt that 
the example there set, which was copied by journalists on other 
papers, secured the predominance of a good new Pnglish. word over a 
deformed importation.”-— Times Literary Su^pplemefit, 

“ The volume contains some 500 portraits of Kew England aviators,” 

8a77i6 paper f same date^ same page, 

“Quarter Mile CuAMPiONSHip.—Kecord, Sgt. Smith (North 

Stafiords), 5 2-5secs. 

Wilkinson . 1 

Goddard 2 

Worsley 3 

An excellent win, Wilkinson putting in a wonderful spurt in the 
last 30 years.” — hidian Paper, 

From which we infer that he did nofe succeed in lowering 
Sergeant Smith’s remarkable record. 











PUNCH, OR TPE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


[January 21 , 1920 . 


have been emended in the light of 
SHAKSPEAEE THE TBADUOBB. ixiodern research by a committee of psy- j 


MODEBN MOON-BAKEBS. 
Porta, the once notorious Michigander, 


The members of the League of chical experts appointed for the pur- Porta, the once notorious Michigander, 
Scottish Veterans of the World War pose. The proposer quoted the line Who launched the now exploded solar 
met recently in New York, and after spoken by So/nilci to the apparition . slander, 

..a„6a.iibe»ao.“{^_^,o«Scoioh. 

men deliberate “duly in New York u ^ j? t 

now?) passed a resolution demanding and said he would like to substitute for In one short month into oblivion 
that Shakspeare’s tragedy, Macbeth, it, “Be thou a subjective hallucination passed, 

be removed from the curriculum of arising from an uprush of inhibited But Pickering's momentous lunar 
English literature studies in American emotional disturbance from the sub- screed 

schools, * liminal consciousness, or the objectivi- Proves the persistence of this wondrous 


schools, * liminal consciousness, or the objectivi- Proves the persistence of this wondrous 

Apparently this was an example of sation of a telepathic communication breed. 

“dry” Scotch humour. A neighbouring from the extra - corporeal sphere of Yet this in Pickering’s favour let us 
city had previously banned The Mer- being, or, finally, a manifestation to sen- state: 

chant of Venice from its schools on the sory perception of some supra-normal He has no scare or scandal to relate — 
ground that tliecharacter of S^Zociiwas undulatory movement of the ether.” Nothing in any way that may impugn 
a libel on the Jewish race. If Jewish He had always deprecated, he said, The credit or the morals of the moon ; 
children no longer had to pay for school the meddling of untrained amateurs And on the other hand it does attract us 


editions of TheMerchant of ' 
Venice should Scottish in- 
fants still have to squander 
their bawbees on a play 
that insulted their for- 
' bears? Perish the thought ! 
“We consider,” they de- 
clared, “that if a Jewish 
gabardine is to be cleaned 
by American Boards of 
Education the stain should 
likewise be removed from 
the Scottish kilt.” And 
if there are no reliable 
cleaners in the U.S.A. it 
should be sent to Perth. 

The example thus nobly 
set is being widely fol- 
lowed. The members of 
the Southern Jazz -band 
Union met yeslerday way 
down in Tennessee and 
passed a resolution de- 
manding the elimination 
of Othello from the educa- 
tional curriculum , The 



Lady (buying mmic). “Oh, and have you got ‘A Lover in Damascus^? 
Netv Oirl. “Well, Ma^am, my pxANcij W4S in Mespot, but he ’b back 
IN Brixton now.” 


To learn that she is grow- 
ing sage and cactus. 
Hardly romantic vege- 
tables, these. 

And not so edible as good 
green cheese 

Which nursery rhymers 
(banned by Montessori) 
Associated with the lunar 
story. 

Still Pickering’s veget- 
able views are tame 
Contrasted with Professor 
Goduard’s aim ; 

For he, as from the daily 
Press we learn, 

An obvious plagiarist of 
good Jules Verne, 
Would have us build a 
Bertha fat enough 
To send a charge of high i 
explosive stuff 
Across the intervening 
seas of space 

Bang into Luna’s unof- 
fending face. 


proposer declared with some heat that with the details of psychic phenom- Meanwhile our own alert star-gazing 
“no coloured gentleman would spifdi- ena, and felt that the rule should be chief, 

cate his missus wid^ a bolster on de made retrospective. An amendment Dyson (Sir Frank), is rather moved 
word of a mean white thief like dat was carried to add Julius Ccesar and to grief 

lago" The mere suggestion was dam Bichard IIL to the motion for similar Than anger by the astronomic pranks 
foolishness and an insult to the most reasons. Played by unbalanced professorial 

prominent section of the freeborn citi- The Labour Party have decided to ask cranks, 

zeus of the U.S.A, “ If dey gwine Mr, Fisher to ban Goriolanus on the Who study science in the wild-cat vein 
whitewash de Scotchman, why not de groundthat many of the speeches of the And “ruin along the illimitable inane,” 

man ob colour too ? ” chief character betray an anti-demo- — 

Atarepresentative meeting of Welsh- craticbias,outofkeepingwiththeideals _ 

men Mr, Jones ap Jones moved that, that should be set before the rising Naval Uniform, 

as a nrotest against Shakspe are’s treat- crfinAratinn. Phrfl.ctA« “Pob Sale, Naval Cadet’s (B.N.IMess- 


as a protest against Shakspeare’s treat- generation. Phrases like “ The mutable ** Cadet’s (B.N.) Mess- 

ment of FluelUn and the Cymric Tege- rank-scented many,” applied to the pro- S? c&®v£t 

table symbol, 7. “be no longer letariat, could only foster the bourgeois dress.”— jDaiZ 2 / Pap<»r. 

taught in Welsh schools or read at; prejudices of jaundiced reactionaries 


Jesus College, Oxford, whateffer.” ^ and teach the young scions of the capi- “ Suede Tubnip, best varieties.^* 

At a recent meeting of the S.P.B. it talist classes to look down upon the MvtAn Tasnmnian 

was proposed by Sir A. Conan Doyle, manual worker. No kid about this offer, 

of Oliver Lodge, Ether, Surrey, “ that ^ — 

the Bq^rd of Education be asked, in “For Sale Black Ebony Gentleman’s Shav- “Wanted, at once, respectable for 
the interests of scientific truth, to sus- ing Outfit.”— LocaJ Paper. Polishing Porter.”— JDa% Pajper. 

pend the teaching of ffamlet until the We gather that our coloured brother is The manners of some of our porters 
scenes in which the Ghos^ appears shall about to grow a beard. ) notoriously leave much to be desired. 


and teach the young scions of the capi- 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Glerks,) 

From Friend to Friend (Mukray) is the name given, 
from the first of them, to a collection of eight fugitive papers, 
prepared for republication by the late Lady Eitchie during 
the last months of her life, and now edited by her sister-in- 
^ law, Miss Emily Eitchie. Fugitive though they may have 
been in original intent, these pages are so filled with their 
writer’s delicate and very personal charm that her lovers 
will be delighted to have their flight thus pleasantly arrested. 
Lady Eitchie was above all else the perfect appreciator. 
Horas non numerat nisi serenas ; the gaze that she turns 
smilingly upon old happy far-off days looks through spec- 
tacles rose-tinted both by the magic of retrospect and her 
own genius for admiration, London, Freshwater, PaHs, 
Eome — these are the settings of her memories ; and we see 
them all by a light that (perhaps) never was on land or sea, 
in whose radiance beauty and wit and genius move won- 
derfully to a perpetual music. In truth, however, these 
eminent Victorians of Lady Eitchie’s circle must have been 
a rare company ; I have no space for even a catalogue 
of them — Mrs. Cameron, with her vague magnificence, 
pouring letters and an embarrassment of gifts upon her dear 
Tennysons; the Kemble sisters, Lockhart, TnACEERiTY 
himself, a score of great and (to the kindly chronicler) 
gracious personalities live again in her pages. I should add 
that the volume is rounded off by a short story, a late 
addition to the Miss Williamson series, which might be 
called a pot-boiler, were it not somehow incongruous to 
associate so gentle a flame with any such activities. 


Slight as it is. From Friend to Friend forms an apt and 
graceful finish to the work of one whose life was given to 
the claims of friendship. 

Fanny goes to War (Murray) should be read by those 
who also went and those who didn’t. It is a chronicle of 
the adventures of the First Aid Nursing Yeomanry in 
Belgium and France — ^vivid ; inviting wonder, laughter and 
sometimes tears ; fresh and delicious. The account of the 
first visit to the trenches awakens memories. Viewed from 
this distance it seems all to have been so picturesque, such 
fun ! The humour of Thomas, the intelligence and tact of 
the good French poilu, the awful moments and the wild 
jests in between—these are all shown. The splendid 
humour with which ‘‘Pat Beauchamp,” the author, bravely 
endured her own casualty with its distressing effects is 
typical in itself of that spirit in the Anglo-Saxon race which 
made the Teuton race wish it hadn’t. In my view, the 
obiter^ dictum of an anonymous Colonel sums up the values 
of this ladies’ contingent better than does the preface of 
the distinguished Major-General: “Neither fish, flesh nor 
fowl,” said the Colonel on having the constitution of this 
anomalous unit explained to him, “ but thundering good 
red herring!” Time was, I believe and hope, when I 
myself, passing through the Base Port on leave and being 
full of fife and daring, have sighted a lady-chauffeur of a 
motor-ambulance and 'have thrown a friendly glance, even 
a froward smile, at her. Waiving all questions of propriety, 
I hope that this was so, and that the lady-chauffeur was no 
less than “Pat Beauchamp” herself, in the later stages of 
her career overseas. Though her only response may have 
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been to splash mud over me, I should feel happy, now, 
thus to have paid my respects to this gallant and high- 
spirited lady. I count myself among the company, bat- 
talion, division, corps and army of her admirers. 

It certainly does not seem eight years, yet it must be 
fully that, since Joseph Conrad in The Enghsh Bevim 
lifted a veil that lay between his admirers and an interesting 
personality with the pleasantly discursive papers which 
form the basis of the re-issued A Personal Becord (Dent). 
Between then and now Chance, that masterly but difficult 
book, has by a curious freak of public taste given Mr. 
Conrad, hitherto the well-loved favourite of the relatively 
few, a much wider constituency. To these late comers, 
rather than to the older (and of course superior) Conradists, 
who know it already, let me “ 

recommend this rambling, 
which is by no means to say 
aimless, account of the wander- 
ings of the MS. of Almayer's 
Folly, some queer entertaining 
scraps of the author's family 
history, a description of the 
encounters with the original 
Almayer, and those vignettes 
of Marseilles which obviously 
were used as the background 
of The Arroio of Gold, This 
record is one of those quiet 
friendly books that flatter the 
devotee by a sense of peculiar 
intimacy with his hero. It 
is also engagingly character- 
istic. Mr. Conrad here un- 
ravels the fine threads of his 
personal history and philo- 
sophy with the same artful 
reserve and exquisite elabora- 
tion with which he evolves the 
creatures of his resourceful 
imagination. 


The Life of Liza Lehmann 
(Unwin), written by herself, 
and finished, as her husband 
tells in a pathetic foot-note, 

“scarcely two weeks before her 
death,” is a. book holding 
many special bonds of associa-^ 
tion with Pmich, not least the 
fact that her father-in-law, Deputy J. T. Bedford, was the 
author of that Bobert,'the City Waiter, who was among the 
most famous and popular of Mr. Punch's early creations. 
The volume that the writer has put together is the record 
of a busy, successful and, on the whole, happy life, passed 
in the company of interesting people, about many of whom 
Madame Lehmann- has remembered some entertaining 
story. Chiefly, as is natural, the persons recorded are the 
musical folk of the last half-century, from Jenny Lind to 
Sir Thomas Beeoham ; ‘ though in the allied Arts T was 
taken by a pleasing and new anecdote of Egbert Brown- 
ma reciting How they -Brought the Good ’ Netos into an 
Edison phonograph, and overcome by loss of memory half- 
way ferough the ordeal One wonders if this rather sur- 
-primng record exists to-day. I am not going to assert that 
the nro©4eohniea^ reader may not find the pages devoted 
to. repidnted -^^oritidm^ trather over -numerous; old news- 
paper fil^, like old, theatrical photographs, too quickly 
fade. But the an^or^s humour endured ; and I like 



think that she could appreciate a joke made at her own 
expense ; witness her quotation from the gushing friend 
who, at the moment of the first triumph of The Persian 
Garden, overwhelmed the composer with the tribute, “ Do 
let me thank you 1 The local colour is too wonderful. I 
simply felt as if I was at Liberty's ! ” 

To the jaded reader I recommend The Road to En-Dor 
(Lane) as a book which should undoubtedly stir him up. 
It is the most extraordinary war-tale which has come my 
way. With such material as he had to his hand Lieutenant 
E. H. Jones would have been a sad muddler if he had not 
made his story intriguing; but, anyhow, he happens to be 
a sound craftsman with a considerable sense of style and 
construction. And he has a convincing way of handling his 

facts that compels belief in 
the most incredible of stories. 
Lieutenant Jones was a pri- 
soner in the hands of the 
Turks at Zozgad, and to amuse 
himself and his fellow-prisoners 
he raised a “spook ” which in 
time gained such a reputation 
that it had the Turkish officials 
almost hopelessly at its mercy. 
From being merely a joke his 
spook soon began to suggest 
to him a way of escaping from 
the camp, and then, in con- 
junction with Lieutenant 0. W. 
jEinii, he worked it for all it 
was worth. His record of 
their adventures and of tlie 
sufferings, physical and men- 
tal, which they had to face is 
really astounding; but I fear 
it will be received coldly by 
thepsychist. Spiritualism, in- 
deed, is treated with scant re- 
spect, and whatever our own 
view of this vexed subject 
may be most of us will admit 
that Lieutenant Jones has 
considerable reason for his 
strong opinion. 


FAIRY TALES REVISED. 

Casmit Baba. ‘*Ah! now I have it — ‘Open Sesame!^ 
Lucky thing- I had that course op lessons in memory 

TRAINING.” 


In The Green Shoes of April 
(Hurst and BiiACKbtt) Miss 
Bachel Swetb Macnamara 
has got together quite a lot 
of people and situations that other novelists have used be- 
fore. There is the fine young Irishman soldiering in India, 
the soulless actress who marries and leaves him, and the 
splendid Irish girl, his true mate, whom he weds in happy 
ignorance of his first partner’s continued existence. But the 
hero has a maiden aunt, with a story of her own, and the 
heroine a terrific grandmother who are Miss Maonamara's 
creations, and as she makes wife number one lie like a 
trooper in order to preserve the happiness of wife number 
two a soupqon of freshness is imparted to the richauffL 
Of course the well-meaning first wife is not allowed to 
succeed in her efforts, and Beau and Perry (you would never 
guess from that which was which, but in this case it doesn't 
matter) -have a very bad time indeed until, reassured by 
a friendly barrister, they settle down again into wedded 
happiness. These are the confiding souls whom novelists 
and lawyers love, and I can see Miss Mackamaba, by-and- 
by, getting quite a nice sto^ out of someone’s attempt to 
oust their eldest son from his inheritance. I hope she will 
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Now that petrol is being increased 
by eightpence a gallon, pedestrians Will 
shortly have to be content to be knocked 
down by horsed vehicles or hand trucks. 

5;: , 
si? 

Moleskins, says a news item, are now 
worth eighteen-pence each. It is only 
fair to add that the moles do not admit 
the accuracy of these figures, 

o- 

M? 

Three hundred pounds is the 
price asked by an advertiser in 
The Times for a motor -coat 
lined with Persian lamb. It is 
still possible to get a waistcoat 
lined with English lamb (or 
even good capon) for a mere 
fraction of that sum. 


Charged with impersonation 
at a municipal election a de- 
fendant told the Carlisle Bench ^ 
that it was only a frolic. The 
Bench, entering into the spirit ; 
of the thing, told the man to 
go and have a good frisk in the 
second division. " 

sl« 

Steamers carrying coal 
from Dover to Calais,*' says a 
news item, ** are bringing back 
champagne/' It is character- 
istic of the period that we 
should thus exchange the lux- 
uries of life for its necessities. 

***../'' 

Charged at Willesden with 
travelling without a ticket a 
Walwhrth girl "was stated to 
have a mania for travelling on 
the Tube. The Court mission- 
ary thought that a position 
could probably be obtained for 
her as scrum-half at a West 
End bargain-counter. 

A correspondent Writes to a 
London paper to say that he 
heard a lark in full song on 
Sunday. We can only suppose 
that the misguided bird did not * 

know it was Sunday. ^ 

A medical man refers to the case of a 


probably be normal in August next, 
the Pood Ministry will cease to exist, 
its business being finished. This seems 
a pretty poor excuse for a Government 
Department to give for closing down, 

^ si? 

“Music is not heard by the ear 
alone," says M. Jacques Dalcroze. 
Experience proves that when the piano 
is going next door it is heard by the 
whole of the neighbour at once. 



for sale under the hammer the other 
day one gentleman offered to buy it on 
condition that the vendor papered the 
principal room and put a bath in. 

A Bolton labourer who picked up 
twenty-five one-pound Treasury notes 
and restored them to the proper owner 
was rewarded with a shilling. It is 
only fair to say that the lady also said, 
“Thank you." ^ 


Asked what he would give 
towards a testimonial fund for 
a local hero one hardy Scot is 
reported to have said that he 
would give three cheers, 

' * *' 

We learn on good authority 
that should a General Election 
take place during one of Mr. 
Lloyd George's visits to Paris 
The Daily ATaiZ will undertake 
to keep him informed regard- 
ing the results by means of 
its Continental edition. 

t its 

A sad story reaches us from 
South - W’eSt London. It ap- 
pears that a girl of twenty at- 
tempted suicide because she 
realised she was too old to 
; write either a popular novel or 
‘ a book of poems. 

i * si? 

j The Guards, it is stated, are 
to revert to the pre-war scarlet 
tunic and busby. Pre - war 
head-pieces, it may be added, 
are n ow worn exclusively at the ! 
War Office. 

At the Independent Labour 
Party’s 'Victory dance it was 
stipulated that “ evening dress 
and shirt sleeves are barred." 
This challenge to the upper 
classes (with whom shirt- 
sleeves are of course dc rigueiinr) 
is not without its significance. 


^ TTr-pi t^vaye of OEIME. a 1 .n 

Sunday. We can only suppose ^ o » much alarm was caused 

that the misguided bird didnot my pocket. ^ announcement in these 

cnactnemisguiaea o iau unou Cfearorfw. “ Just ABSBNT-MisDBDirBSS. I okce 'ad jast week that the 

know it was Sunday. ^ ^^3 exactly like those you ’be wEAEiira.” columns last weeic tnat tne 

(collapse of a wooden house 

A medical irian refers to the case of a ' A weekly paper points out that there was caused by a sparrow stuping on 
woman who has no sense of time, pro- are at least thirty thousand unem- it, we feel we ought to mention that, 
portion or numbers. There should be ployed persons in this country. This owing to a sudden gust of wind, the 
a great chance for her as a telephone of course is very serious. After all you bird in question leaned to one side, and 
operator. * * cannot have strikes unless the people it was simply this movement which 

=;• are in work. caused the house to overbalance. 

“ Owing to its weed-choked condi- ’ ^ — 

tion." savs The Evenina News, “the It appears that the dog (since de- “Tte eternal combustion engine kas become 


A PAIR OP PANTS EXACTLY LIKE THOSE YOU ^EE WEARING.” 


'1' are in work. caused the house to overbalance. 

“ Owing to its weed-choked condi- ’ * ^ — 

tion," says The Evening News, “the It appears that the dog (since de- “The eternal combustion engine has become 
Thames is going to ruin."' Unless stroyed) which was found wandering recognised the world over as a factor in modern 
something is done at once it is feared outside No. 10, Downing Street, had omUsation.”-Prori)tcMZ Pui-er. _ 


that this famous river may have to be never tasted Prime Minister. But surely it is many years since Lord 

abolished, . Westbury in the Gorham case was 

It is reported that when Sir David ^aid'to' have “dismissed h with 

As the supply of foodstuffs will Bueneti? put up Drury Lane Theatre costs ? 
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THE SWEET INFLUENCES OF TRADE. 

[The revival, in certain quarters, of commercial relations with 
Germany has already begun to blunt the memory of the War. ^ And 
now the proposal to open up trade with the Co-operative Societies in 
Russia, to the obvious benefit of the Bolshevists, who practically control 
the whole'country, looks like an attempt to bring about indirectly a 
peace which we cannot in decency negotiate through the ordinary 
channels of diplomacy.] 

They are coming, the carpet-baggers, their voices are 
heard in the land, . . 

Guttural Teuton organs, but very polite and bland ; : . 
And our arms are stretched for threrir -welcome ; we \e 
buried the past like a dud; 

For blood may be thicker than water, but Trade is 
thicker than blood. 

The Winter of war is over, and lo ! with the dawn of 
Spring 

They come, and we greet them coming, like swallows 
that homeward swing, 

Fair as the violet’s waking, swift as the snows in flood, 
For blood may be thicker than water, but Trade is 
thicker than blood. 

Likewise with Soviet Eussia — we Ve done with, the need 
to fight; , ^ 

There are gentler methods (and cheaper) of putting the 
whole thing right; 

The paints of the dealers are plying the soap ’sdn visible sud. 
For blood may be thicker than water, but Trade is 
thicker than blood. 

Of Peace there can be no parley with Lenin’s 
as such, , 

But Business can easily tackle what Honour declines to 
touch, ... 

Making the sewage to blossom, sampling the septic mud, 
For blood may be thicker than water, bub Trade is 
thicker than blood. 

Thus may our merchant princes modestly play their part, 
Speeding the silent process of soldering heart to heart, 
Just as the forces of Nature silently swell the bud, 

For blood may be thicker than water, but Trade is 
thicker than blood. 

So in the hands of the Bolshie our hands shall 'at last be 
laid; 

Deep unto deep is calling to lift the long blockade; 

*‘No truck,”' we had. sworn, “with murder;” but God 
will forget that oath, '- - . - 

For blood is thicker than water, but Trade is thicker 
than both. O R . 

WITH THE AUXILIARY PATROL. 

1 ‘ f ‘ AiN Honourable Record. 

Many years ago, in the reign of goofl' Queen Victoria, a 
little ship sailed out of Grimsby Docks in . all the proud 
bravery of new paint and snow-white declcs, and passed 
the Newsand bound for the Dogger Bank. They had 
christened her the King George, and, though 'her feminine 
susceptibilities were perhaps a trifle piqued at this affront 
to her sex, it was a right royal name, and her brand-new 
boilers swelled with loyal fervour. She was a steam 
tmwler— at that time one of the smartest steam trawlers 
afloat and she knew it ; she held her headlights very high 
indeed, you may be sure. ^ o 

Time passed, and the winds and waters of the North Sea 
dealt -all too rudely with the fair freshness of her ekterior • ^ 
she grew worn and weather- st^.a^V a<tiff;it, Was-, apparent > 

even to the casuahey^ pf a landsman that she had left bW 

girlhood behind her out on the Nor’-East Eougb. Some of 
the younger trawlers woyld ^eeringly refer to her behind 
her back as “ Auntie,” and afiected to regard her as an 
antediluvian old dowager, which of course was mainly 
due to jealousy. But she still pegged awa^?- at her work, 
bringing in from the Dogger week by week her cargoes of 
fish, regardless alike of the ravages of time and the jibes 
pf ]iev upstart rivals. As long as her owners were satisfied 
she was happy, for she cherished first and last a sense of 
duty, as all good ships do. 

And then suddenly came the War, infesting the seas with 
unaccustomed and nerve'-r^kipg dangers. I must apologise 
for mentioning this, as eyelyfic^y knows that we ought now 
to forget about the War as quickly as possible and get on 
with more important matters, ’but .at the time it had a cer- 
tain efl:‘ect upon us all, ij^ot ^excluding the King George. 
Scorning the menaces that lurked about her path she carried 
on the pursuit of the cod and haddock in her old undemon- 
strative fashion, for she was a British ship from stem ‘to 
stern and conscious of the tradition behind her. 

. Then one day they hauled her up in dock, gave her a six- 
pounder astern, fitted her with wireless and sent her out to 
take care of her unarmed sisters on the fishing-grounds. 
She flew the White Ensign. 

These were the proudestr'days of her life: she was help- 
ing to keep the seas. It is ti^ie the big sliips of the Fleet 
might laugh at her in a good-natured way and pass uncom- 
plimentary remarks about her personal appearance, but 
they had to “ acknowledge her seamanship and her pluck. 
She could buffet her way -through weather that no destroyer 
dare face, and mines had no terrors for her, for even if she 
were to bump a tini-fish it only meant one old trawler the 
less, and the Navy could afford it. 

It was during these days, too, that she became known, 
though not by name, to reawiers of Punch, for her adven- 
tures and those of her crew were often chronicled in his 
tales of the “Auxiliary Batrol,” And when she had seen 
the War through she said Good-bye to his pages and made 
ready to return again to the ways of peace. She was quite 
satisfied; she never thought of giving, up her job, though 
she was now a very old ship^and it would have been no 
shame to her. She just took a freslx coat of paint and 
steamed away to the Dogger Bank once more. 

Hi Hi :!? 'At . ;J; 

The other day a small paragraph appeai^ed in some of the 
newspapers that were not too busy discussing the possibili- 
ties of another railway strike: “The Grimsby trawler 
King George'' it said. “ is, reported long over-due from the 
fishing-grounds, and the owners say that there is no hope of 
her return.” No one would notice this, because the first 
round of the English Cup was to be played that week, and 
besides it was not as though’' it were a battleship or a big 
liner that had gone down. It was just the old King George. 

And that, I suppose, is the end of her, except that she 
may continue to be remembered by one or two who served 
aboard her in the days of the Auxiliary Patrol — remembered 
as a gaUant little ship that served her country in its hour ; 
of need, and did not hold that hour the limit of her service. 
Well played, King George ! 

, . .“THE DBINK'WATER TRAGEDY.” 

Heading in “ Neto TorJe Times” 

This comes from ciry America, but it is not the wail of a 
“ Wet merely the heading of an article oxiAbrahamLincoln. 

“ Wales has its Ulster just as Ireland had, and it was a question 
n Wales was going to be conquered by the indu.strial area of 

Uarain and the district, or whether the industrial area was goini? to 
conquer Wales.”— Mail. 

We shall put our money on “the industrial area.” 
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Officer. ^'Welci, Petebs, how did you get on?’* 


A LIMPET OF WAR. 

(With the British Army in FTunce.) 

The day on which that fine old 
crnsted warrior, Major Slingswivel, 
quits the hospitable confines of Nulle- 
part Camp will be the signal that the 
Bntish Army in France has completed 
its work, even to the labelling and 
despatching of the last bundle of as- 
Mrted howitzers.' A British army in 
[ France without Major Slingswivel 
would be unthinkable. It is confi- 
dently asserted that Nullepart Camp 
was built round him when he landed 
in 14, and that he has only emerged 
mm it on annual visits to his tailor for 
the purpose of affixing an additional 
chevron and having another inch let 

ik A - 1 ® - 'Latest reports state 

that he IS. still going strong, and in- 
denting for ice-cream freezers, in anti- 
cipatien of a hot summer. 

But for an unforgivable error of tact 
J. might have stood by the old -bronto- 
saur® to the bitter end. One evening 
he- and I were listening to a concert 
given -by tbe "Fluffy Furbelows” in 
the camp Nissen Coliseum, and a Miss • 
Gwennie GwiUis was expressing an i 


ardent desire to get back to Alabama 
and dear ole Mammy and Dad, not to 
speak of the rooster and the lil melon- 
1 patch way down by the swamp. The 
, prospect as painted by her was so 
• alluring tliat by the end of the first 
I verse all the troops were infected with 
. trans-.AtIantio yearnings and voiced 
them in a manner that would have 
made an emigration agent rub his hands 
and start chartering transport right 
away. She had an enticing twinkle 
which lighted on the Major a few times, 
so that I wasn’t surprised when the 
second chorus found him roarimr out 
that he too was going to take a long 
Icasc^of a shack down Alabama way, 
‘‘Gad— she immense! We must 
invite her to tea to-morrow,” he said 
to me in a. whisper that shook the 
JNissen hut to its foundations. Sling- 

swivel was no vocal lightweight. Those 

people in Thanet and Kent who used 
to write to the papers saying they ■ 

could hear the guns in the VimyEidge ' 

^d Messines offensives were wrong, \ 
What they really heard was Major i 
biingswivel at Nullepart expostulating i 
with his partner for declaring clubs 
on a no-trump hand. ^ 


“ Very well,” I answered sulkily. It 
) wasn’t the first time the Major had 
- been captivated by ladies with Southern 
3 syncopated tastes, and I knew I should 
) be expected to complete the party with 
: the other lady member of the troupo, 

I Lulcie Demiton, and listen to tho 
I old boy making very small talk in a 
I very large voice. I could see myself 
balancing a teacup and trying to got 
m a word here and there through the 
barrage. 

Still, there was no getting out of it, 
and next afternoon found our rjuartetto 
nibbling ^petits gdtediix in tho only 
patisserie in the village. The Major 
was in fine fettle as the war-worn old 
veteran, and Gwennie and Dulcio 
spuried him on with open and undis- 
guised admiration. 

“ Now I ’m in France,” gushed 
I wennie, “ I want to see everythiiuh — 
where the trenches were and where 
you fought your terrible battles.” 

Delighted to show you,” said Sling- 
swivel bursting with pride at being 
taJcen for a combatant officex*. ** How 
about to-morrow ? ” 

lovely,” cooed •Gwennie. 
We re showing at Fetiteville in tbe ■ 
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evening, but vre shan’t be starting 
before lunch.” 

“That gives us all morning,” said 
the Major enthusiastically. “ Miss 
Gwennie, Miss Dulcie, Spenlow, we 
v^ill parade to-morrow at 9.30.” 

I couldn’t understand it. Naturally 
Gwennie, with her mind constantly set 
on Alabama, couldn’t be expected to be 
up in war geography, but the Major 
knew jolly well that all the battles 
within reasonable distance of Nullepart 
had been fought out with chits and 
indents. I put it to him that it wasn’t 
likely country for war thrills. 

“ Leave it to me,” he said confidently. 

So I left it, and when we paraded 
next morning where do you think the 
wily old bird led us ? Why, to the old 
training ground on the edge of the 
camp, 'where the E.E.'s used to lay 
out beautifully revetted geometrical ; 
trenches as models of what we were^ 
supposed to imitate in the front line 
between hates. Having been neglected 
since the Armistice they had caved in 
a bit and sagged round the corners till 
they were a very passable imifeation of 
the crump-battered thing, 

Old Slingswivel so arranged the 
itinerary that the girls didn’t perceive 
that the sector was bounded on one 
side by Pere Popeau’s turnip field and 
on the other by a duck-pond, and he 
showed a tactical knowledge of the 
value of cover in getting us into a 
trench out of view of certain stakes 
and pickets that were obviously used 
by M6re Popeau as a drying -ground. 
To divert attention he gave a vivid 
demonstration of bombing along a 
C.T. with clods of earth, with myself as 
bayonet-man nipping round traverses 
and mortally puncturing sand -bags 
with a walking-stick. It must have 
been a pretty nervy business for the 
Major, for any minute we might have 
come across a notice-board about the 
hours of working parties knocking oflt’ 
for dinner that would have given the 
whole show away. But he displayed 
fine qualities of leadership and presence 
of mind at critical moments, notably 
when Gwennie showed a disposition to 
explore a particular dug-out.” 

“I shouldn’t advise you to go in 
there, Miss Gwennie,” he said gravely. 

“ Why?” asked Gwennie apprehen- 
sively. 

“ Not a pleasant sight for a lady,” 
said the Major gruffly. “ It upset me 
one day when I looked in.” 

This was probable enough, for the 
Mess steward used it as a store for 
empty bottles. 

Gwennie shuddered and passed on. 

* The Major mopped his forehead with 
relief and set the ladies souveniring 
among old water-tin stoppers, which 
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The New Minister, “Boy, no ye no ken it's the Sawbath?” 

Boy, “Oh ay, pine. But this is wobk o' necessity.” 

Minist&i', “An* hoo is that?” 

Boy, “The mebnisteb's comin’ tae dinneb an’ we’ve nIethin' tae gie ’ilt." 


he alleged to be the plugs of hand- 
grenades. 

Taking it all round, it was a success- 
ful morning’s show, which did credit to 
the producer, and it was only spoiled 
when, so to speak, the curtain rolled 
down amidst thunders of applause. 

“We don't realize what we owe to 
gallant soldiers like you,” said Gwennie 
admiringly. 

The Major waved a fat deprecating 
hand. 

“ And Captain Spenlow has just been 
telling me,” continued Gwennie, “ that 
you occupied this sector all through 
the War and that you hung on right to 
the very last, notwithstanding incredible 
efforts to dislodge you** 


At this crude statement of the naked 
facts Slingswivel’s face went a deeper 
shade of purple, and you can appreci- 
ate why I put in an urgent application 
for immediate release, on compassion- 
ate grounds, and why the Major gladly 
endorsed it. 

“WAR CRIMINALS. 

THE THREE PREMIERS MEET ALONE TO-DAY.” 

Evening Bajoer, 

We suspect Mr. Keynes’ hand in these 
headlines. 

“ Information wanted as ‘to whereabouts of 
Mrs. J. 0. Plonk (Blonk) wife of J. 0. Plonk 
(Clonk).” — Advt. in Chinese Pajoer. 

This should go very well with a banjo 
1 accompaniment. 



66 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Januaet 28 , 1920 . 

THE TRAGEDY OF AN AUTHOR'S WIFE, 

won’t stand it any longer,” said 
Janet intensely, meeting me in the 
hall* “Take off your umbrella and 
listen to me.” 

“ It ’s off,” I replied faintly, perceiv- 
ing that something was all my fault. 
“Can’t you hear it singing ‘Niagara’ 
in the porch ? ” 

I dropped the shopping on the floor 
and sat down to watch Janet walking 
up and down the room. 

“ I want,” she continued in the tone 
of one who has had nobody to be in- 
dignant with all day, “a divorce.” 

“ Who for ? ” I inquired. “ Eeally, 
darling, we can’t afford any more pres- 
ents this ” 

“ Me,” she interrupted, frowning. 

“ Couldn’t you have it for your birth- 
day?” I suggested. “I may have 
some more money by then. Besides, I 
gave you ” 

“No, I could not,” replied Janet in 
a voice like the end of the world ; “ I 
want it now. I will not wear myself 
out trying to live up to an impossible 
ideal, and lose all my friends because 
they can’t* help comparing me with it. 
And it isn’t even as if it were my own 
ideal. I .never know what I ’ve got to 
be like from one week to another. And 
what do I get for my struggles? 
Not even recognition, much less grati- 
tude.” 

‘’Janet,” I said kindly, “I don’t 
know laJiat you ’re talking about. Who 
are these people who keep idealising 
you ? I will not have you annoyed in 
this way. Send them to me and I ’ll 
put a little solid realism into their 
heads. I ’ll tell them what you really 
are, and that ’ll settle their unfortunate 
illusions. Dear old girl, don’t worry 
so ... 1 11 soon put it right.” 

J anet looked at me piercingly. 

“ It ’s this,” she said ; “ I keep having 
people to call on me.” 

“ I know,” I answered, shuddering ; 
“but I can’t help it, can I? You 
shouldn’t be so attractive.” 

“DearWillyum,” she replied, “that’s 
just the point; you can help it.” 

“ Stop calling me names and I ’ll see 
what can be done.” 

“ But it ’s part of my ‘ whimsical wit ’ 
to call you Willyum,” she said grimly, 
‘‘I understand that I am like that. 
People realise this when they read 
your^ articles, and immediately call to 
see rf I ’m true. I ’ve read through 
nearly all your stories to-day, in be- 
tween the visitors, and — and ” 

I gripped her. hand in silence. 

“I^m losing all my friends,” she 
mourned, touched by my sympathy, 

“ even those who used to like me long 
- ago. Girls who knew me at school say 

to themselves, ‘Fancy poor old Janet 
being like that all the time, and we 
never knew ! ’ and they rush down to 
see me again. They sit hopefully round 
'me as long as they can bear it ; then, 
after the breakdown, they go away 
indignant and never think kindly of me 
again.” 

She gloomed. 

“ And all the cousins and nice young 
men who used to think I was quite jolly 
have suddenly noticed how much jollier 
I might be if only I could say the things 
they say you say I say . . 

“Hush, hush,” I whispered; “have 
an aspirin.” 

“ But it ’s quite trm,'' she cried hope- 
lessly. “ And She ’s just what I ought 
to be. She says everything just in the 
right place. When I compare myself 
with Her, I know I’m not a bit the 
kind of person you admire, and— and 
it’s no good pretending any longer. 
I’m not jealous, only — sort of mis- 
rubble.” 

She rose with a pale smile and, 
hushing my protestations, arrived at 
her conclusion. 

“ We must part,” she said, throwing 
her cigarette into the fire and walk- 
ing to the window ; “ 1 can’t help it. I 
suppose I ’m not good enough for you. 
You must be free to marry Her when we 
find Her. I too,” she sighed, “ must be 
free. * • /’ 

“ I now call upon myself to speak,” 
I remarked, rising hurriedly. “Janet,” 
I continued, aniving at her side, “keep 
perfectly still and do not attempt to 
breathe, because you will not be able 
to, and look as pleasant as you can 
while I tell you truthfully what I think 
you are really like,” 

(I have been compelled to delete this 
passage on the ground that even if 
people believed me it would only attract 
more callers.) 

“All right,” she continued, unruffling 
her hair; “ but if I do you must promise 
to leave off' writing stories about me. 
Will you?” 

“ But, darling,” I objected, “ consider 
the bread-and-jam.” 

She was silent. 

“ Well, then,” she said at last, “ you 
must only write careful ones that I can 
live up to.” 

“I’ll try,” I agreed remorsefully; 
“I’ll go and do one now — all about 
this. And you can censor it.” I left 
the room jauntily, 

Janet’s - voice, suddenly repentant, 
followed me. 

^ “ No,” she called, “ that won’t do 
either. Because if it ’s a true one you 
won’t sell it.” 

^‘But if it isn’t,” I hailed back, “and 

I do, we can put the money in the 
Divorce Fund.” 

THE SORROWS OF A SUPER-PROFITEER. 

[Bradford wool-spinners are stated to be 
unable to escape from the deluge of wealth 
that pours upon them or avoid making profits 
of three thousand two hundred per cent.] 

And so you thought we simply steered 
Great* motor - cars to champagne 
dinners 

And bought tiaras and were cheered 

By hopes of breeding Epsom winners ; 
Eh, lad, you little knew the wwd 

Dreed by the Yorkshire spinners. 

How hollow are those marble halls, 

The place I built and deemed a show- 
thing, 

Its terraces, its waterfalls 

Once more I hear that sound of 
loathing, 

The bell rings and a stranger calls 

To speak of underclothing. 

They ’ve bashed my offices to wrecks, 
They ’ve broke their way beyond the 
warders, 

And now my country seat they vex, 

They trample my herbaceous borders ; 
They chase me up and down with 
cheques, 

They flummox me with orders. 

They bolt me to 'the billiard-room, 

Where chaps are playing five -bob 
snooker ; 

They see mo dodging from the doom, 
They heed no threats and no rebuker ; 

“ We ’ve got thee now,” they say, “ ba 
goom ! ” 

And pelt mo with their lucx'e. 

Vainly I put the prices up 

To stem that flowing tide of riches ; 
The horror haunts me as I sup ; 

The unknown guest arrives and 
pitches 

His ultimatum in my cup : — 

“ The people must have breeches.” 

I shall not see the skylark soar 

Nor hear the cuckoo nor tho linnet, 
When Springtime comes, above the roar 
Of folk a-hollering each minute 

For yarn at thirty-two times more 

Than what I spent to spin it. 

Eh me, I cannot help but pine 

For days departed now and olden, 
When I could drink of common wine, 

To powdered flunkeys unbebolden ; 

Do peas taste better when we dine 
Because the knife is golden ? 

Often I wish I might repair 

To haunts that once 1 used to enter, 
Like “ The Old Fleece ” up yonder there, 
Of which I was a great frequenter, 

Not yet a brass-bound millionaire, 

But just a cent-per-center. Evob. 

“ Over 30,000 people paid £2,019 to sec the 
cup tie at Valley Parade.”— PrmncieZ Paper, 

The new rich ! 
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THE JUMBLE SALE. 


Aunt Angela coughed. 


which, though of no intrinsic value, are ceeding from the shed, I went thither 
bound to me by strong ties of senti- to investigate, and was nearly capsized 


‘ By the way, ment ; little old bits of things — you by Edward charging out. 


Etta was here this afternoon. ‘ know how it is. After twenty minutes’ “ It ’s gone,” he cried — “ gone ! ” and 

Edward’s eye met mine. The result heart-and-drawer-searching I decided pawed wildly for his stirrup, 
of Etta’s last call was that Edward to sacrifice a policeman’s helmet and a • “ What has ? *’ I inquired, 
spent a vivid afternoon got up as sock, the upper of which had outlasted The Limit,”’ he wailed. "She’s 
Bather Christmas in a red dressing- the toe and heel. I bore these down- picked . . . lock . . . muck-room with 
gown and cotton- wool whiskers, which stairs and laid them at Aunt Angela’s a hairpin, sent . . . Limit . . .jumble 
caught fire and singed his home-grown feet. sale ! ” 

articles, small boys at the same time "What’s this?” said she, stirring He sprang aboard his cycle and dis- 
pinching his legs to see if he was real, the helmet disdainfully with her toe 


sale ! ” 

He sprang aboard his cycle and dis- 
appeared down the high road to St, 


while I put in some sultry hours under "Eelic of the Great War. The Gwithian, pedalling like a squirrel on 
a hearthrug playing the benevolent Crown Prince used to wear it in wet a treadmill, the tails of his new mackin- 

polar-bear to a crowd of small girls weather to keep the crown dry.” “ tosh spread like wings on the breeze, 

who hunted me with fire-irons. Aunt Angela sniffed and picked up So Aunt Angela with serpentine guile 

" What is it this time ?” I asked. the sock with the fire -tongs. And had deferred her raid until the last 

" Ajumble sale,” said Aunt Angela, this ? ” moment and then bagged " The Limit,” 

" What ’s that ? ” i ^ [the pride of the muck- 


weather to keep the crown dry.” “ tosh spread like wings on the breeze. 

Aunt Angela sniffed and picked up So Aunt Angela with serpentine guile 
the sock with the fire -tongs. And had deferred her raid until the last 
this ? ” moment and then bagged " The Limit,” 

the pride of the muck- 
room. 

" The Limit,” I should 
tell you, is (or was) a 
waterproof. It is a faith- 
ful record of Edward’s 
artistic activities during 
the last thirty years, being 
decorated all down the 
^ front with smears of red, 
whlfie and green paint. 
Here and there it has been 
repaired with puncture 
patches and strips of sur- 
gical ^ plaster, but more 
often it has not. As Edward 
is incapable of replacing 
a button and Aunt Angela 
refuses to touch the 
" Limit,” he knots himself 
into it with odds and ends 
of string and has to be lib- 
erated by his ally, the cook, 
with a kitchen knife. Ed- 
ward calls it his "garden 
coat,” and swears he only 

Female (to ignorant party). “ ’E *s dressed as one o’ them Bronchial dirty jobs, to 

Busters to attract attention to ’is Gore Cure,” save his new mackintosh, 

— but nevertheless he is sin- 

" A sock, of course,” I explained, cerely attached to the rag, and once 
" An emergency sock of my own inven- attempted to travel to London to a 
tion. It has three exits, you will ob- Eoyal Society beano in it, and was only 
serve. Very handy in case of fire.” frustrated in the nick of time. 

" Hump ! ” said Aunt Angela. So the oft-threatened " Limit ” had 


" A scheme by which the ‘ 

bucolic English exchange 
garbage,” Edward ex- 
plained. 

" Oh, well, that has no- 
thing to do with us, thank 
goodness,” 

He returned to his hook, 
a romance entitled Gertie, 
or Should She Have Done ? 

It ? Edward, I should ex- 
plain, is a philosopher by 
trade, but he beguiles his 
hours of ease with works 
of fiction borrowed from 
the cook. 

Aunt Angela was of a ‘ 
different opinion. " Oh, 
yes, it has: both of you 
are gradually filling the 
house up with accumulated 
rubbish. If you don’t sur- 
render most of it for Etta’s 
sale there ’ll be a raid.” 

My eye met Edward’s. 

We walked out into the Female (to ignorant party). "’E’s dressed as one o’ them Bronchial dirty jobs, to 

TTT ni 1 ^ . Busters to attract attention to ’is Gore Gure,” save his new mackintosh, 

A .1 ^ ^ ; butneverthelessheissin- 

ngela something or she 11 tidy us, ’ he "A sock, of course,” I explained, cerely attached to the rag, and once 
j 1 1 “ An emergency sock of my own inven- attempted to travel to London to a 

T ^ curse,” tiou. It has three exits, you will ob- Eoyal Society beano in it, and was only 

1 protested. They have no considera- serve. Very handy in case of fire.” frustrated in the nick of time. 

f ^ “Hunip! ” Said Aunt Angela. So the oft-threatened “ Limit” had 

run Edward returned bearing his offer- been reached at last. I laughed heartily 
them” untidy peoples houses for mgs, a gent’s rimless boater, a door- for a moment, then a sudden cold dread 
T i t, , SIX inches of lead-piping and gripped me, and I raced upstairs and 
if? Jl half a bottle of cod-liver oil. tore^n my wardrobe. Gregory, the 

make a stand’ ’ ^® “Hump ! said Aunt Angela. glory of Gopherville, had gone too ! 

AnSa off ^ ’^® A ^ as to Gregory. ^If you look 

staffi Angela resumed her sewing, at a map of Montana and follow a line 

his muck room ^ ^ ^ Edward his Gerhp I my slumb-, due North through from Fort Custer 


tore open my wardrobe. Gregory, the 
glory of Gopherville, had gone too ! 

A word as to Gregory. If you look 


Hs muok-mom ® J^ctward his Gerhp I my slumb-, due North through from Fort Custer 

If anvbndvin’+Viia noi’rfi K i, ju ^7 ^e‘i*t'8'tiions. Nor indeed was the you will not find Gopherville, because a 

anvthinff tlmt is , , ^ jumble sale again mehtioned, a fact cyclone removed it some eight years 

anything that is both an eyesore and which in itself should have aroused ago. Nine years a<»o however Grsfforv 

Edw^rSTsUef/ r “yrP™^:b«tIamlikethat,inno- andlSfnetL« 

u muck-room, where he cent as a sucking-dove. I had put the ian 01othin'» Store ” in the main fand 

genoy matter out of my mind altogether until only) street of GopherviUe, an^ I 

foom and roSedTb^nt yesterday evening, when, hearing the secured him for ten Ws cash. He 

Lares et Penates. Ihavemanvaftiofos *>>^6 is_a mauve satin waistcoat, embroidered 

many articles frantic clanking of a bicycle pump pro- with a chaste design of anchors and 
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PORTBAIT OF A GENTLEMAN IN PEOOESS OF LEOLDING THAT THE HIRE OF A OAR TO TARE HIM TO HIS 
FANCY-DRESS REVEL WOULD HAYE BEEN WELL WORTH THE EXPENSE* 


forget-me-nots, subtly suggesting per- 
ennial fidelity. The combination of 
Gregory and me proved' irresistible at 
all Gopherville’s social events. 

Wishing to create a favourable atmo- i 
sphere, I wore Gregory at my first party 
in England, I learn that Aunt Angela 
disclaimed all knowledge of me during 
that evening. 

Subsequently she made, several deter- 
mined attempts to present Gregory to 
the gardener, the butcher’s boy and to 
an itinerant musician as an overcoat 
for his simian colleague. Had I foiled 
her in all of these to be beaten in the 
end? Ko, not without a struggle. I 
scampered downstairs again and, wrest- 
! ing Harriet’s bicycle from its owner’s 
: hands (Harriet is the housemaid and it 
was her night out), was soon pedalling 
furiously after Edward. 

The jumble sale was being held in 
the schools and all St. Gwithian was 
there, fighting tooth and nail over the 
bargains. A jumble sale is to what 
remnant sales are to urhs^ I battled 
my way round to each table in .turn, 
but nowhere could I find my poor dear 
old Gregory. Then I saw Etta, the 
presiding genius, and butted my way 
towards her. 

“Look here,” I gasped — “have you 


by any chance seen — ^ — ? ” I gave her 
a full description of the lost one.' 

Etta nodded. “ Sort' of illuminated 
horse-blanket ? Ob, yes, I should say 
I have.” 

“ Tell me,” I panted^ — “ tell me, is it 
sold yet? Who bought it? Where 
is ?” 

“ It ’s not sold yet/' said Etta calmly. 
“There was such rivalry oVer it that 
it ’s going to be rafiSed. . Tickets half-a- 
crown each. Like one ? ” 

' “ But it ’s mine I ” I protested. 

“ On the contrary, it’s mine ; Angela 
gave it to me. If you care to buy all 
the tickets ? ” 

“ How much ? ” I growled. 

“ Four pounds.” 

“But — but that’s twice as much as 
I paid for it originally I ” 

“I know,” said Etta sweetly, “but 
prices have risen terribly owing to the 
War.” 

-:1c - ^ _ t\i 

' I found Edward outside leaning on his * 
jaded velocipede. He was wearing the 
“Limit.” 

“Hello,” said he, “got what you 
wanted ? - 

“Yes,” said I, ‘*^aiid so, I observe, 
did you. How much did you have to 


“Nothing,” said he triumphantly; 
“'Etta took my new mackintosh in ex- 
change,” he chuckled. “I think we 
rather scored ofi* Angela this time, don’t 
you ? ” 

“ Yes,” said I — “ ye-es.” 

Patlander, 

From an invitation to a subscription- 
baU:— 

‘‘Hoping tliat you will endeavour to make 
this, our first dance, a humping success . . 

As the Latin gentleman might, have 
Nemo repe^ite fuit Terpsichore* 

“Two pigs ofi their feet had hard work to 

get to food trough, hut K Pig Powders 

soon put them right .” — Local Pa^er* 

Set them on their feet again, we con- 
clude. 

“ Respectable reserved lady (25), of ability, 
wishes to meet -respectable keen Business 
Gentleman, honourable and reserved.” , 

AdvL in Irish Paper, 

Obviously reserved for one another. 

“A big re-iinion'of all returned men and 
their dependents is' to he held at the Board of 
Trade building on New Year’s day, . , A year 
ago the afiair was a hug success and the ladies 
hope for an even better record this year.” 

Manitoba Free Press, 

Manitoba is so embracing. ' 
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TO MY BUTTER RATION 

[On hearing that the stuff is shortly to be decontrolleid), 
Thoxt whom, when Saturday's expiring sun 
Informs me that another, day is done . 

And summons fire from the reflecting pane 
Of Griggs and Sons, where groceries obtain, • ■ 

I seek, not lightly nor in careless haste . 

As men buy bloaters or ahcHovy paste, 

Who fling the cash down with abstracted air. 
Crying, Two tins, please," or “I ’ll take the pair," 
But reverently and with concentred gaze 
Lest Griggs’s varlet (drat his casual ways !), 
Intrigued with passing friend br-canine strife, 

Leave half of thee adhering to the knife^ — 

My butter ration ! ^ If symbolic breath 
Can be presumed in one so close to death, 

It is decreed that thou, my heart’s desire, 

Who scarcely art, must finally expire ; ' 

Yea, they who hold thy fortunes in their hands, 
Base-truckling to the profiteer’s commands. 

No more to my slim revenues will temper 
The cost of thee, ’but with a harsh 8ic semper 
Paup^ibus ’’ fling thee, heedless of my prayers, 

Into theTatted laps of war-time millionaires. 

No more when Phoebus bids the day be born 
And savoury odours greet the Sabbath morn, 

Calling to J ane to bring the bacon in, 

Shall I bespread thee, marvellously thin. 

But ah I how toothsome ! while my offspring barge 
Into the cheap but uninspiring marge, 


While James, our youngest (spoilt), proceeds to cram 
His ample crop with plum and rhubarb jam. 

No more when twilight fades from tower and tree 
Shall I conceal what still remains of thee 
^ Lest that the housemaid or, perchance, the eat 
Should mischief thee, imponderable pat. 

Ah, mine no rnore I for lo ! ’tis noised around 
How thou wilt soon cost seven bob a pound. 

As well demand thy weight in radium 
As probe my*’poverished~poke for such a sura. 
Wherefore, farewell ! No more, alas ! thou ’It oil 
These joints that creak with unrewarded toil ; 

.No more thy heartsick votary’s midmost riff 
Wilt lubricate, and, oh! (as Wordswoeth says) the diff I 
' — ■ ■ — "Algou. 

/‘PUNCH” ON THE SCREEN. 

Mr. Punch begs to inform the Public that ho has pre- 
pared for their entertainment twelve sets of Lantern Slides 
reproducing his most famous Cartoons and Pictures (five 
of the sets deal with the Great War), and that they 
may be hired, along with explanatory Lectures, and, if 
desired, a Lantern and Operator, on application to Messrs. 
E. G. Wood, 2, Queen Street, Cheapside. B.O., to whom all 
inquiries as to terms should be addressed. 

“When he endeavoured to put the man out the Alderman was 
chucked under the paw. He drove straight to the barracks, informed 
the police of what had occurred, and having met his assailant an the 
road near by, he was placed under arrest.”— Paper. 

The Alderman seems to have had a rough time all through. 












THE MOO-COW. 

I WAS getting so tired of the synco- 
pated life of town (and it didn't fit in 
with my present literary work) that I 
bribed my old pal Hobson to exchange 
residences with me for six months, with 
option ; so now he has my flat in towni 
complete with Underground Eailway 
and street noises (to say nothing of 
jazz music wherever he goes), and I 
have his country cottage, old-fashioned 
and clean, and a perfectly heavenly 
silence to listen to. Still, there are 
noises, and their comparative infre- 
quency makes them the more noticeable. 
There is, for instance, a cow that bothers 
me more than a little. It has chosen, 
or there has been chosen, for its day 
nursery a field adjoining my (really 
Hobson's) garden. It has selected a 
spot by the hedge, almost under the 
study window, as a fit and proper place 
for its daily round of mooing. 

Possibly this was at Hobson's request. 
Perhaps he likes the sound of mooing, 
or, conceivably, the cow doesn't like 
Hobson, and moos to annoy him. But 
surely it cannot mistake me for him. 
We are not at all alike. He is short! 


and dark ; I am tall and fair. This has 
given rise to a question in my mind : 
Can cows distinguish between human 
beings ? 

Anyway the cow worries me with 
its continual fog-horn, and I thought: 
I would write to the owner (a small 
local dairy-farmer) to see if he could 
manage to find another field in which 
to batten this cow, where it could moo 
till it broke its silly tonsils for all I 
should care; so I indited this to him : — 

My ueab Sie , — You have in your 
entourage a cow that is causing me 
some annoyance. It is one of those red- 
and- white cows (an Angora or Pomer- 
anian perhaps; I don't know the names 
of the different breeds, being a town 
mouse), and it has horns of which one 
is worn at an angle of fifteen or 
twenty degrees higher than the other. 
This may help you to identify it. It 
possesses, moreover, a moo which is a 
blend between a ship's siren and a taxi- 
cab’s honk syringe. If you haven't 
heard either of these instruments you 
may take my word for them. Further, 
I think it may really assist you if I 
describe its tail The last two feet of it 
have become unravelled, and the upper 


part is red, with a white patch w^here 
the tail is fastened on to the body. 

It is only the moo part of the cow 
that is annoying me ; I like the rest of 
it. I am engaged in writing a book on 
the Dynamic Force of Modern Art, and 
a solo on the Moo does not blend well 
with such labour as mine, ^ 

There are hens here at Hillcroft, 
This remark may seem irrelevant, but 
not if you read on. Every time one of 
these hens brings five-pence-halfpenny 
worth of egg into the world it makes 
a noise commensurate with this feat. 
But I contend that even if your cow 
laid an egg every time it moos (which 
it doesn’t, so far as m'y survey reveals) 
its idiotic bellowing would still be out 
of all proportion to the achievement. 
Even milk at a shilling a quart scarcely 
justifies such assertiveness. 

My friend Mr. Hobson may, of 
course, have offended the animal in 
question, but even so I cannot see why 
I should have to put up with its 
horrible revenge ; which brings me to 
the real and ultimate reason for troub- 
ling youy and that is, to ask you if you 
will be so good as to tell the cow to 
desist, and, in case of its refusal, to 
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remove ifc to other quarters. If the 
annoyance continues I cannot answer 
for the consequences. 

Thanking you in anticipation, 

I am, Yours faithfully, 

^ , Arthur K. Wilkinson. 

The reply ran : — i 

Deer Sir, — i am not a scoUard and 
can’t understand more'n ’alf your letter 
•if you don*t lik my cow why not go 
back were you cum from i dunno what 
you mean by consequences but if you 
lay ^ands on my cow ill ’ave the lor of 
you. Yours obedient Henry Gibbs. 

I felt that I hadn’t got off very well 
with Henry, and thought I would try 
again, so wrote : — 

Dear Mr. Gibbs, — Thank you so 
much for your too delightful letter. I 
am afraid you somewhat misappre- 
hended the purport of mine. I freely 
admit your right to turn all manner of 
beasts into your demesne; equally do I 
concede to them 'the right to play upon 
such instruments as Nature has handed 
out to them; but I also claim the right 
to be allowed to carry on my work un- 
disturbed. The consequences would be 
to me,; not to the cow, unless laryn-. 
gitis" supervenes. I love cows, and I 
greatly admire this particular.cow, but 
not its moo ; that is all. 

Is it, do you suppose, uttering some 
J eremiad or prophecy ? Can it, for ex- ' 
ample, bd foretelling the doom of the 
middle classes ? Or is it possible that 
our noisy friend is uttering a protest 


against some injurious ^treatment re- 
ceived from its master? ' 

I have discovered that our daily 
supply of milk is supplied by your herd, 
and on inquir;^ I find that our cook is 
not at all confident that a quart of the 
same as delivered to us would satisfy the 
requirements of the Imperial standard 
of measurement. 

If the animal’s fog-horn continues I 
shall take it as an indignant protest 
against a slight that has been cast on 
its fertility, and shall seriously think 
of calling in the Food-Inspector to ex- 
amine you in the table of liquid measure. 

Delightful vreather we have been ex- 
i periencing, have we not ? 

Believe me as ever, dear Mr. Gibbs, 
Yours most sincerely, 

Arthur K Wilkinson. 

I do not know how much my corre- 
spondent understood of this letter, but, 
as the moo-cow vras shortly afterwards 
relegated to fresh pastures, and as we 
are getting decidedly better measure for 
our milk money, I gather that he had 
enough intelligence for my purposes. 

The threat which I thus put at a 
venture may be recommended to anyone 
suffering from the moo nuisance. 

“ The serious loss to D’Annunzio recently of 
300,000 lire, through the disappearance of his 
cashier, has had a happy sequel. The airman- 
poet has received a like amount from a rich 
Milanese lady. The donor remains incognito.” 

Evening Standard. 

It was very clever of the lady to dis- 
guise herself as an unknown man. 


THE NEW SDBTBAOTION. 

{By a middle-class Martyr.) 
Euclid is gone, dethroned, 

By dominies disowned, 

And modern physicists, Judseo-Teuton, 
Finding strange kinks in space, 
Swerves in light’s arrowy race, 
Make havoc of the theories of Newton, 

Yet, mid this general wreck, 

These blows dealt in the neck 
Of authors of established reputation, 
Four methods unassailed 
Endured and never failed 
To guide our arithmetic calculations. 

But now at last new rules 
Are used in “ Council Schools ” 

In consequenceof Governmental action; 
And newspapers abound 
In praise of the profound 
Importance of the so-called New Sub- 
traction.” 

New, maybe, but too well 
I know its influonco fell ; 

The “ new subtraction ” (which I suffer 
under) 

From what I earn or save 
^ By toiling like a slave 
Is just a euphemistic name for plunder. 

“At Richmond a discharged soldier was 
charged with stealing a pillow, valued at 
7/6, the property of the Government * . . The 
prisoner, who had a clean sheet, was fined 
40 /-.” — Local Bajoer, 

We can understand his wanting a fresh 
pillow to go with his clean sheet. 





GOLDEN GEESE. 

The London TJniversity Correspondent of The Observer 
has been deploring the fact that a number of professors and 
lecturers have lately resigned their poorly-paid academic 
positions in order to take up commercial and industrial 
posts at much higher salaries. Among the instances he 
cites is that of a Professor of Chemistry at King’s College, 
who has been appointed Director of Beseareh to the British 
Cotton Industry Eeseareh Association. 

The movement, which the writer denounces as bearing 
“ too obvious an analogy to the killing of the golden 
goose,” is not, however confined to London University. 
From the great seats of learning all over the country the 
same complaint is heard. We learn, for instance, that Mr. 
Angus McToddie, until recently Professor of Physics at the 
John Walker University, N.B., has vacated that post on his 
appointment as Experimental Adviser to the British Con- 
stitutional Whisky Manufaefcurers’Association, 

Past and present alumni' oi Tonypandy will learn with 
regret that the University is to lose the services of its Pro- 
fessor of Live Languages, Mr. O. Evans, who is about 
to assume the responsible and highly-remunerated position' 
of Director of Eeseareh to the Billingsgate Fishporters’ 
Self-Help Society. 

The Bgregius Professor of Ancient History at Giggles- 
wick University will shortly take up his duties as Editor of 
GhestmitSt‘t)^Q new comic weekly. 

Protessor Ernest Grubb, who for many years has adorned 
the Chair of Entomology at Durdleham, is about to enter 
the dramatic sphere as stage-manager to a well-lpiown 
troupe of performing insects. - 

Another recruit to Stage enterprise is Professor Seymour 
Legge, who has been appointed Chief Investigator to the 
Beauty* Chorus- Providers’ Corporation. Mr, Legge was 
formerly Professor of Comparative Anatomy at Ballycorp. 


SATUEDAYS. 

Now has the soljer handed' in his pack, 

^And ** Peace on earth, goodwill to all” been sung; 

I ’ve got a pension and my ole job back — 

Me,, with my right leg gawn and half a lung ; 

But, Lord 1 I ’d give my bit o’ buckshee pay 
And my gratuity in honest Brads 

To go down to the field nex’ Saturday 
And have a game o’ football with the lads. 

It ’s Saturdays as does it. . In the week 
It ’s- not too bad ; there 's cinemas and things ; 

But I gets up against it, so to speak, 

¥7hen half-day-off comes round again and brings 

Tlie smell o’ mud an’ grass an’ sweating men 
Back to my mind — there ’s no denying it ; 

There ain’t much comfort tollin’ myself then, 

** Thank Gawd, I went toot sweet an’ did my 
bit!” 

Oh, yes, I knows I ’m luckj^ more or less ; 

There’s some pore blokes back there who played 
thegame 

Until they heard the whistle go, I guess, 

For Time an’ Time eternal. All the same 

It makes me proper down- at heart and sick 
To see the lads go laughing off to play ; 

I ’d sell my bldomih’ soul to have a kick — 

But whaf’s^' the good of talkin’, anyway ? 


“If we were suddenly to be deprived of the fast undergr^Tind train, 
and presented with a sparse service of steam trains i:*. f^'lphurous 
tunnels, the result on" our tempers and the rate of our travelling 
would be— well, electric I ” — BdXl Mall Gazette. 

We have tried to think of a less appropriate word than 
electric,’' but have failed miserably. 
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saddle with great firmness and we were what I might find. I knew Treacle, 
THE RIDING LESSON. off without any fuss. Once on ahorse, once started, would dash for home. If 
Phillida arrived up to time with her she had no difficulty in maintaining a the child could only stick it, all might 
suit-case, a riding-crop and a large copy perfect continuity of speech, and I soon be well. I pounded along, and after a 
of D'A-vmiOY'B Fairy Tales. S be was felt relieved of all anxiety about her two-mile run I came on them. She had 
not very communicative as we drove safety. If she was not an old and pulled him in and was walking him, 
out and I sought to draw her. You practised hand, she had nerve and waiting for me, a little turned in the 
never, by the way, talk down to Phillida. balance, and I did not think fit to pro- saddle, one minute hand resting lightly 
Personally, I don’t believe in talking duce the leading rein which I had on his broad back. She was prettily 
down to any child; but to employ this smuggled into my pocket. ^ flushed, her hair blown, but she hadn’t 

method with Phillida is to court disaster. We trotted a perlect three miles, and even lost her crop, 

“Pleasant journev ?” I inquired casu- she had an eye to the country and a “ Did you stop to get my cap? she 
allv, flickincr Bex's ear. word 'to say about all she saw. When said as we came up. “Thanks awfully." 


“Pleasant journey ? " I inquired casu- 
ally, flicking Bex's ear. 

“ 'M," responded Phillida 
in the manner 'of a child 
sucking sweets. Phillida | 

was not sucking streets, and | 

I accepted my snub. We 
drove on for a bit in silence. 

Phillida removed her hat, | 

and her bobbed hair went 
all round her head like a b ^ 

brown busby. I looked I 

round and was embarrassed t 

to find the straight grey 
eyes fixed on my face, the 
expression in them almost 
rapturous. 

“ Jolly country, isn’t it ? " 

I essayed hurriedly, with a U 

comprehensive wave of my \ 

whip. 

The preoccupied 'M " ’ 

was repeated with even less 
emphasis. . 

Another protracted 
silence. I decided not to in- ^ 
terfere with the course of ( 
nature as manifested in one | S 
small grey-eyed maiden of 
eight. Presently there burst 
from her ecstatically, “ Un- 
cle Dick, is this the one I 'm 
going to ride ? " So that was _ 

it. Prom that moment we 
got on splendidly. We dis- 
cussed, agreed and disagreed 
over breeds, paces, sizes. I ' 
told her the horse she would _ 

ride would be twice the size 
of Bex, and she nearly fell ^ 

out of the trap when I said — ' ■■ ‘ 










BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

«Y0U needn't be a bit NERVOUS ABOUT HANDLING THE CHILD, 
ME LAD. It's not a BEAL ONE.” 


I wanted to hug the little 
thing, but her dignity for- 
bade any such exhibition. 

The only other reference ' 
*to the afternoon's experi- 
ence w^as on a postcard I 
happened to see written the 
same night, addressed to 
her mother. 

“DARLiNa Bee" (it ran 
in very large baby charac- 
ters), — “I had the most 
adorable ride to-day I ever 
had. I learned to galup 
all by myself. I thaub at 
first the horse was running 
away with me, but Uncle 
Dick soon caut mo up. He 
had my cap. 

Your loving 

Phillida.*' 

I only hope that Isabel 
will think it was all just as 
deliberate as that. 

“The Ashton-undor-Lyno fight 
is beginning, and The Daily 
News comes forward to-day with 
the fjuggcstion that the Liberal 
candidate should withdraw. 

The practical effect of the 
candidature of a Liobral may 
bo only to reduce the Labour 
majority . . , 

In such circumstances wo 
think it matter for great regret 
that there should be any Libtral 
candilaturo . . . 

Upon this the comment at the 
Liberal headquarters to-day was, 

* Well, it is a little difficult to 


we might go together that very after- we turned to come back, I felt Brim- know just where wo are, isn’t it?’” 
noon, stone make his usual spurt forward, JSveiimg Paj^er. 

“ I 've not learned to gallop," she but I was not prepared for Treacle's Yes, or lohat we are, for that matter. 

remarked with some reluctance ,* “ but sudden break away. He was off like a 

of course you could teach me." rocket. That small child's cap was “ Gilbert-Sullivan Operas, 

I had only heard the vaguest rumours flung across my eyes in a sudden gust. Friday, « Trial hy July.’ ” 
of her riding experience, and she was I had retrieved it in a second, but it was Provincial Papers 

very mysterious about it herself. How- time lost, and, by Jove 1 she was out It seems a long remand. 

ever, when she came downstairs at the of sight round a bend. I followed after, ... — 

appointed time, in her brown velvet might and main, but the racket of Journalistic Camaraderie, 

jockey -cap, top-boots, breeches and Brimstone’s hoofs only sent Treacle 1 1 

flying faster. I caught sight of the nausiMS°and ia 

mined and, efficient I ielt reassured. small figure leaning back, the bright taboo as a topic of conversation. No wonder 
, I had to make holes in the stirrup hair flying. Then they were gone The Times devoted a leading article to the 
leathers eleven inches, higher than the again. My heart beat very fast. “ She th® other day.”— DaiZjr Mail. 

top, one pf all before she could touch had never learned to gallop ! " At How these Northclifpe journals love 
the irons ; but she settled into the every bend I hardly dared to look for one another ! 




MOBE OHAMHONSHIPS. 

The sporting public is so intrigued be no seconds, but Miss Templeman 
by the prospect of ' a Dempsey-Oae- will be accompanied by the pet Persian, 
PENTiER match that other impending which she always holds in her lap 
championship events are in danger of while playing, and Miss Jamdyce will 
being forgotten* ^ ^ ^ bring with her the celebrated foot- 

The present position in the challenge warmer which is associated with her 
for the World’s Halma Championship greatest triumphs. The vexed question 
is this. Mr. George P. Henrun is of the allocation of* cinema royalties 
patriotically endeavouring to secure the has been settled through the tact of 
contest for Britain, and to that end has Mr. Manketlow Spefforth, author of 
put up a purse of half-a-guinea. Tho Patience for the PiijpatimL One lady 
Society Halma de Bordeaux has out in wanted the royalties to be devoted to 
with a firm offer of twenty-two francs, a Home for Stray Cats, and the other 
and the matter now remains in abey- expressed a desire to benefit the Society 
ance while financial advisers calculate for the Preservation of Wild Bird Life, 
the rate of exchange in order to ascer- Mr. Spefforth’s happy compromise is 
tain which proposal is the more advan- that the money shall be assigned to the 
tageous. The challenger, of course, is Pund in aid of Distressed Spinsters. 
Tommy Jupes, aged twelve, of Ash%- - Bert Hawkins, of Whitechapel, has 
de-la-Zouche. His opponent, the cham- expressed his willingness, on suitable 
pion, has an advantage of three years terms, to meet T’gumbu,' the powerful 
in age and two inches in reach, but the Matabele, in a twenty-ball contest for 
strategy of Master Jupes is said to be the World’s Ookernut- Shying Oham- 
irresistible. Only last week he over- pionship. There is however a deadlock 
whelmed his mother, herself a scratch over detaUs. T’gumbu’s manager is 
player, when conceding her four men adamant that the match ‘ shall take 
and the liberty to cheat twice. - place in his nominee’s native village of 
The public will be thrilled to hear Mpm, hut Mr. Hawkins objects, seeing 
that a match has now been arranged little chance of escaping alive after the 
between the two lady aspirants for the victory of which he is so confident. He 
World’s Patience Championship, says he would “ feel more, safer like on 
Miss Tabitha Templeman, of Bath, and 'Ampstead ’Baf.” ^ Another difficulty is 
Miss Priscilla J. Jamdyce, of Washing- that Mr. Hawkins insists on wearing his 
ton. To meet the territoriarprejudicei^ headgear while competing, and 


this is regarded by T’gumbu as savom 
ing of witchcraft. Mr. Hawkins gehei 
ously offers his opponent permission t 
wear any article of his wives’ clothing 
but the coloured candidate quite reason 
ably retorts that this concession i 
practically valueless. On one point foi 
tnnately there is unaniminity: hot 
parties are firm that all bad nuts mus 
be replaced. 


Another Asian Mystery. 

“Old astd Rare PArNTiuGS. Exquisit 
works of old Indian art. Mytholo-Roast.Bec 
or Pork : Bindaloo Sausages gioal, Historical 
Mediseval . ** — JSnglisTviiian (Calcutta ) . 


“ Two capable young gentlemen desire Post 
in good families as Companions, ladies o 
children ; mending, hairdressing, decorations 
willing to travel; in ornear London.” - 

Daily Paper, 

What did they do In the Great War ? 


“ One of the exquisite features was the pre 
sence of the Deacon’s wives. We had & 
upon our Roll of Honour, and of these B 
turned up .” — ParisJi Magazhie, 


The other forty-seven being presum abb 
engaged in looking after the Deacon. 


“In addition - to" the fine work done by th 
Irish regiments he assured'theni that many, 
warm Irish heart 'heat under a Scottish'kilt/ 
^ Local Paper, 

Surely Irishmen enlisted in Scottisl 
regiments are not so down-hearted a 
all that ! 
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THE TALE OF THE TUNEFUL TUB. 

[*' Why do so many people sing in the bath- 
room? . . . The note is struck for them by 
tho running water. While the voice sounds 
resonantly in the bath-room it is not half so 
fine and inspiring when the song is continued 
in the dressing-room. The reason is that the 
furniture of the dres?ing-room tends to deaden 
the reverberations.”— Pro/. W. IJ. Bragg on 
“ TJie World of Sound.^'] 

When to my morning tub I go, 

With towel, dressing-gown and soap, 
Then most, the while I puff and blow, 
My soul with spng doth overflow 
(Nofc unmelodiously, I hope). 

The plashing of the H. and C. 

Castalian stimulus affords ; 

I reach with ease an upper G 

And, like the wild swan, carol free 

The gamut of my vocal chords. 

And when, my pure ablutions o*or, 

The larynx fairly gets to work, 

Amid the unplugged water's roar 

I caper, trolling round the floor. 

In tones as rich as TaoiiAS JBuhke. 

But in my dressing-room's retreat 

My native wood-notes wilt and sag ; 
Nob there those raptures I repeat ; 

My bellow now becomes a bleat 
. (For reasons, ask Professor Bbagg). 

So, Euth, if song may fipd a path • 
Still through thy heart, be listening by 
The bathroom while I take my bath ; 
Bub leave before the aftermath, * 

Nor while I 'm dressing linger nigh. 

On the acoustic side, I fear, 

My chest of drawers is quite a dud ; 
The chairs would silence Chanticleer, 
Nor would I have you overhear 

When I have lost my collar-stud. 

BOOKS ANO BACKS. 

The proposal to revive the old yellow 
back " cover for novels, partly in the in- 
terest of economy in production, partly 
to attract the purchaser by the lure of 
colour, has caused no Tittle stir in the 
literary world. In order to' clarify 
opinion on the subject Mr. Punch has 
been at pains to secure the following 
expressions of their views from some of 
the leading authors of both sexes : — 
Mr. J. M. Keynes, C.B., the author 
of the most sensational book of the hour, 
contributed some interesting observa- 
tions on the economics of the dye in- 
dustry and 'their bearing on the ques- 
tion. These we are reluctantly obliged 
to omife. We may note however his 
general conclusion that the impact on 
the public mind of a book often varies 
in an inverse ratio with the attractive- 
ness of its appearance or its title. At 
the same time he admits that if he had 
Called his momentous work The Terrible 
Treaty, and if it had been bound in a 

rainbow cover with a Cubist design, its 
circulation might have been even greater 
than it actually is. But then, as he 
candidly owns, “as a Cambridge man, 
I may be inclined to attach an undue 
importance to ‘ Backs.' ” 

Mr. Feedeeic Haeeison writes : 
“Matt. Aenold once chaffed me for 
keeping a guillotine in my back-garden. 
But my real colour was never sea-green 
in politics any more than it is yellow 
in literature or journalism. Yet I have 
a great tenderness for the old yellow- 
backs of fifty years ago. Yellow Books 
are another stoiy. The yellow-backs 
may have sometimes affronted the eye, 
but for the most part they were dove- 
like in their outlook. Now ‘ red ruin 
and the breaking -up of laws' flaunt 
themselves ' in the soberest livery. I 
do not often drop into verse, but this 
inversion of the old order has suggested 
these lines, which you may care to 
print : — 

‘ In an age mid-Victorian and mellow, 

Ere the current of life ran askew, 

The backs of our novels were yellow, 

Their hearts were of Quaker-like hue ; 
But now, when extravagant lovers 

Their hectic emotions parade, 

. In sober or colourless* covers - 
We find them arrayed.* ” 

Mr. Chaeles Gaevice points out that 
the^choice of colour, in bindings calls 
for especial care and caution at the 
present time, owing to the powerful 
influence of association. Yellow might 
lend impetus to the Yellow Peril. Eed 
is especially to be avoided owing to its 
unfortunate appropriation by Eevolu- 
tionary propagandists. Blue, though 
affected by statisticians and Govern- 
ment publishers, has a traditional con- 
nection with the expression of senti- 
ments of an antinomian and heterodox 
character. At all costs the sobriety 
and dignity of fiction should be main- 
tained, and sparing use should be made 
of the brighter hues of the spectrum. 
He had forgotten a good deal of his 
Latin, but there still lingered in his 
memory the old warning: 0 formose 
puer, nimnmi ne crede cdori*' 

Miss Daisy Ashfoed, another of our 
“ best sellers,” demurs to the view that 
a gaudy pr garish exterior is needed to 
catch the public eye. The enlightened 
child - author scorned such devices. 
Books, like men and women — especi- 
ally women— ought not to be judged 
by their backs, but by their hearts. 
She confessed, however, to a weakness 
for “ jackets '' as a form of attire pecu- 
liarly consecrated to youth. 

Madame Montessoei cables from 
Eome as follows: — “The colour of 
book-covers is of vital importance in 
education. I wish to express my strong 
ponviction that, where books for the 
young are concerned, no action should 

be taken by publishers without holding 
an unfettered plebiscite -of all children 
under twelve. Also that the polychro- 
matic series of Fairy Stories edited by 
the late Mr. Andeew Lang should be, 
at once withdrawn from circulation,’ 
not only because of the reckless andj 
unscientific colour scheme adopted, but. 
to check the wholesale dissemination 
of futile fables concocted and invented 
by irresponsible adults of all ages and 
countries.” 

SONCS OF THE HOME. 

III. — The - Guest. 

I HAVE a friend; his name is John ; 

He 's nothing much to dote upon, 

But, on the whole, a pleasant soul 
And, like myself, no paragon. 

I have a house, and, then again, 

An extra room to take a guest ; 

And in my house I have a spouse. 

It 's good for me ; I don't protest. 

By her is every virtue taught ; 

Man does as he is told, and ouglit ; 

He has to eat his own conceit, 

So, “Just the place for John!” Ithouglifc. 

The unsuspectipg guest arrives ; 

But (note the worthlessness of wives) 
'.Does he endure the kill-or-cure 
Eefining process ? No, he thrives. 

He 's led to think that he lias got 

The very virtues I have not ; 

fler every phrase is subtle praise 

And oh 1 how he absorbs the lot. 

She finds his wisdom full of wit 

And listens to no end of it ; 

And if he dash tobacco- ash 

On carpets doesn’t mind a bit. 

All that the human frame requires, 

From flattery to bedroom fires, 

' Is his ; and 1 must self-deny 

To satisfy his least desires. 

I have a friend; his name is John; 

I tell him he is “ getting on ” 

And “growing fat,” and things like 
that ... . 

He pays no heed. He 's too far gone. 

Henev. 

“ Pupils wanted for Pianoforte and Theory. 
— J. G. Peat, Dyer and- Cleaner.** 

New Zealand Herald, 

“That strain again! It had a dying 
fall.” — Ihcclfth Night, Act I., Sc. 1, 4. 

“The lowest grade of porter is the grade 
from which railway employees in the traffic 
departments gravitate to higher positions.” 

Daily Paper, 

The Einstein theory is beginning to 
capture our journalists. 

There was a Society Sinner 

Who no longer was asked out to dinner; 
This proof of his guilt 

So caused him to wilt 

That he 's now emigrated to Pinner. 
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MORE ADVENTURES O# A POST-WAR SPORTSMAIV.- 

l?ost-War S'portsman, ‘‘Wot’s the matteb?”! ' ' t 

Mrs. P.-W.S. I WANT HIM TO JUMP THE FENCE HE JUST STOPS AND EATS IT. WhAT AM I TO DO?^* 

P.-'PP‘.5'. “Come ai^ong wi* me, my deab; I’ll show you. *E can’t eat a gate.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

. [By Mr. Funch's Staff of Learned Glerhs.) 

In the war-after-the-war, the bombardment of books 
that is now so violently raging upon all fronts, any contri- 
bution by a writer as eminent as Lord HaldaNb" naturally 
commands the respect due to weapons of the heaviest 
calibre. Unfortunately “heavy /’‘is here an epithet un- 
kindly apt, since it has ^to be' admitted that the noble 
lord wields a pen rather philosophic than popular, with the 
result that Before the War (Cassell) tells a stpry of the 
highest interest in a manner that can only be called pon- 
derous. Our ex-War Minister is, at least chiefly, respond- 
ing to the literary offensives of Bethmann-Hollwbg and 
Tlrpitz, in connection with whose books his should be 
read, if the many references are properly to be understood. 
As every reader will know, however, Lord Haldane could 
hardly have delivered his apologia before the accuser with- 
out the gates and not at the same time had an eye on the 
critic within. Fortunately it is here no part of a reviewer’s 
task to obtrude his own political theories. With regard to 
the chief indictment, of having permitted the country to 
be taken unawares, the author betrays his legal training by 
a defence wliich is in effect (1) that circumstances compelled 
our being so taken, and that (2) we weren’t. On this and 
other matter, however, the individual reader, having paid 
his money (7^. net), remains at liberty to take his choice. 
One revelation at least emerges clearly enough from Lord 
Haldane’s pages — the danger of playing diplomat to a 
democracy. “Extremists, whether Chauvinist or Pacifist, 


are not helpful in avoiding wars-’ * is one of many conclusions, 
double-edged perhaps, to which he is led by retrospect of* 
his own trials. His book, while making no concessions to 
the modem demand for vivacity, is one that ho student of 
; the War and its first, causes can neglect. 

It is not Mr. L. Cope Coenfoed’s fault that his initials 
are identical with those of the London County Council, nor 
do I consider it to be mine that his riithen pontifical atti- ; 
tude towards men and matters reminds me of that august 
body. Anyone ignorant of recent inventions mighk be' 
excused for thinking that The Earavane- Adventure (HoddeE' 
AND Stoughton) is the title* of a stirring piece of sensa- 
tional fiction. But fiction it is not, though in some of its 
disclosures it may be considered sensational enough." In 
this history of the invention of* the Paravane Mr. Coenfoed 
hurls a lot of well-directed bricks at Officialdom, and con- 
cludes his book by giving us his frank opinion of the way 
in which the Navy, ought to be run. It is impossible, even 
if one does not subscribe to all his ideas, to refrain from 
commending the enthusiasm with which he writes of those 
who, in.spite of great difficulties,, set to work to invent and 
perfect the Paravane, If you don’t know what a Paravane 
is I have neither the space nor the ability to tell you; 
but Mr. Coenfoed has, and it’s all in the book^ . 

- A stray paragraph in a contemporary, to the effect that 
the portrait of. .ijhe^ ,h^pQihie:>aud the story of her life in 
Barpness von Buttbn’s is a, 

'transcript of Actual fabt, saves- me from the indiscretion of 
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declaring that I found 3Irs, Walhridge and her egregious Certainly those who think of marriage as a high calling, for 
husband and the general situation at Happy House frankly which the vocation is love, will be as much annoyed with 
incredible. Pleasantly incredible, I should have added ; and her as was her cousin Lucy, the idealist, at once the most 
I rather liked the young man, Oliver, from Fleet Street, amusing and most pathetic figure in the book. I am quite 
whom the Great Man had recently made Editor of Sparks sure that Susies and Lucys both abound, and that Mrs. 
and who realised that he was destined to be a titled million- Dowdall knows all about them; but I am not equally sure 
aire, for is not that the authentic procedure ? Hence his that the Susies deserve the encouragement of such a 
fanatical obstinacy in wooing his, if you ask me, none too brilliant dissection. Yet the men whose happiness she 
desirable bride. I hope I am not doing the author a dis- played with believed in Susie's representation of herself as 
service in describing this as a thoroughly wholesome book, quite well-meaning, and other women who saw through her 
well on the side of the angels. It has "the air of flowing liked her in spite of their annoyance ; and— after all the 
easily from a practised pen. But nothing will induce me other things I have said — I am bound, in sincerity, to 
to believe that Mrs. ' putting off her Victorian admit that I liked her too. . ^ > 

airs, did win the prize competition with a novel in the . ; 

modern manner. You could scarcely have given a novelist a harder case 

than to prove the likeableness of Cherry May't, as her 
Mr. Alexander Macfarlan’s new story, The Inscrutable actions show her in September (Methuen), and I wonder 
Lovers (Heinemann), is not the first to have what one how a Victorian writer would have dealt with the terrible 
may call Eevolutionary Ireland for its background, but chit. But Frank Swinnerton, of course, is able to hold 
it is by all odds the most readable, possibly because it is these astonishing briefs with ease. Here-is a girl who first 


not in any sense a 
political novel. ^ It is 
in characters rather 
than events that the 
author interests him- 
self. A highly refined, 
well - to - do and ex- 
tremely picturesque 
Irish revolutionary, 
whom the author not 
very happily christens 
Gaunt Kettle, has a 
daughter who secretly 
abhors romance and 
the high-falutin senti- 
mentality that he and 
his circle mistake for 
patriotism. To her 
father's disgust she 
marries an appar- 
ently staid and practi- 
cal young Scotch ship- 
owner, who at heart is 
a confirmed romantic. 
The circumstances 
which lead to their 
marriage and the sub- . 



The Fool . “ Good master carpenter, I am in great need op wit por to- 
night’s PE AST. Hast thou any merry quip or quaint ’conceit wherewith I 

MIGHT SET THE TABLE IN A ROAR?'*^ 

The Carpenter . “Nay, AIaster Fool, I have but one, which I fashioned 

myself with much labour. It goeth thus : ‘ When is a door not a ? ’ ” 

The Fool . “Enough! That joke hath already cost me two good situations,” 


‘ turns the head of 
Marian Forster's mid- 
dle-aged husband in 
a pure fit of experi- 
mentalism, and then 
sets her cap with de- 
fiant malice at the 
j^oung man who seems 
likely to bring real 
love into the eldei* 
woman's life. And 
yet Marian grows 
always fonder of her, 
and she, in the manner 
of a wayward and 
naughty child, of 
Marian. Insolence 
and gaucherie are on 
the one band, coolness 
and finished grace on 
the other, ^ , and, al- 
though there are 
several moments of 
hatred between the 
two, their affection is 
the proper theme of 
the book. As for 


sequent events which reveal to each- the other's true tempera- Nigel, he is impetuous and handsome, and falls in love with 
ment provide the plot of The Inscriitable Lovers. Though Marian because she is sympathetic, and with Cherry becatise 
slender it is original and might lend itself either to farce or she is Cherry, and also perhaps a little because the War 
tragedy. Mr.' Maotarl an’ s attitude is pleasantly analytical, has begun and the day of youth triumphant has arrived. 
It is indeed his delightful air of r©motecritici3m,hisrestrained But he does not make a very deep impression upon me, and 
and epigrammatic style queerly suggestive of Eomain Eol- as for Marian's husband, who is big and rather stupid, and 
LAND in The Market Place, and his- extremely clever portrai- always has been, I gather, a bit of a dog, he scarcely counts 
ture, rather than any breadth or depth appertaining to the at all. Marian, however, is an extremely clever and intricate 
story itself, that entitle the author to a high place among the study, and for Cherry— 1 don't really know whether I like 
young novelists of to-day. Mr. Macfarlan— is he by any Oheny or not. But I have certainly met her. 

chance the Eev. Alexander Macfarlan ?— may and doubt- 

less wiE produce more formidable works of fiction in due Mr. Punch has pleasure in calling attention to two small 
course ; he will scarcely write anything smoother, more volumes, lately issued, which reproduce matter that has 
^arihg q! the superfluous 'word or that offers a more appea^red in his pages and therefore does not need any 
perfect blend of sympathy and analysis. further token of his approbation: to wit, A Little Loot 

^ ^ — 7^ ’ (Allen and Unwin), by Captain B, V. Knox (“ Bvoe ") ; 

(Buokworth) is the story of a minx or an exposi- and Staff Tales (Constable), by Captain W. P. Lipsooto, 
tion of the eternal femimne according to the reader’s own M.C. (“ L.”), with illustrations, now first published, by 
l am not sure— and I suppose’ that places Mr. H. M. Bateman. Also to A Zoovenir (Dublin: The 
me among those who r^a^d- -her heroine as the mere Eoyal Zoological Society of Ireland), by Mr. Cyril Brethbr- 
minx-tbat the- Hon; -Mra' Dowdall Has done well in ton (-Algol "), a book of verses which have appeared else^ 
eg^p, ending so much dev0?n©ss- in - telling Susie'S'. stdry. where and are being sold for ihe benefit of thelSublin Zoo. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

A feUMOUR is going about that martial 
law may be declared in Ireland at any 
moment. By which of the armies of 
occupation does not seem clear. 

'^lc" 

To make money, says a London 
magistrate, one must work hard. This 
is a great improvement on the present 
method of entering a post-oiBfice and 
helping yourself, 

Cat skins are advertised for 
in Essex. A suburban resident 
writes to say he has a few brace 
on his garden wall each night, 
if the advertiser is prepared to 
entice the cats from inside 
them. jj- 

Much alarm has been caused 
in foreign countries by the re- 
port that British scientists are 
experimenting with a machine 
that makes a noise like Lord 

Fisher. ,}. 

‘ ❖ 

According to a witness at a 
police court in London nearly 
two hundred people stood and 
watched a fight between dock- 
ers in City Eoad last week. 

The way some people take ad- 
vantage of Mr. Cochran’s ab- 
sence in America seems most 
unsportsmanlike. 

* i'fi 

Horse-radish from Germany 
is being sold in Manchester at 
six shillings a bundle. Even 
during the War, thanks to the | 
efforts of the local Press, the 
Mancunian has never wanted 
for his little bit of German! 
hot stuff. o, 

Asked how old be was by the 
magistrate a railway- worker 
is said to have replied, “ Thirty- 

nine last strike.” ^ 

* 

The House of Kepresentatives at 
Washington have offered one hundred 
thousand pounds to fight the influenza 
germ. It is said that, if they will make 
it two hundred thousand, Dempsey’s 
manager will consider it. 

An American millionaire, says a 
gossip, has decided to stay at one 
London hotel for three months. There 
was no need to tell us he was a mil- 
lionaire. 

He 

A way is said to have been found for 
washing linen by electricity. In future 
patrons will have to tear the button- 
holes themselves. 


It is all very well asking Germany to 
hand over her war criminals, but the 
trouble is to find enough innocent men 
to round them up. 

The rumour current in France, to the 
effect that our Premier has been seen 
in London, is believed by Parisians to 
have been spread by political rivals. 

The Bolshevists recently deported 
from America were welcomed on the 
Finnish frontier by the Bed Army and 



Benevolent deck-hand [to solitdTy small hoy). ** *Ullo, Beatty I 
Where ’s ybb pa? ” 

STnall hoy. *‘Up at the sharp end, leaning over the 

PALINGS.” 


Medical Besearch Committee. On the | 
other hand the sunstroke cravat con- | 
tinues to prove fatal in a great number | 
of cases. .j. I 

A Swansea man who went to his 
allotment to dig up some parsnips and 
ended by taking three cabbages from a 
neighbour’s plot has been fined ten 
pounds. We approve of the sentence. 
A man who deliberately associates with 
parsnips should be shown no mercy. 

A news message states that 
passports enabling Mr. Bam- 
SAY Macdonald to proceed to 
Bussia have been refused. As 
result we understand that 
the well-known Socialist has 
threatened to remain in this 
country. 

Greenwich Council has re- 
fused a war trophy, consisting 
of a hundred bayonets. It ap- 
pears that in those parts they 
still adhere to the fantastic 
theory that the chronometer 
won the War. 

A novel idea is reporbed from 
a small town/in Norfolk. It 
appears that at the annual 
fancy - dress ball all the in- 
habitants clubbed together and 
went as a Brontosaurus. 

>1? j5« 

The Hotel M6tropole has now 
been vacated by the Govern- 
ment, and it is thought that, as 
soon as the extra sleeping ac- 
commodation has been cleared 
away, it will be used as an 
hotel once again. 

Hi 
He 

We understand there is no 
truth in the rumour that Mr. 
Albert de Courville has 
offered the ex-Kaiser a leading 
part in his revue, Go77ie Over 
Here, 


eleven brass bands playing “ The Inter- 
national.” That ought to teach them 
to get deported again. 

A Thames bargee has summoned a 
colleague for throwing a huge piece of 
coal at him. Quite right too.^ The 
coal might have fallen into the river. 

H: 

One Scottish M.P., says a weekly 
paper, has not made a speech in the 
House of Commons for twenty years. 
This is probably due to the fact that a 
Scotsman rarely butts in when a fellow- 
countryman is speaking. 


Hs .He 


is 


The so-called “pneumonia” blouse 
conducive to health, declares the 


sis 

❖ 


A correspondent points out in The 
Daily Express that there are five 
Sundays in the present month. We 
understand however that Mr. Winston 
Churchill is not to blame this time. 


Our Cynics. 

“ It is stated that tlie management of the 
Isle of Man Steam Packet Co. intend to change 
the name of the newly-acquired steamer 
Onward to something more in keeping with 
the traditions of the Company.” 

Bamsey Coimer. 


“ Serious complaint is being made at another 
recurrence of the failure of the electric light 
in , It is no light matter .” — Local Ba;per. 

It wouldn’t he. 
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OF CERTAIN BRUTUSES WHO MISSED 
THEIR MARK. 

Coalition Boomed.*'— of Evening News'^ 

“ Coalition Beath Sentence.” 

“ Times' ” Headline on Mr. Asquith at Paisley, 
‘‘Blow to the Coalition.” 

“ Times' ” Headline on Mr, Barnes's resignation.'] 

Have yon heard of the coming of Nemesis, 

How she glides through the ambient gloom 
That envelops the Downing- Street premises 

Where Geokgb is awaiting his doom? 

For the hour of his utter discredit 

Has struck and the blighter must go 

If the Carmelite organs have said it 

It*s bound to be so. 

The Cabinet's daily imbroglio 

Amounts to a permanent brawl; 

Mr. Babnes has resigned a portfolio 

Which never existed at all ; 

It is true he was, anyhow, going, 

Yet it serves (in The Twies) for a sign 

Of the symptoms, perceptibly growing, 

Of George's decline. 

Mr. Asquith (of Paisley) endorses 

The sentence of violent death, 

Though he leaves him alternative courses 

For yielding his ultimate breath; 

He allows him an optional charter — 

To swing by his neck from a tree, 

Or to pei;ish a piteous martyr 

To felo-de-se. 

And what of poor Damocles under 

This horror that hangs by a thread? 

Does he wilt in a palsy and wonder 

How soon it will sever his head? 

Are his lips and his cheeks of a blank hue ? 

Does he toy with his victuals and drink? 

Not at all ; on the contrary, thankyou, 

His health's in the pink. 

He'll be bashed to the semblance of suet, 

So say the familiars of Fate; 

But they don't tell us who is to do it 

Or mention the actual date; 

Though the lords of the Circus assure us 

His voice will be presently mute, 

Yet the victim, pronounced moriturus^ 

Declines to salute. 

All colours, from purple to yellow, 

The Oracles kill him in -print, 

But he turns not a hair, for the fellow 

Is hopeless at taking a hint; 

Apparently free from suspicion 

And mindless of what it all means, 

He careers on the road to p^dition, 

Ebullient with beansf 0. S. 

‘‘Our Invincible Navy.” 

In the article which appeared under the above title in 
the issue of Bunch for January 14th, the setting of the 
n^tical episode, in which the subject of the story con- 
ducted himself with so much aplomb and resourcefulness, 
was derived from a personal experience related to, the 
author; but^-Mr. Punch has his assurance that Reginald 
McTaggwrt was not intended even remotely to represent 
any actual individual . . .;L . ... 

HIS FUTURE. 

Part I. — The Proposal, 1920. 

“ About this boy of ours, my dear," said Gerald. 

“Well, what about it?" said Margaret. “He weighed 
fourteen pounds and an eighth this morning, and he 's only 
four months and ten days old, you know." 

“Is he? I mean, does he ? Splendid. But what I was 
going to say was this : in view of the present social and 
economic disturbances and the price of coal and butter " 

“ He doesn't need either of those yet, dear." 

“ — and the price of coal and butter, it behoves us, don’t 
you think, to very seriously consider (yes, I meant to split 
it) — to very seriously consider Nat's future? " 

“Oh, I've been doing that for ever so long, Gerald, 
Probably in a year or two we shan’t be' able to get even a 
general or a char, so I 'm going to teach him all sorts of 
household jobs — as a great treat, of course. Washing up 
the plates and dishes and laying fires — oh, and darning as 
well. He must certainly mend his own socks, and yours 
too.” 

“Well, perhaps, if he has time. But I have a much 
better proposal to make than that. My idea is that we 
should bring him up to be a miner." 

“ I thought children under twenty-one always were." 

“'Not minor, silly — miner.” 

“Well, what’s the difference? Saying it twice doesn’t 
help. And neither does shouting," she added. 

Gerald wrote it down. 

“ Oh, I see. But why ? " 

“ Because then he can earn enough money to keep us all 
comfortably — us in idle dependence at Chelsea, him in idle 
independence at Merthyr-Tydfil or wherever one mines." 

“He might send us diamonds now and then too. Or 
perhaps it isn't allowed." 

“ No, no. He '11 be a coal-miner, naturally." 

Margaret pondered this for some minutes. 

“No, I don’t think much of your idea," she said finally. 

“ Very likely coal will have gone out of fashion by then and 
we shall all be warming ourselves with Cape gooseberries 
or pine-kernels or something. I think he ought to be taught 
all kinds of mining — diamond - mining, salt-mining, gold- 
mining and undermining at Lloyd’s. Then he could take 
up whatever was most profitable at the moment.” 

“He has a busy youth ahead of him, I see. Have you 
thought of anything else ? " 

“Not at present. Don’t you think, though, that this 
little talk of ours has been rather instructive, Gerald? 
Shall we open a correspondence in The Literary Supplement 
on ‘ The Boy: What Will He Become ' ? " 

“ Not quite the sort of thing for their readers, I should 
say." 

“But surely some of them must be quite human. It 
isn’t as if I 'd said Notes and Queries. One can’t imagine 
the readers of that ever " 

“ Listen ! " said Gerald. “ I think I hear 

But Margaret had vanished. Nat’s already pessimistic 
views on his future were being published for the benefit of 
the Man in the Street. 

Part II. — The Disposal, 1945. 

The President and Committee of the British Lepidop- 
terists* Association x'equest the pleasure of your company 
on January the 15th, at 5 p.m., when Mr. Nathaniel Pren- 
dergast will give an illustrated address on The Haunts and 
Habits of the minor Oopperwing, together with a few 
Notes on Gnats. 

• “ Linen collars at 3s. 6d. each sounds incredible.’* — Daily News, 

A bit stiff, no doubt. 
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SPORTING GOLF. 

{With the British Amy in Brance.) 

“ I NOTICED the old sapper instinct 
asserting itself in Mao when he tried 
to tunnel out of that bunker at the 
seventh,” said Denny after tea in the 
golf club-house. “He’d have found 
some opportunities on a reaUy sporting 
course like ours at Villers - Vereux 
Eemember Yillers, Ponting ? ” 

•i. S' golf links as I remember 
it, said Ponting grimly. 

“Bless you, I’m not speaking of 
those far-away days. I ’m talking of a 
month or two back, when I was there 
with a Chinese Salvage Company tryin® 

to clear up the mess you made. Beastly 

quiet it was, too. The only excitement 
was a playful habit the Chink had con- 
tracted of picking up a rusty rifle and 
a salvaged clip of cartridges, pointing 
the gun anywhere and puUing the 
trigger to make it say Bang t 1 often 
found myself doin’ the old BED 
turnmy-wriggle when the Chimis was 
really happy. 

"OnS S^day— a non-woiking day i 
—when aU was drab and dreary and 
exist^ s^ed, a double-blank, mv 
orderly mentioned that he had dis- < 
covered some old ‘ golfing bats ’ in one 


of the hutments. Evidently they were 
the remains of the spoils of a lightning 
foray on the Base. A further search 
t revealed a couple of elliptical balls, 
1 quite good in places. So I tipped my 
3 cub, Laxey, out of his bunk and we 
5 proceeded to 'resurrect our pre-war 
form. By-and-by we got adventurous, 

: and Laxey challenged me to play him 
a match after lunch for ten francs a 
side. The details required some arrang- 
ing, as there were no greens or holes, 
but eventually we decided on a cross- 
country stroke competition, startin^y 
from the hut-door and finishing at a 
crump hole, map ref. : B 26c, 08,36. 

“_We tossed for clubs, and as I won i 
i picked a driver and a hockey stick, i 
leawn^ Laxey a brassie and a putter j 
head tied to a yfhangee cane that gave 1 
it plenty of wliip. Laxey was spot, and i 
broke with a ten-yard drive. Then I 1 
teed up and drove with a good follow- t 
t through action that carried me round i 
several circles before I could stop. o 
I did better the next time, and r 
made my ball rather sorry that it had h 
been making fun of me. Laxey had a n 
bad he and, though he lofted his ball 
wth the putter (as I said, the whangee I 
dtd give It ‘ whip '), he didn’t clear the ' d 
hutments. After he had cannoned off u: 


re the roof of a ‘Nissen’ into the cook- 
g house I took my turn, and to my dis- 
h gust pulled into a trench that formed 
3, part of our old support line. 

y ‘“Our ways lie apart now, old melon,’ 

® T said, ‘ and I should advise you to 
1 follow my example and get your bat- 
!, man to keep the count. Otherwise 
1 your play will be affected by arithme- 
i tical troubles.’ 

■ T by my faithful Wilkins 

, i found my ball and reviewed the situ- 
• ation. The driver and hockey stick 
' mashie shots, but 

- Wilkins reported a practicable C.T. a 
few yards to the right, leading to the 
Iront line, and some gently sloping 
revetting from thence to the level 
Luckily the C.T. had plenty of length 
to each traverse, and when I emerged 
m the open with my sixty-seventh 
Laxey was only just getting clear of 
the huts, having been badly bunkered 
in the coal dump. He made good pro- 
gress from there, but I got into the i 
rough-^ regular Gruy^re of shell- i 
holes. ^ hile I was attempting to hack 
my way through I heard a delighted 
gurgle of laughter and turned round to 
see half-a-dozen of the Chinks sitting 
on their hams and watching me with 
undisguised jubilation. 
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** * Send them away, Wilkins,' I said 
irritably. ‘ Can't you see they ’re put- 
ting me off my game ? ’ 

“ Wilkins shoved them off, and I took 
the old German line with a rush. 
While I was so to speak consoli- 
dating, a runner arrived from Laxey 
asking for the loan of a pair of wire- 
cutters, 

‘“’E's ’ung up on the wife, Sir,’ 
said the runner, ‘ an’ cursing the 
artillery somethink awful from force 
of ’abit.’ 

I sent a pair of nail-scissors with 
my compliments, and would Mr. Laxey 
kindly inform me what was his score 
to date ? Laxey returned the scissors, 
saying that he found he could manage 
better with a tie-clip, and his score at 
15.30 hours was 346, please. Cheered 
by the knowledge that I was a matter of 
twenty to the good, I executed a brilliant 
dribble along a ditch, neatly tricked a 
couple of saplings and finished with a 
long spinning-jenny into a camouflaged 
strong point. By this time Wilkins 
was in such a maze of mathematics 
that he hadn’t time to scare off the 
coolies, who were tumbling up in large 
numbers and giving a generous meed 
of applause. 

' “Towards the 400 Laxey, who also 
had a good gallery of Chinks, was losing 
touch, and I advised him by runner to 
change direction. He thanked me, but 
said that, in view of the difficult nature 
of the terrain, he had decided to work 
round from a flank. Peeling that I 
was nearing the objective I organised 
a series of approach-shots with the 
driver, and sent to ask Laxey if he 
would care to accept fifty start: How- 
ever, having foozled into a ruined 
pillbox, I reduced the offer by half, and 
later on, confident — ^not to say insult- 
ing — reports from Laxey induced me 
to withdraw the concession altogether. 

“ At 16.30 hours precisely, amid 
intense excitement on the part of the 
Celestial audience, we arrived at the 
deciding crump -hole simultaneously. 
When I say we arrived, I mean that 
Laxey had an eight-yard putt from a 
good lie— an easy proposition with the 
whangee putter — and I was ten yards 
away in as wicked a little crevice as 
you could wish to find. 

“‘If it doesn’t shake your nerve, 
skipper,’ said Laxey, ‘ I might mention 
that my score is 543/ 

“ * You ’d better give me the game, 
then,’ I answered, * I ’m but a modest 
520.’ 

“ ‘ Not jolly likely. You *11 take at 
least twenty to get out of that burrow. 
Besides, I know Wilkins is rotten at 
figures, and I claim a recount.’- 
. “ An audit and scrutiny showed that 
we were both 537, and although Laxey 







held a distinct advantage in position I 
decided on a strenuous effort to halve 
the game. I took a firm stance and the 
hockey stick and let drive for the hole 
with a tremendous pickaxe stroke. 
Instantly there was a blinding flash 
and an explosion, and, when we had 
finished picking sand out of our ears 
and eyes and allayed the excitement of 
the Chinks, we discovered my ball com- 
fortably nestling in the crump-hole.^ 

“‘If assistance with derelict Mills 
bombs is allowed,’ said Laxey, * we ’ve 
halved.’ 

“‘On the contrary/ I replied, ‘as 
your ball is apparently missing I ’ve 
won.’ 


“ And, if you believe me, we couldn’t 
find Laxey’s ball anywhere, though we 
had seen it but a minute or two before. 
So I claimed the ten francs ; but I didn't 
mention to Laxey that the following 
morning I was passing a group of the 
coolies and saw them with an object 
that looked suspiciously like Laxey’s 
ball, hammering it with a stick and 
trying to make it say Bang 1 ” 


“Wanted, Second Housemaid of three, 
Scotchwoman preferred; willing to wait on 
table if reg[uired ; comfortable situation.” 

Dchily Paper, 

Possibly; but we always prefer our 
servants to do their waiting on the 
floor. 
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HOME THOUGHTS FROM HIND. 

1920. 

Back in the years of youth, a thought- 
less thruster, 

I did adventure to the East and spurn 
My native land, and foolishly entrust 
her 

To other guardians pending my 
return ; 

And now time bears me to the second 
lustre, 

And I am old and weary and I burn 
To freshen memories waxing somewhat 
vague ; 

But mei\ say, “ Shun old England like 
the plague.” 

Lord knoweth Hind is not a place of 
pleasure 

Nor such a land as men forsake with 
tears ,* 

Lord knoweth how we venerate and 
treasure 

The English memory down the Indian 
years ; 

Yet now the mail pours forth in flowing 
measure 

England’s un-Englishness, and in 
our ears 

Echo the words of men returned from 
leave, 

Describing Englands one can scarce 
believe. 

Englands abandoned to the fleeting 
passions, 

Eecldess as Eez, hysterical as Gaul, 
All nigger-music and fantastic fashions 

(And not a house from Leith to 
London Wall) ; 

Where food and coal are dealt you out 
in rations 

And you can hardly raise a drink at 
all, 

And tailors charge you twenty pounds 
a touch. 

Is that a place for Nabobs ? No, not 
much. 

Better were Hind where troubles more 
or less stick % 

To one set style and do not drive 
you mad 

With changes; where a roof and a 
domestic, 

Petrol and usquebagh can still bo 
had; 

And one can trust the Taj and the 
Majestic 

(Bombay hotels be these and none 
too bad) 

To stand .for culture in the hour of need 
Anjd stop one running utterly to seed. 

Hind be it ; .as for 'Kome-^festina lentc; 

, Hind be it and a station in the sun, 
Wherein if peace abideth not nor plenty 
. At least you are not ruined and un- 
' . done. 


I am not coming home in 1920, 

And maybe not in 1921 ; 

If all the English England ’s dead and 
gone, 

One can remember ; one can carry on. 

==============^ H, B. 

LITTLE TALES FOR YOUNG PLUMBERS. 

The Oonveesion op Geokge. 

George was a plumber by trade and 
a striker by occupation. He did his 
plumbing in his holidays, when b^was 
not busy. He liked plumbing, as it gave 
his throat a rest. He was really the 
Champion LongDistancePlumber of the 
World and had gained the E.S.V.P.’s 
gold medal for doing the back-in-a- 
minute-to-get-your-tools in more than 
two hours. And his heart was as 
tender as his feet. If he heard a clock 
strike he longed to strike in sympathy, so 
that hard-hearted employers who knew 
George’s weakness always kept their 
time-pieces muffled. 

The bursting of our water-pipe was 
the means of bringing me into touch 
with George. He joined our bathing- 
party in the front hall, and said simply, 

I am the plumber.” Just like that. He 
then said that he would swim home for 
his tools, as he had forgotten the can- 
opener. When he got back Auntie was 
drowned. 

He did not stay long, as he had to go 
on sympathetic strike with the graziers; 
He was not really a grazier as well as 
a plumber, but his heart was so tender 
that he couldn’t keep on plumbing so 
as to give satisfaction, he said, as long 
as the graziers were not grazing, so to 
speak. It didn’t really matter. No- 
thing matters nowadays. I just went 
out and sold the house as it stood for 
an enormous sum and emigrated on the 
proceeds to Tooting Bee. 

But this tract deals with George and 
his conversion, and has been written 
specially to be put into the bands of 
young plumbers. Let us see then 
how George gave up his sinful ways 
and how his heart was changed. 

It began with his tooth — an old, old 
tooth. It had done some work in its 
time, but it decided to strike. And 
strike it did. George gave it beer — 
Government beer — and it hit George 
back, good and hard. George then 
began to talk to it. He asked if it knew 
what it was doing of. He threatened it 
with more Government beer if it didn’t 
get on with its work more quiet-like. 
The tooth sat up then and bit George. 

** All right, young fellow my lad,” 
said-’George ; “you come out along o’ 
me, and come quiet. You ’re going to 
the dentist’s, you are, and he T1 Bol- 
shevise you proper, he will.” 

The tooth stopped aching at once ; 
it was a wisdom tooth. But George 


knew it was only just lying low, to 
break out into sympathetic strike on 
Monday morning. So out he rushed 
with it and took it to the dentist. I 
was the dentist. 

I led George gently by the hand to 
my nice little chair and told him what 
beautiful weather we were having for 
the time of the year. I said, “ Open, 
please,” and George opened. I then 
took my nice little steel whan gee, 
beautifully polished, and tickled the de- 
linquent. A gentle tickle and no more. 
1 didn’t really go far — not farther than 
his back collar-stud — but George said 
things as if I were a capitalist. 

I then said coldly, “It doesn’t hurt ! ” 
I am what is known in the profession 
as a painless dentist and rarely feel 
much pain. 

I capped his repartee by remarking, 
“Keep open, please.” That always 
shuts ’em up. George kept open. I 
then spilt some cotton -wool in his 
tooth and put up some scaffolding in 
the entrance of his mouth, and said 
nonchalantly (I always charge extra 
for this), “ I have forgotten my niblick; 
keep open. I shall be back anon,” I 
then went out and had lunch. 

When I came back George w^as still 
keeping open, but he looked at me very 
wicked with his blue eyes and asked me 
from under the cotton-wool if I ever 
intended to finish my ruddy little job. 

I said, “Dear brother and oppressed 
fellow -striker, I regret that I cannot. 
I see by The De^itisis" Daily that our 
Union has declared a sympathetic 
strike with the Amalgamated Excava- 
tors and Theological Students. You 
have my sympathy. I can no more.” 

George tried to persuade me as we 
went downstairs together, bumping our 
heads on each step in turn, but it was 
of no avail. 

I do not however regret my pious 
invention, as I hear that George is a 
changed man. Being intelligent, ho 
thought things over for himself, instead 
of letting a man in a red tie do it for 
him, and after six weeks came to the 
conclusion that a strike is a game that 
more than one can play at. He strikes 
now only in his holidays. Ha never 
now forgets his tools or leaves taps 
running. He does a good day’s plumb 
for a good day’s pay. And he sings 
while he works. Strange to say that 
little tooth of his has given up striking 
too. 

But yet it is not strange, for, as I 
told you, it was a wisdom tooth. 


lOs. HUSBANDS. . 

WjPE who HoUSBKBICFS POE Theee on 
A Wl£EK.“ 

Daily Tajycr, 

But isn’t this rather trigamous ? 
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FIXES THE HARE. 

I FOUND Andy Devenish, of Castle 
Devenish, Co. Cork, in Piccadilly, He 
was wearing an old frieze overcoat, the 
bottom of which had suffered from a 
puppy’s teeth, and a bowler hat with a 
guard-ring dangling from its fiat brim. 

. His frecklsd nos© was squashed against 
Fore’s window as he gazed wistfully at 
the sporting prints within. I led him 
gently westwards, pushed him into the 
club’s best arm-chair, placed the wine 
of our mutual country at his elbow and 
spoke to him severely, 

“ TeU me,” said I, “how is it I find 
. you thus, got up in the height of fashion, 
loitering with intent to lady-kill in this 
colossal rabbit-warren which knows no 


foxes, eh ? Aren’t they entitled to some 
consideration ? Didn’t they carry on 
patiently for four dull years while you 
were in France, learning to walk in the 
cavalry, on the understanding that 
you’d make up for it when you got 
back by hunting them every day of the 
week ? Have you no love or sympathy 
for dumb animals ? Why are you here ? 
What are you flying from? Tell me 
your dread secret. Is it debt, arson, 
murder — oris some woman threatening 
to marry you?” 

Andy growled into his whiskey-and- 
soda, then suddenly pointed out of the 
window. “See the advertisement on 
that bus ? ” 

“‘Mind the Widow,’” I read, 

“ ‘ shrieking comedy by Cosmo — ” 


“ But how? ” I asked, 

“Ye ’ll discover if ye ’ll let me speak 
for a half’ a minute. I may admit to 
you I was very sweet on a little girl 
that was staying with the MacManuses 
a while back, so I bought a bottle of 
that stuff to keep my hair down while 
I was pitching her the yarn. I cornered 
the lass alone in the MacManus’ draw- 
ing-room, went down on my knees and 
threw off a dandy proposal I had learnt 
by heart out of a book. The girl curled 
about all over the sofa with emotion, 
and for a bit I thought my eloquence 
was doing it. Then I perceived she 
was near shaken to pieces with 
laughter. Couldn’t think why till I 
happened to catch sight of myself in a 
mirror and saw that my darned old 


BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 
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The VIIiK ApTRESS has a life of COHSTAKT nw.-xr/^TB A .. nA 
. HAS FINISHED BEING “DaEE-Dbvh, Daist’^^^ OHANGB. As SOON AS SHE 



^und but the sleuth, no horse but 
the towel? How is it, man, when 
there s a Peace on and the month is 
Februwy and there ’s no frost south of 
the Liffey ? Why aren’t you dressed 
m a coat that is pink in spots and a 
cap that IS velvet in places, flipping 
over your stone-faced banks on a ram- 
pageous four-year-old that you bought 
for ten pounds down, ten pounds some 
time, a sack of seed oats and an old 
! and will eventually palm off on 

^ Englishman at BaUsbridge for two 
hun^ed cash ? What about the hounds ? 
TheBalhnknof»lr 0 _ 


« -ujaooox r ijroinfi 

yo™g ladies 

from a semmary, or sitting up on their 

^oT^rbA^ ®y®’ "tailing, 

n^htr^ “ wandering boy tf- 

“And what about the Ballinknock 


“ t’o^er°°*' grumbled ; 

It was a picture of a smiling gentle- 
man with a head that gleamed like 
patent leather. The gentleman attri- 
buted his happiness to the fact that 
he mixed Plorazora ” cream with his 

A.i.“ Cream,” I read. 

Axes the hair. Subtly perfumed with 
honey and flowers. Imparts a lustre 
and—— The bus resumed its journev 
I studied Andy’s head. Normally 
it looks as though he had been mopping 
out a rusty drain with it. It was quite 
normah every hair on end and pointing 
in a different direction. ^ 

» TA of Plorazora ? ” I asked. 

, it s evident she has never entered 
into your^life, at any rate.” 

“That’s all you know about it” 
“They’re sitting up for ' 
me with blunderbusses and brickbats at i 
home, and ‘Plorazora’ is the cause.” 1 1 


part 

THE Mascot of Butterouf 
rARM, featuring a pensive SMlOE. 

; hair had come unstuck again and was 
bobbing up all over my head, not singly 
as it IS now, but a cockatoo tuft at a 
) time, thanks to ‘Plorazora.’ I rose I 
■ up off the MacManus carpet and ran 
' all the way home.” 

Still I don t see — ; — ” I began. 

Ye never will if ye don’t give me 
a chance to tell ye,” said Andy! 

T» . ^7® ^®^®^ber that greasy divil 
Peter Kynn that owns a draper’s shop 
m Ballinknock main street ? A fat man 
he IS with the flowing locks of a stump 
orator, given to fancy waistcoats and a 
frock-coafr— very dressy. Ye ’d see him 
standing at the shop-door on fair- 
days, bobhmg to the women and how- 
dy-doin the country boys the way 
he d tout a -rote or two, he being the 
leading Sinn Pein organiser down ‘our 
way now. Anyhow he and his rapai-ees 
got after me and the hunt, on amount 
ot me evicting a tenant that hadn’t 



Odd Job Man (to Gardener^ discussing dinner xsb'ch has been sent thefnfroin the house). ** Nasty bit .a’ mutton this, ain't it?” 
Gardener. “’Tain't mutton — it’s poek.” 

Odd Job Man, “Is it? I 'ope it is, I’m veey fond of a bit o’ poek.” 


paid a' penny of rent for seven years but to give up the hounds. I went and 
and didn’t ever intend to. They hinted broke the sad news to Patsey Mike, 
to the decent poor farmers round about who was mixing stirabout at the time, 
that there ’d be ricks fired ^nd cows ‘ Oh, God save us, don’t be doing that, 
ripped if they allowed me to hunt their Sor,’ says he. * Hoult hard a day or so 
lands, so I got?stopped everywhere. I and I ’ll be afther findin’ some little 
had land enough of my own to carry on object to hunt, that them dirthy blag- 
with, so I hunted there till the foxes and yards won’t shoot at all.’ 
hares gave out, which they precious “Two mornings later he turned up, 
soon did, -seeing that half the neigh- dragging something in an oat- sack, 
bophood was out shooting, trapping, “I have it here that’ll course out 
poisoning and lurching them, before the houn’s like a shootin’-star,’ 

“ I bought a stag from a feller in says he. 

Limerick and chased that for a bit; What is it?" says I. 
then on a ’tween day, when I was away “ The rogue put his haifS in the sack 
and the deer out grazing in the demesne, and drew out a yellow mongrel dog. 
somebody slipped a brace of Mauser “ ‘ Where did ye get that ? ’ says L 
bullets into it, and that form of diver- “ ‘ Shure didn’t I borry it ? ’ says he. 
sion was likewise at an end. As far as ^ ‘ And who did ye borrow it from ?* 

I co.uld see an animal wouldn’t stand says I. ^ 

a ten minutes’ chance in my country “* Prom MistherPl3mn, no less,’ says 
unless it were an armadillo. , he. * ’Tis his little foxey pet dog.’ 

“ I wrote to the War Office, asking “ * Does Mr. Flynn know you bor- 
them could they kindly oblige me with rowed it from him ? ’ says L 
the loan of a lively little tank for pur- “ ‘ Begob that he does not,’ says he. 
suing purposes, but got no answer. I ‘ Mr. Flynn is beyond in Toughal and 
guess Winston had a liver on him that I borryed it in the dark dead of night 
morning. So there was nothing for it over the yard wall. . Faith, he ’ll run 



home like a flick of lightning, he ’s that 
scared, the same dog.’ 

“ * Ye did well,’ said I; ‘ but will the 
hounds chase him ? ’ - 

“‘That they will, Sor. What with 
foxes one day, stags the next and hares 
the next, there’s sorra a born thing 
they wouldn’t hunt given there ’s smell 
enough in it,’ says the lad. ‘ Have ye 
the laste little trace of aniseed in the 
house that you could drench the crature 
with the way the houn’s would folly 
him ? ; 

“ Divil a drop of aniseed or anything 
else had I on the place, and I stood 
there scratching -my ear with my crop 
wondering what to do, when suddenly 
I remembered that relic of my courting 
days, ‘Florazora.’ ‘I have it,’ I said; 
‘I’ve got something that’ll fix that 
hare all right.’ 

“I fetched the bottle and rubbed a 
handful or so of the stuff well into Mr. 
Flynn’s pet dog and let him go with a 
flip of my whip lash to help him on his 
way. He lit out for home as though 
the devil had kicked him, yelling blue 
murder and laying a trail of flowers 
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ra kept.” ^ 0=' Ntose, if you should find a flea in my bed I don’t want 


and honey across the country so thick 
you could pretty nigh eat it. I gave 
him a fair start, then laid the hounds 
on and we had a five-mile point, going 
like a steeplechase all the way. Flynn 
lives in- a lonely house about half a 
mile out of Ballinknock, and the ‘ bag- 
man got home to it and through the 
wee dog-hole into the yard with just 
six inches to spare. 

"Patsey went over the wall and bor- 
rowed the dog three times after that. 
It was no trouble at all.' Flynn was 
still away in Youghal, and his house- 
keeper was that deaf Gabriel ■ would 
have to announce the Crack of Doom 
to her on his fingers. But it was too 
good to last. On the fourth day we 
were nearing Flynn’s house, the dog 
leading the pack , by not fifty yards 
when I saw him out across a field to 
the left, while the hounds tumbled into 
a httle boreen that runs up from the 
railway. station and went streaking 
down It singing out as if they were on 
a breasti-bigh scent and in view. 

Begob, says I to Patsey, ‘they Ve 

file.’ * ® I 


’Tis a hare in a frock-coat theni 
Sor/ says he, pointing with his whip. 

, ‘‘Sure enough it was a man they 
were after. I saw him then gallopino* 
down the boreen for dear life, coat-tails 
bair streaming, terror in his big 
white face. Plynn! I did my damdest, 
but I had no hope of stopping them, 
not in that little lane. When I came 
out on the high-road I found what was 
left of the politician half-way up a tele- 
graph post, like a , treed cat, screech- 
ing and scrambling and calling on the 
Saints, with old Actress swinging by 
her teeth to the tails- of his shirt, 
Uruiskeen ripping the trousers off him 
a leg at a time, and the rest of the 
pack leaping under him like the surf of 
the sea. 

I nearly rolled off my mare with 
laughter, though -well I knew the 
screeching scarecrow up the pole would 
have me drawn and quartered for that 
.day s work. ' I whipped the hounds. off 
in the end, took 'em byroad to Permoy 
that same evening and boxed 'em to my 
brother-in-law in Carlow. 'Twas for- 
tunate I did, for my kennels were burnt 
to the ground that night." 


Andy sighed, drained his glass and 
gazed regretfully at the bottom. 

H-m, ye-es, but there 's still a point 
I would like cleared up," said I. What 
made the pack change and chase 
Plynh ? " 

“Appears he was strongly addicted 
to ‘hlorazora’ too," said Andy, 

Patlandeb, 

Another Impending Apology. 

^ Prom the account of a farewell meet- 
ing in honour of a retiring Minister : 

It was altogether a notable gathering, and 
perhaps the congregational repetition of the 
General Thanksgiving at the opening of the 
meeting gave the keynote to the whole pro- 
ceedings. World, 

“An immediate advance of 10s. a week 
for adult workers and 5s. for juniors is being 
made to employers by the National Transport 
Workers’ Federation.”— 

We have always contended that the 
motto “For others” is the guiding 
principle of Labour. ^ ^ 

“ a?her0 are Germans still in the Baltic Pro- 
vinoe^whi^ .is MI of uuuuuuuuuuuuuu 
eaol aoa,” — Da%ly Paper, 

Very suspicious. j 
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Scene.— If ocaZ Hall, Drama, « Tlia Alashan Tigei- CaV' 

Hero {after unsuccessful jpro^oscd). *«Then, Margaret, am I to take it that tou refuse mb?” 


LABOUR AND ART; 

Ob, The Conversion of Binks. 


You have stood at some time, I suppose, with a sense of And it seemed that ho thought aU these things when he 
disaster gazed very hard 

And gazed at a picture resembling an egg on a mat, At a tub in a yard. 

Or a sideslip of squares in the mode of a Pimlico master?— -d t i i- i n, „ , . 

Well, Binks’s “Eebellion" and “Afternoon Tea in my ^ 

Blafc ” ^ weaviDg 

Were extremely like that. . iPA designs ; he had done what he could to expel 

All thoughts and all visual objects, for these were deceiving, 

He was nuts upon Beauty was Binks, and from boyhood ^ so far as an ignorant layman could tell, 

acquainted He had done that quite well. 

With Art, and so bound to her side with such delicate Bui I think that of aU of his phases the last was most 
linJis funny “ 

That I doubt if the soul of her, much as we ’ye written and He was yestured in white when I met him by chance in 
painted , the town; ^ 

Had eyer been fathomed (for is she not strange as the Hehadshayedoff his beard, his beard, like ApoUo’s, of honey; 
tapninx.J His hair was quite short, he had lost his habitual frown, 

TiU she got to know Binks. He was looking quite brown. 

He bad hundreds of phases, and all of them highly sensa- He told me he never exhibited now in a gallery ; 


tional, Commissions were filling his time and engaging his heart; 

A Cubist unbending, a Vortioist equally stout ; What was more, he observed, he was making a regular 

Scorned one thing, he said, and one only, the Eepresenta- salary, 

tional, So I asked him to tell me the worst and explain from the 

Meaning, I take it, a school where there isn't much doubt start -^t, .iju j. a ^ 

What the whole thing’s about. What had happened to Art. 

. , ^ , ,, T ^ . " I liave banished Design, "he informed me, “and thoughts 

And at times he would say, as I stared at his riotous are all duller 

scriinmages ., ,, . .c* Than Beauty, and Beauty is Art ; but no critic can grouse 

And asked what on earth was the meanmg, “ You must At the notion of Absolute Pure Indiyisible Colour 
have_ regard . , , . „ Eternity, smooth as omnipotent nom — 

To the mind of the artist, for Art is a matter of images,” I am painting a house.” EyoE. 





THE BEST OF THINGS, 

“ The New Poor ? ” said Holder, like 
myself, one of them, “ Nonsense. 
There are none. There are people 
who will not nse their imaginations, 
of course. They are poor, but not 
newly so. This so-called new poverty 
doesn’t touch me. True, the money I 
make will not go so far as it used to, 
but my imagination goes very much 
farther. I have trained it, encouraged 
it, my wife’s and boy’s too. We have 
cast off the absurd restraints imposed 
by the law of probability. In the old 
days, when I used to think, say, of 
motors, I was invariably badgered by 
the spectre of improbability. I used 
to think of a four-hundred-pound car^ 
or perhaps, in a daring moment, my 
thoughts would creep timidly, like mice 
out into a still kitchen, on to the six- 
I hundred-pound plane, only to scurry 
j back to the lower plane almost in- 
I stantly. Now IVe thrown all tlmt 
overtokra.^ Rubbish I When I think 
of motors I think in terms of Eolls- 
.Roye^ Why think ehcaply ? It ’s a 
poor imagimtion thait won’t run to a 
six-cylin^,.car at least. Strictly, I: 
shail, mever own a real motor Bc^oter'. 


What of it ? In my mind I use Rolls- 
Royces, We ’ve rather worked the thing 
) up at home. Come and dine with us 
and see for yourself.” 

I We had sausages and mashed pota- 
toes, with water. And I may say that 
never have I enjoyed a meal more. 
You see. Holder kept on telling us all 
the time about the famous dinner which 
now, owing to the War, we should 
never really eat, but which we were at 
perfect liberty to imagine we were eat- 
ing. I am sorry you were not there. 
The hors d'oswores I Holder describes 
hors d'auvres better than any man I 
know. Oh, masterly, the colour . . . 
Euskin, perhaps. Anyhow, he carried 
us quite away. 

^ His wife chose oysters. His descrip- 
tion of oysters, instantly furnished, was 
a little gem — a pearl, silver-grey, so 
much so that I too chose oysters. His 
little boy, Dickie, chose caviare ,* but he 
really did not care for it. He bit on a 
piece of button in his sausage, poor child. 
That was why he did not appreciate 
the caviare.' But Holder distracted his 
mind with some very remarkable mush- 
room soup — poiage de champigno?i $ — a 
brilliant word-sketch. We all chose it, 
Eor fish there was saus — pardon me, 


sole. The little lad, Dickie, chose sal- 
: mon ; but Holder reminded him that he 
had had salmon the previous evening ; 
it was out of season in any case, and 
he described how the sole tasted that 
probably Dickie will never touch. The 
boy appeared to enjoy it immensely. 

I think it was the game, simple roast 
partridges, exquisitely cooked, which 
Mrs. Holder enjoyed most. Her eyes 
were frankly shining as she pensively 
chewed the third quarter of her sausage, 
and she thrilled to the juices of the 
partridge of the dinner she could no 
longer hope really to eat, but which 
Holder, tliank God, would often de- 
scribe, at any rate until a tax is put on 
conversation. Even then something 
might be done — deaf and dumb lan- 
guage, possibly— an evasion, I admit, 
but even the New Poor must eat occa- 
sionally. 

We all enjoyed the game course 
most, with the exception of Dickie. 
The iad had finished his sausage, and 
mashed potato alone is not inspiring. 
But that great man, Holder, noticed 
it in time, and he satisfied the child 
with a word - painting of the brown 
crisp skin of cooked goose. Then we 
drank some magnificent wine. Holder 






MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

OHANOING-, ON THE WAY HOME, TO COME UPON HOUNDS WHEN THEY HAVE JUST iTTT.T.Ti’.-n HE 
PEOPOSES TO SEGUEB THE BBUSH FOB MBS. P.-W. S., BUT CONCLUDES THAT UPON THE WHOLE IT 
WOULD BE BETTEB TO BUY ONE IN TOWN. 

ransacked the English language for it. man, according to Holder’s quick por- She will never boil on a stiff hill. Mrs. 
A vivifying champagne. trait of him, who piled up some great Holder was glowing from her ride ; for 

But enough of food, or you will think logs on a bank of coals of a positively an instant she looked pink and pretty ; 
we were gourmands. None of us cared fantastic size, and we gathered round she had lost that wistful pinched look, 
for any sweets after such a meal. And' to enjoy a run in the brand-new, latest I went inside for a phrase or so of 
that is what I like about the Holders : model EoUs-Eoyce which is one of the Holder’s admirable idea of what cherry 
with them enough is as good as the special things which Holder will never brandy should be. We chatted for a 
feast they will never have. possess in this world. Ah, but she was little about the estate that he will never 

After dinner we smoked a very fine a queen of oars, and the best of cars purchase, and then I left, having pro- 
cigar in the imaginary conservatory always run better at night. I wonder mised to go round there to-morrow for 
which Holder has just run up, and I why. So smoothly silky, so dreamily a little shooting. It will be hot work 
have rarely, if ever, heard a better de- sweet-running, a pouring of cream ! I among the pheasants it Holder has not 
scription of men smoking cigars in a wish I could convey to you the satin lost his voice. 

conservatory. Next, Holder played me sound of her transmission, the low He and his wife came down the 
a fast game of billiards. He allowed me golden purr of her gears, the fanning drive to the entrance-gates with me. 
to choose my own table, and I picked of her velvet wings— wheels, that is. . “ Good -night,” they said; “we’re 

the most expensive in the catalogue. I would sooner ride in that verbal car glad you 've enjoyed yourself." 

Dickie marked for us. Then he went of Holder’s than walk round the real Holder was a little hoarse, for he is a 
to bed. I heard his father whisj)er a bac!^ard that is my own, unless I fall generous host. I think too the motor 
most convincing description of eider- behind with the rent, as I begin to fear run had tired them both, for their faces 
downs and real wool blankets when he I shall. . . . were again a little haggard ; and the 

kissed him. He is only a very little Down the dreamy moon- drenched wind had brought tears to the eyes of 
boy — big blue eyes, you know, like a highways, across the magic silver- Mrs. Holder. 

girl’s ; they watered a little. Excite- flecked moors, we climbed on the wings So I said good-bye to them — and to 

ment. ... _ of the peregrine to the keen, cold up- Jack, their elder boy, whom they will 

It was a clear moonlit night with lands, soared awhile, then dropped to never see again. He lies in France, 
a touch of frost in the air, so Mrs. the warm and sheltered valley and so But, you understand, it was as if he 

Holder rang for the visionary footman, home again. We felt the radiator, had been with us aU again for a little 

a good-looMng, most willing, sensible Holder and I, and it was quite cool, while that evening. 
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HOPE FOR POSTERITY. 

EulIi many a year has waxed and waned 
And sunk into its shroud 
Since that first day that I obtained 
A diary and vowed 
To keep (as I informed my wife) 

“ The Records of a Simple Life.’* 

Within it I resolved to state, 

Like Mr. Pepts of yore, 

The things that I, for instance, ate 
And she, my Mary, wore, 

Facts that would have a curious worth 
When I was famed and — under earth. 

And generations yet unborn 
Would feel a thrill to note 
How I upon an April morn 
Left off my overcoat, 

Or showed a pardonable spleen 
At having missed the 9.16. 

Nine volumes I *ve commenced at least 
To write with eager pen ; 

The first, I note, abruptly ceased 
On January 10, 

While yesteryear the break occurred, 

I think, upon the 23rd. 

But this year, I am proud to see. 
Stands not as others stood ; 

The prospects of posterity 
Are really rather good, 

Now that my zeal (not on the ebb) 

Has borne me safely into Feb. 

MUSICAL AMENITIES. 

The connection of occultism with 
music was recently discussed by Mr. 
Cyril Scott in his interesting volume 
on Modernism in Music. It is satis- 
factory to know that the subject is not 
to be allowed to drop. Grave discon- 
tent is rife in orchestral circles at the 
monopoly enjoyed at spiritualist stances 
by the tambourine, and it is reported 
that Mr. Ernest Newman, the distin- 
guished and outspoken musical critic, 
will shortly deliver a public lecture on 
behalf of the adniission of other instru- 
rnents to these mysteries, and in par- 
ticular the tuba. The claim of the 
tuba, Mr. Newman holds, is not only 
based on the profundity of its tones, but 
upon long literary tradition. Nothing ' 
could be more conclusive than the refer- 
ence in the old Latin hymn : — 

Tuba mirum spargens souum 
' Per sepulcra regionum.” 

It is anticipated that the discussion 
will be attended by Signor Marconi, 
Lord Dunsany, Mr. Yeats and Lieu- 
tenant Jones, the author of The Boad 
to Efi-Dor. 

* sfc 

Meanwhile the conflicting current of 
musical materialism is running strong. i 
The Daily Mail, always in the van of ] 
artistic progress, has espoused the cause i 


of the insurgent Georgians with in- Lloyd George has a certain flexibility 
trepid zeal. Mr. Julius Harrison is and facility common to all Welsh 
extolled in a leading article for finding singers, the critic condemns his habit 
a theme for an orchestral work, not of resorting to an emotional tremolo 
in any of the misty or metaphysical which frequently degenerates into a 
abstractions which appealed to the ef- mere “ wobble.” The Premier, he 
fete Victorian composers, but in plums, continues, shows agility and spirit in 
And, mind you, not Carlsbad, but honest florid passages, but his declamation 
Worcestershire plums, without any lacks dignity and his articulation is 
Teutonic taint. Mr. Julius Harrison’s often indistinct. As a pianist he is 
patriotic example is not likely to be equally unsatisfactory ; his repertory is 
lost on his brother composers. Indeed extremely limited and he is quite un- 
it is asserted on credible authority that able to interpret the complex harmonies 
Mr. Granville Bantook, who has com- of the Russian School. 


pletely forsworn all Oriental and exotic 
subjects, is engaged on a gigantic sym- 


A painful example of Mr. Lloyd 


phony, with choral interludes, entitled George’s ignorance is forthcoming in 
“Yorkshire Pudding;’* and that Mr. the astounding fact that he is, or was, 
I Josef Holbrooke is collaborating with under the impression that Karsavina 
I LordHowARDDE Walden in a romantic was the name of a town, and that the 
historical opera in fifteen Acts called only musician of the name of Corelli 
“ From Woad to Broadcloth.** was the author of The Sort'otos of Satan. 

^ The critic concludes with a masterly 

Mr. Bernard Shaw, who, it may be analysis of the results of these short- 
necessary to remind youthful readers, comings on the vitality of the Coalition 
was a musical critic on The Star and Cabinet, already weakened by the with- 
The World before he achieved fame as drawal of Mr. Balfour, a very sound 
a dramatist,has been causing his friends and accomplished musician of the old 
and admirers serious misgivings by his school. 


article on Sir Edward Elgar in a new 
musical journal, Music and Letters. 


THE EXILE. 


Sir Edward Elgar has a great follow- Nowireturntomyownlandandpeople, 


ing; he has written oratorios; he is 
an O.M. ; yet Mr. Shaw salutes him as 
the greatest English composer, the true 


Old familiar things so to recover. 
Hedgerows and little lanes and 
meadows. 


lineal descendant of Beethoven, one The friendliness of my own land and 
of the Immortals and the only candidate people. 

for Westminster Abbey ! To find Mr. t i n / • k i . 

Shaw taking a majority view is bad ^ ^ world-frieze of glowing 

enough; it is a case of proving false to 

the tradition of a lifetime — a moral painted black on a satin 

suicide. But why drag in Beethoven ? r> ^ 

So left-handed a compliment prompts Falm-trees m the dusk and the silence i 

the suspicion that, after all, what ap- a . , ® ^ i i 

pears to be eulogy is in reality nothing against a background 

more than an essay in adroitly dis- ^ orange; 


sembled obloquy. Mutatis mutandis, 
Mr. Shaw would not thank Sir Edward 
Elgar for calling him, for example, the 
Voltaire de nos jokers. What he does 
enjoy is the frank disparagement of 
Mr. Wilfrid Blunt, who describes 


A gorgeous magical pomp of light and 
colour, 

A dream-world, a sparkling gem in 
the sunlight, 

The minarets and domes of an Eastern 
city; 


him in the second volume of My Diary, And, in the midst of all the pomp of 
just published, as “ an ugly fellow, his colour, 
face a pasty- white, with a red nose and tvt i a • t 
a rusty red beard, and little slaty-blue ^ ^ anXpeople 

* * * My heart cried out for the lush 

An interesting but, we regret to say, 

decidedly hostile estimate of Mr. Lloyb hedgerows and the little lanes of 

Gbobgb as a musician appears in the . , 

columns of a leading anti-Coalition th e faces of my own people, 

daily. The critic discusses the Prbmibb „m,,„ tt- T i IZ~t- ... - . 


both .nd “ 

and in both capacities finds him sadly pounds. This is the best fish so far caught in 
wanting. The volume of his voice is day,” — Weekly Bangoon Times, 

small, the timbre is unpleasant, the We gather that the giant would not 
production faulty and^ the intonation have allowed any less august angler to 
far from pure. Admitting that Mr. land it except by instalments. 
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I plunged straightway in medias res» fine boar, was brought from China as 
GUINEA-PIGS. **I have here,*’ I said, “ a journal of themascot of H.M.S. but just 

It was with ill-concealed trepidation unimpeachable veracity which declares after reaching harbour was accidentally 
that I approached the Pontifical Person- that the Pasteur Institute in Paris is devoured by the ship’s cat. The re- 
age who presides over Messrs. Barkrod suffering from a guinea-pig shortage, maining two I have here. They are 
and Tomridge’s Zoological Department. Please oblige me with your expert expensive, of course, a hundred-and-five 
The recollection of my previous and opinion on this momentous matter.” • guineas the pair, but quite unique, 
only encounter with him still burned The P.P. smiled slightly, cleared his “Of greater zoological interest per- 
in my memory. I had gone thither throat and, waving me to the further haps is this little fellow, PorcwZws 
with a young nephew on whojn in a end of the menagerie, proceeded to ferus Decaudatus, an arboreal species 
rash moment I had urged the satis- answer my question. “The common from the Solomon Islands; or the striated 
faction to be derived from the study or Sicilian guinea-pig,” he began, “ the guinea-pig of Central Nicaragua, ^which 
of natural history and he had countered Pooxulus Auriferiis Excubitor of Buf- I am happily able to show you,” 
with a birthday and a demand that I fon, is still fairly common, though I He placed Nicaragua’s most valuable 
should convert precept to practice by may say that dt is many a day since product in my hand, and it promptly 
providing him with a pet. . they could be purchased for a guinea, bit me. That I did not drop it into a 

The P.P. greeted us with benignant. An allied species, the Chinese or edible cageful of terrier-pups was whplly due 
expectancy. His white apron merely guinea-pig, the Sing Pat Soo of the to the native vigour with which 
accentuated the obvious fact that he Cantonese restaurateur, is indeed quite hung on. 

had come in a limousine. I have since plentiful, but for some reason or other “ The price of that is forty - five 
decided that he mistook me for an has never found favour with the lead- guineas,” continued the Pontifical Per- 
^eccentric peer. It seems that 
eccentric peers and struggling 
journalists are apt to provide 
the same air of sartorial aban- 
don to the eye of the uniniti- 
ated. 

It was the young nephew, 
however, who made the run- 
ning. The entire - menagerie 
whistled, barked, sat up on its 
hind legs, performed acrobatic 
feats and said, “ Scratch poor 
Polly,” at his discriminating 
behest, Finally he reached a 
point where he simply could 
not decide between a Goliath 
cockatoo at d622 10s. and a 
white-faced Douroucouli at 
twenty-seven guineas. 

At this juncture I insinuated 
myself into the discussion, and 
by the exercise of subtle pres- 
sure got him to compromise on 
a pair of white rats at half-a- 
crown. Never shall I forget 

of majestic contempt with which the since the War our customers h^e be- do you ever sell any of the little beasts?” 
Personage withered me as he extracted come more discerning, and the common His face lit up in a brilliant smile, 
two torpid rodents from a congeries of guinea-pig, being no longer called for, is “ No, Sir,” he replied, drawing himself 
their kith and, holding them by their not bred and has therefore ceased to be up majestically and looking me squarely 
pink tails, dropped them into a paper available for scientific purposes. A few in the eye, “we keep these to show to 
bag with the air of a March ese deposit- of the art shades, notably and inquisitive customers. We only sell 

ing alms in the palm of a lazzarone. beige pigs, are still in request by the white eats 1 ” 

Not lightly indeed did I again enter furriers ; but the public demand is for I fled. As I crossed the interminable 
into the Presence. But on this occa- something more select. length of floor that separated me from 

sion duty called. The troubadour with “ Now here ” — and reaching into an the door I could feel that contemptuous 
lady’s glove in helm never showed a adjoining cg.ge the Pontifical Personage smile rowelling my shrinking vertebrae, 
bolder frontthanthe journalist in search extracted between finger and thumb a Halfway across, the Blue Himalyan 
of copy. And boldness, it seemed, was pinch of twitching fluff — “is the most guinea-pig could have given me three 
to be rewarded. As 1 approached the highly-prized of the race, the blue Hima- drachms and whipped me by sheer 
Pontifical Personage it appeared certain layan pig. Only five specimens have so brute strength. As I sped towards the 
that he did not remember me. And far reached this country. The first pair door an attendant opened it. It was 
why, I asked myself, should he ? Had were presented to the Duchess of Snob- unnecessary. I could easily have crept 
I been the Duke of Bedfobd or the lands by the Maharajah of Khidmutgar underneath it. Algol. 

Presidentof the Ladies’ Eennel Club I about three years ago, but the sow met 

might have .expected a place in his with an unfortunate accident in her “Vacuum for Sale, good condition. After 
august memory. But an insignificant ladyship’s absence, being dipped into a ^ o’clock.”— Proi?i7icm2 Paper, 
uncle buying white rats— it was absurd, box of face-powder by a thoughtless Our own is generally at its best about* 
\ of course, to fear recognition; . „ . maidservant. The third specimen, a an hour and a-half later. 











Magistrate, “Do vou want a lawyer to depend you?” 
Prisoner, “Not particularly, Sir.” 

Magistrate, “Well, what do you propose to do about 

THE CASE?” 

Prisoner. “Oh, I’m quite willing to drop it as par as 
I’m concerned.” 

the look I insr English fanciers. The fact is that 1 1 said. ' 


son smoocmy, as ne rescorea it 
to its cage. I shivered, 

, “Now here,” he went on, 

“ is a pig of real historic inter- 
est. I have a fair number of 
them just in from my collec- 
tors in the Persian Gulf and 
can do them at eighteen pounds 
the pair.” He motioned me 
towards a larger cage wherein 
a bevy of dun-coloured piglets 
were bolding a soviet. “ The 
Sumerian or Desert Pig,” he 
explained, ' ‘ of the Oxyrhynchus 
Papyri, erroneously identified 
by Grenfell and Hunt with 
the Southern form of the Tree 
Hyrax.” 

It was at this point that my 
intelligence forsook me. I had j 
been getting on too well. It , 
was the old story of over-con- , 
fidence. 

“Honestly now, old chap,” 
and strictlv between ourselves. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Olerks.) 

“A tough hide and some facility of expression’^ — to 
quote the author’s modest estimate of his qualifications — 
have enabled Eear-Admiral Sir DougIiAS Brownrigg to 
make his Indiscretions of the Naval Censor (Cassell) the 
liveliest book of the War that has come my way. Thanks 
to the first element in his make-up he managed to retain 
his difficult; and delicate post throughout the War, and only 
once came into serious collision with any of his official 
superiors.' < As these included First Lords of such diverse 
temperament as Mr. Churchill and Lord Fisher, and 
First Sea Lords with such diametrically opposite views 
regarding publicity as Lord Fisher and Sir Henry Jackson, 
this was no small achievement. Thanks to- the second 
element he has written a book which scarcely contains 
a dull page. Whether he is giving us a pen -picture of 
Mr. Churchill conducting Admiralty business from a sick- 
bed, with his head swathed in flannel and an immense 
cigar protruding from the bandage ; or explaining how the 
legend of Lord Kitchener’s survival arose from a trivial 
error that caused the news of the Hampshwe disaster to 
reach Berlin a few minutes before it was published in 
London, he always writes with directness and verve^ 
Admiral Browrigg tells a good deal about the censor- 
ship, and illustrates his theme with some excellent repro- 
ductions bf naval photographs before and after the Censor 
had “re-touched” them. He tells un even more about his 


work in a less familiar rdle, that of Publicity Agent to the 
Silent Service. It was he who arranged visits to the Fleet 
by more or less distinguished personages — “ Brownrigg’s 
circus parties,” as they were dubbed in the gun-room — and 
who engaged authors like Mr. Kipling and artists like 
Sir John Laveby to describe and portray the doings of the 
Fleet and its auxiliaries. It pains me to learn, Ijowever, 
that “Passed by Censor” was only a guarantee for the 
harmlessness and not for the veracity ot the stories nar- 
rated; and in particular that the famous “Q”-boat ruse 
of the demented female with the explosive baby was a 
pure work of imagination. 

Without any special heralding, Mr. Eric Leadbitter 
seems to have stepped into the front rank, perhaps even to 
the leadership, of those active novelists whose theme is 
English rural life. I emphasize the word “ active,” with of 
course a thought for the master of them all, the wizard of 
Dorchester, at whose feet it would probably be fair to sup- 
pose Mr. Leadbitter to have learnt some at least of his 
craft. His new story, Shepherd's Warning (Allen and 
Unwin), is a quiet tale of life in a not specially attractive 
village — a tale that conquers by its direct humanity and by 
art art so delicate and so deftly concealed that the book 
has a deceptive appearance of having written itself with- 
out effort on the part of its author. It concerns a group of 
peasants, agricultural labourers, inhabitants of Bidding, a 
village gradually yielding to the encroachments by tram 
and viUa of the neighbouring town. The simple annals of 
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these folk, and especially of one family, old Boh Garrett and The musician, visiting his fiancie^ now well off and installed 
his grandsons, provide the matter of a tale gentle as the in a comfortable village farm-house, lets the strong air of 
passage of time itself, never dull, instinct with quality in the place get into his head and falls deep in love with a 
every line of it. Mr. Leadbitter has a method of concen- yeoman's daughter, who in turn, stimulated by this ex- 
tration so pronounced that, once let his characters, even perience, straightway succumbs (at her first dance in real 
his heroine, step outside the beam that he has focussed society, into which the great lady of the village, her patron, 
upon Fidding, and they vanish utterly, till the working has introduced her) to the suggestion that she shall spend 
(apparently) of fate brings them back again. Even the an unchaperoned night on a young blood’s yacht, with 
murder in his early chapters is so lightly touched upon as results usual in distressful fiction. However, after many 
to produce hardly any effect of violence. His sympathy tribulations she and her musician, now duller than ever, 
with the life of the soil, and the human lives thaSt are so are united, while the jilted craftswoman is left “full of ideas, 
near to it, is clearly absorbing; the result is that, to all sumptious {sic), a little feverish” for village industries 
save the confirmed sensationalist (piqued possibly by the which from my impression of her mentality I should judge 
waste of good homicide), Shepherd's Wammg will also, I would be of a devastating order. Lovers of that charming 


think, prove Eeader’s ' 
Delight. 

. Mr. H. COLLINSON 
Owen, formerly Editor 
of the soldiers’ paper, 
TheBalkan would 
just love to trap you 
into an argument on 
the value of our Mace- 
donian campaign as 
compared with certain 
other war efforts. His 
book, Salonika and 
After (Hodber and 
Stoughton), shows 
him thirsting to accept 
battle for the cause he 
. champions ; and in the 
sub - title, The Side- 
' Show that Ended 'the 
War, he fairly throws 
down the gauntlet. But 
take my advice and 
don’t be drawn. He 
has a foreword from 
General Milne to sup- 
port him, and an extract 
from Ludendorff’ s 
Memoirs, and a quota- 
tion from The Times. 
He has a .very lively 
and convincing way of 
putting things too, and 
once he gets his en- 



113^1 Fnj roEi i! 
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- 


SQUEEZED IN AND SQUEEZED OUT. 

EeGEETTABLE result OE OVER-PRESSURE ON THE UNDERGROUND. 


■ little West - country 
village in which the 
author sets her scene 
will not easily forgive 
her for naming it and 
baldly cataloguing its 
houses and sundry 
points of its environ- 
ment, leaving out most 
that is the essential of 
its charm. It 's simply 
not done by authentic 
writers of fiction — 
barring house-agents. 

Those who experi- 
enced the rapture of 
discovery in an exhi- 
bition last May of cari- 
catures by Edmund X. 
Kapp may now rejoice 
(supposing them to 
command the needful 
guinea) that they can 
recapture this pleasure 
through a volume of 
twenty-four represent- 
ative drawings collected 
under the apt title of 
Perso7ialities (Secker). 
Not for me to attempt I 
detailed consideration, | 
even if it were not the i 
duty of every amateur | 
to fall a victim at first 


thusiasm fairly in hand becomes an uncommonly power- hand to Mr. Kapp’s amazing art. But one can hardly pass 
ful advocate. _ Not that this volume is by any means without tribute such things as the head of the Japanese poet 
just a piece of special pleading; only the author is honour- on page 1 (“ Seer of Visions ”), a really wonderful example 
ably concerned to show both the importance and the of much meaning in few lines, or the Wyndham Lewus, the 
severity of the war against the Bulgars, which he thinks only drawing in the book in which a suggestion of cruelty 
people at home were a little inclined to disparage. I cer- tinges the satire. Perhaps the most directly laughter- 
tainly cannot remember doing so, but, putting controversy moving pages are those devoted to the brilliant series of 
aside, this book remains an. adequate first-hand account of musical conductors ; is this because we have all stared our 
an adventure so great as t6 demand an heroic literature all two hours into expert familiarity with these variously- 
its own, where it can be seen in true perspective. Mr. tailored backs? But indeed here is a volume of twenty- 
OwEN deals delightfully with nights in Salonika clubland four joys, or rather twenty-five, the last being anticipation 
or the vagaries of King “ Tino,”^ or with the more warlike of Mr. Kapp’s further activities, which I for one shall await 
matters culminating in the. terrific actions that held the with very genuine interest, 
enemy’s Left wing tight while our allies smashed his ==============^^ 

centre. An excellent book, with illustrations above the m , 

av.eragG^nd a good map handilv placed q i well-known lady golfer, was mamed yesterday. 

, g na,uuiiy piacea. Several well-known golfers formed a guard of honour, and made an 

~ „ arch of golf clubs for the bridal couple to pass under. The bride and 

IVLrS. ' xtENRY DtJDENEY s Spade IWorTc (Hurst and bridegroom were pelted with wooden golf balls. — ProviTicial Paper. 

is a queOT queerly told. A musician and Rubber-cores might have been less painful, but were 
an art-and-eraftygirl. both poor and both duU, are engaged, perhaps too expensive. ^ 
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CHARIVARIA. 

“ If a burglar broke into my house/' 
says Lady Beecham, I should use the 
telephone to summon help." Lady 
Beechais: seems to have a sanguine 
temperament. ^ 

Asked how she would act in case a 
burglar broke into her house, Miss Ibis- 
Hoby said she would stand before him 
and recite Shakspeabe. , If anybody 
else had said this we should have sus- 
pected a cruel nature. I 


A libel action 
arising out of the 
representation by a 
German artist of 
the ex-OROWN 
Prince as a baboon 
is to be heard short- 
ly. It is not yet 
known who is to 
prosecute on be- 
half of -the local 
Society for the Pre- 
vention of Cruelty 
to Animals. 

He Hi 

Nine thousand 
officials have been 
appointed to con- 
trol the food sup- 
plies in Petrograd. 
English Govern- 
ment officials re- 
gard this arrange- 
ment as the work 
of an amateur. 

He He 
He 

It is said that the 
exchange crisis is 
regard^ by Mr. 
C. B. Cochran as a 
deliberate attempt 
to divert attention 
from the Dempsey 
contest. 

He He 
He 

The rumour that 


derstand, shortly appear in The Morii- 
ing Post, ^ 

During the recent gales on the West 
Coast of Ireland the anemometer regis- 
tered t.he unprecedented velocity of one 
hundred-and-ten miles per hour. A 
number of cases of anemonia are re- 
ported from the Phoenix Park district. 

* Hi 

According to Meii's Wea7% silk hats 
are to be increased in price by at least 
thirty per cent. Is it by this process, we 
wonder, that they hope to drive Mr. 
Churchill out of business ? 


break the law. It seems that 
mistook the man for a policeman. 


he 


Hi Hi 





“Why luven’t you got on spurs?” 

“I WAS GOING TO SPEAK ABOUT THAT, SiR. I REGRET I ACCIDENTALLY OMITTED TO 
PUT THEM ON THIS MORNING, AND CONSEQUENTLY HAVE CAUGHT COLD. SO I WAS GOING 
TO ASK YOU TO BE KIND ENOUGH TO GRANT ME LEAVE UNTIL ” 


Carpentibb and Dempsey, in order to 
avoid further fuss and publicity, have 
decided to fight it out privately, appears 
to have no foundation. 

Hi Hi 

Wrexham Education Committee is 
reconsidering its decision against teach- 
ing Welsh in the elementary schools. 
The pathetic case of a local man who 
was recently convicted of stealing a leg 
of beef owing to his being unable to 
give bis evidence in Welsh is thought 
to have something to do with it.. 

Hi Hi 

»!i ^ 

A domestic servants’ union has been 
formed and an advertisement for a 
gocsd plain- shqp* stewardess (two* in 
family; policeman kept) will, we un- 


A pig and sty constituted first prize 
at, a recent whist drive at Bishop’s 
Waltham^ We understand that a dif- 
ference "of opinion befjween the winner 
and the pig as regards the user of the 
sty has ended fatally for the latter. 

Hi Hi 
H< 

It is reported that the Yictory badge 
now being worn extensively in New 
York is to be replaced by another-bear- 
[*ing the inscription, ** We did them." 

I intend to tour England," says a.| 
Prohibition lecturer, '‘and: I will not be 

hurried.’" We recommend the railway. 

- 

A Tralee man charged with shboting'| 
a neighboux said he had no desire to 


A French physician declares that 
a gift for yawning is one of the most 
valuable health-assets. This should be 
good news for revue-producers. 

Ht ^ i'it 

‘‘Honesty," says Dr. Ingram, “is 
the best policy after all." All the same 
some of our profiteers seem to get along 
pretty well, thank you. 

The egg-laying competition promoted 
by The Daily Mail has proved a great 
“ success. It is most 

gratifying to learn 
that the hens have 
done their best for 
“ the paper that got 
us the shells.” 

Hi , * 

“ The influenza 
microbe," announ- 
ces a medical jour- 
nal, “ has made 
its appearance in 
many parts of the 
country and is 
slowly but surely 
making its way to- 
wards London." 
With any other 
Government than 
ours a simple sug- 
gestion that th^e 
sign-posts 671 route 
should be reversed 
would have been at 
once adopted. 

.During the last 
four weeks exactly 
four hundred and 
ninety - nine rats 
have been destroy- 
ed in a small town 
in South Bedford- 
shire. It is^hoped 
that as 'soon as 
these figures are 
published a sporting rodent will give 
itself up in order to complete the fifth 
century. — , — , . 

“A ckampagne support was provided in the 
lower hall.” — Local Pa^er. 

Yery sustaining, we feel sure. 

^ “ ’The paper supports the proposed- forma- 
tion of a first army of shock troops,’ wMohr 
would be capable of preventing the mobilisa- 
tion of a great Germy army.” — Evmiiig Paper. 

Anything to- keep the influenza at bay. 

“ The times for the incubation of the eggs 
of various birds are as under : — 

Ostrich . ' . . . , 41 days. 

Gnu ..... . 49'’day3,” ^ 

Poultry-Keeping. 

“ Gnus, indeed ! ’’ said the Emu. 
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.TO AIVIERICA 

{deferentially hinting how others see her and what they thinh 
of her threatened repudiation of her Pub sidjent'b pledges). 

When you refuse to sign the Peace . 

Except with various “ reservations, 

And prophesy a swift decease 
Impinging on the League of Nations ; 

When you whose arms (we’ve understood) 

Settled the War and wiped the Bosch out 
Eegard the whole world’s brotherhood 
As just a wash-out; 

You say, in terms a little blunt,* 

“This scheme tliat„you are advertising 
Was all along a private stunt 
Of Wilson’s singular devising; 

His game we weren’t allowed to know; 

Under a misty smile he masked it; 

We never gave him leave to go 
(He never asked it). 

“And you, poor credulous Allies, 

> Found dn this fellow, self-appointed, 

The worth he had in his own eyes 
'And let him pose as God’s anointed; 

Taking no sort of pains to see ^ 

AVh ether or not he had a mandate, 

Like puppy-dogs the other Three 
Out of his hand ate.” 

But how if we had queered his clairn 
, Or questioned his credentials, saying, 

“Who is this Woodeow What ’s-his-name? 

And what’s the o'dle he thinks he’s playing? 

Is he a Methodist divine? 

" OrEqes he boom Chicago bacon?” — 

I think that I can guess the line 
- You would have taken. 

“Behold a Man,” I hear you say, 

“Of peerless wit and ripe instruction, 

Elect of Heaven and U.S.A. — 

Surely an ample introduction;* 

He comes to put Creation right; 

He brings no chits — he doesn’t need ’em ; 

Who doubts his faith will have to fight 

The Bird of Freedom ! ” . ' 0. S. 


SMALL ADS.” 

“Where do you get servants from ? ” I asked.. 

“ From small ads.,” said Phyllis promptly. 

I picked up the paper from the floor where I had thrown 
it in the morning. My wife is one of those rare women 
who always lea ve- things where you put them. It is this 
trait that endears her to me. I ran my trained eye over 
an ad. column. 

“ Got it at once,” I said with pardonable pride. “ How ’s 
this ? — ‘ General (genuine), stand any test trd. £70 
possess, s. hands^yrs. s.a.v.’ ” 

“ I like genuine people,” said Phyllis thoughtfully. “And 
under the circumstances ’’—(here she looked, hard at me, as 
if I were a circumstance) — “under the circumstances 1 think 
we ought to have one that , will stand any test. Seventy j 
pounds is out of the question, of course, but she might 
come fqr less' when she sees how smaU we are. What 
does ‘ s. htods ,yrs.* stand for?” 

“ I don’t know,” I said; “ I can only think of * soft hands 
;for years,* ” ^ 


“ I should like her,” said Phyllis. “ Their hands are the 
one thing' against Generals. She must be a nice girl to 
take such care of them. ■ Think how careful she ’d be with 
the china. What ’s ‘ trd.’ ''? ” 

“I’m afraid it must mean tired,” I said. 

“ Oh, she ’d soon get rested here,” said Phyllis ; “ I don’t 
thi-hk that need be against her. She ’s probably been in a 
hard place lately. Are there any more ? ” 

“Plenty,-” I said. “How does this one strike you? — 
‘General, no bacon, possess. 2 rms. £45 wky. s.a.v.’ ” 

“ Hike that one,” said Phyllis. “ She must be an awfully 
unselfish girl to go without bacon. I don’t see how we are 
going to spare two rooms, though, unless she’s willing to 
count the kitchen as one. Forty-five pounds a week must 
be a printer’s errm*. But we can easily afford forty-five 
pounds a ye’ar.” " ^ ; 

It may mean that she ’s ‘ weakly,’ ” I suggested. 

. “ That wouldn’t matter much,” said Phyllis ; “ and I like 
her the better for being honest about it.” 

“ ‘ Wky.’ might stand for * whisky,’ ” I hinted darkly. 

Phyllis blanched. “Then she’s no good,” she said; “I 
simply couldn’t stand one that drinks. What’s the next 
one like ? ” . 

I read on: “Domestic oil no risk. 6 dys. trd. s. hands 
10 yrs. s.a.v.”-" 

“I wonder whether .that means that she can cook on an 
oil-stove or that she cook on any' other kind ? And 
does the ‘ no risk ’ refer tOi her or the stove ? It ’s not very 
clear. I don’t think we’ll take up this one’s references. 
Besides I shouldn’t like one that was tired for six days.” 

“ Out of every seven,” I added, “ and the seventh day 
would be the Sabbath, and her day off*.” 

“ Go on to the next,” said Phyllis firmly. 

The next one merely said; “General. lulburn tkg. 
£40 1 rm. s.a.v.” • - ■ 

“It would be nice to*, have a taking sort of girl,” I 
thought (unfortunately ateud). 

“ We won’t think of her, the hussy ! ” said Phyllis. “ Pass 
me the paper, please.” 

“They all seem to want ‘s.a.v.,’” she said. “What do 
you suppose it means? I wish they wouldn’t use so many 
abbreviations. ‘ S.a. * stands for Sunday afternoon, of 
course, but I can’t think- what the ‘ v.’ is for. ’ Of course 
we ’ll give them Sunday afternoons free, if that’s what it 
means. I only wonder they don’t want an evening off in 
the week as well. I call them most reasonable. And there 
are so many to choose from. I always understood from 
mother that they ’re so hard to get.” 

Then she turned the paper over. 

“ Oh, you are stupid 1 ” she said. “ You ’ve been looking 
at the ‘ Shops and Businesses for Sale’ column.” 

“ So ’ve you,” I snapped. 

And then I regret to say we had our first quarrel. 

I told Phyllis firmly that she is not at all tkg., nor would 
she stand any test ; that no one could engage her, much 
I less marry her, without taking risks ; that «he hadn’t had 
s. hands for yrs., that she wouldn’t go without her bacon 
for anyone, and that I should be jolly thankful if she would 
take every blessed s.a.v. 

I admit that Phyllis was moi’e dignified. She merely 
sailed out of the room, remarking that I made her trd. 

Our Invincible NavyJ^ 

In continuaj;ion of a paragraph in liis last issue, Mr. 
Punch expresses his regret if the article which appeared 
under the above title in these pages on January 14th has 
unwittingly given offence to any one of his readers through 
others having connected him with the character of Reginald 
McTaggart 
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JULIUS C/ESAR ON THE LINKS. 

Actor (whose Jmozoledge of Sbak^pj^aiie is greater than Us golf). -‘0, paedon me, thou bleeding piece of eabth.’” 


RINGS FROM SATURN. 

{Extracted from -various issues of^'The 
Daily Mandate,'') 

I. 

To the Editor of The Daily Mandate:' 

Sir, — For a number of years I have 
been experimenting in wireless tele- 
phony with my installation on the 
heights of Lavender Hill. On several 
occasions recently I have been puzzled 
by mysterious ^ ringings of the bell 
attached to the instrument, which have 
obviously been set up by long-distance 
waves. On taking up the receiver, 
however, I have been unable to make 
out any coherent message, but only 
a succession of irregular squeaks, al- 
though once I distinctly heard a word 
which I canonly transcribe as “ Gurroo/' 

I have no doubt in my own mind that 
one of the more advanced planets is 
trying to get in touch with us by means 
rof wireless telephony, and that once We 
have deciphered the code we shall be 
able to converse freely with its inhabi- 
tants. I mysdf incline to the bMief 
that these rings emahafe from Saturn, 


which, in spite of its great distance 
from the earth, is just as likely to wish 
to communicate with .us as any other 
planet. Yours faithfully, 

Diogenes Dottle, F.R.S. j 

II. 

Mr. Dottle’s remarkable letter, pub- 
lished in our issue of yesterday, sug- 
gesting that inhabitants of Saturn have 
been endeavouring to communicate 
with the earth by means of wire- 
less telephony, has created profound 
excitement in scientific and otbercircles. 
To a representative of The Daily Man- 
date a number of well - known men 
expressed their views on the matter, 
which will undoubtedly stimulate fur- 
ther investigation intojthe momontous 
possibilities of this epoch-making reve- 
lation. The opinions advanced, which 
are, on the whole, highly favourable to 
Mr. Dottle s~ theory, are. as follows i 

Sir Potiphar Shucks, the famous 
mtrormner^: « The possibility that 
Saturn is inhabited is one that, in 
the absence of incontrovertible evidence 
either way, should not lightly be set ^ 


5 aside. Assuming that it is inhabited, 
that its people are skilled in the use of 
■ wireless telephony and that it is pos- 
sible to set up waves of suflicient in- 
tensity to travel all the way from 
Saturn to us, I see no reason why 
communications of the nature sug- 
gested by Mr. Dottle should not at 
some future date become an accom- 
plished fact.” 

Mr, Artesian Pitts, the toell-knoion 
imaginative historian: “I have long 
held the belief that Saturn is inhabited 
by a type of being possessing a cylinder- 
like body composed of an unresisting 
pulp, a high dome-shaped head filled 
with gas, and long tentacles, bristling 
with electricity, through which all sen- 
sations are emitted and received. These 
tentacles would act as an ideal tele- 
phonic apparatus, so that there is every 
likelihood of Mr. Dottle*s having actu- 
ally received a message from Saturn. 

‘Gurroo’ to be Saturnian for 
‘Hello/” 

Signor Tromhoni, the pioneer of wire- 
less telephony : ** We are making ar- 
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rangemenfcs to test Mr. Dottle's in- 
teresting theory, and for this purpose 
ar^ erecting a special installation on 
the top of Mt. Kilimanjaro, 'which is 
several thousand feet higher than 
Lavender Hill. At our own stations 
we have frequently noticed mysterious 
ringings, which we have hitherto as- 
cribed to carelessness dtl the part of 
operators ; but Mr. Dottle's letter opens 
up a new world of possibilities. The 
Daily Mandate is to be congratulated 
on the prominence it has given to the 
subject, which has already had the 
effect of sending Tromboni shares up 
several points." 

Mr, G, Sliawhurn: “It is an insult 
to Creation to assume that ours is the 
only populated planet. Of course Saturn 
is inhabited, but, unlike our own world, 
by people of intelligence. In the matter 
of mental advancement Saturn can 
make rings round the eartli. ■ All the 
same I don’t for one moment suppose 
that Mr. Dottle knows what he 's talk- 
ing about.” 

The P ostmasteb-Gjenebal : “Noth- 
ing is known in the Department under 
my control of. telephone calls having 
been received from Saturn or the neigh- 
bourhood. I do not propose for the pre- 
sent 'to take any steps in the matter.” 

i The Lobd Mayob : “ Saturn is a long 
way off.” 

III. 

[Extract from leading article,) 

“ . . . Again we ask, ‘ What is the 
Government doing ? ’ For several days 
now our columns have been ringing 
with the world-wide acclamation of this 
stupendous discovery, beside the poten- 
tialities of which the wildest efforts 
of imaginative literature are reduced to 
pallid and uninspired commonplaces. 
Even so cautious a scientist as Sir 
Potiphar Shucks has declared that the 
idea of Saturn being inhabited is one 
that ‘ should not lightly be set aside,’ 
and has announced his conviction 
that under favourable conditions com- 
munication with that planet should 
in the near future become ‘ an accom- 
plished fact.’ Other eminent leaders of 
thought and action, including Signor 
Tromboni, are even more enthusiastic 
in their reception of the great theory 
first given to the world by Mr. Diogenes 
Dottle in a letter to The Daily Mandate. 
But the PosTMASTEE-GENEEAii is Con- 
tent to treat the question with the airy 
scepticism and obstructive complacency 
that have rendered the London Tele- 
phone service a byword of inefficiency, 
and refuses even to make a grant in 
aid of the work of investigation. 

“ In these , circumstances the pro- 
prietors ,of The Daily Mandate have 






I 











ft 

3 

'd 

rr 

Mil I 





1;ll 1/ 

r- 1 , 

III 


















'mmm 


Indignant Egoist. “Bn careful up there what you ’re dropping. That precious 

NEARLY HIT ME I ” 


much pleasure in announcing that 
they will pay the sum of ten thousand 
pounds to the first man, woman or 
child in the British Empire who can 
produce evidence of having received 
an intelligible'^ telephonic message from 
Saturn, and a further sum of one hun- 
dred thousand pounds to the first per- 
son to send a message to that planet 
and receive a clear reply. The services 
of a Board of distinguished experts are 
being engaged for the purpose of test- 
ing and adjudicating all claims. 

Meanwhile the Postmasteb-Geii- 
EBAL must go.*' 


“ It may safely be said that there are more 
millionaires to the square yard in Bradford 
than in any other city in the country, not 
even excepting London or New York.” 

Daily Dajger. 

The news that Britain has annexed the 
United States will comfort those who 
thought it was the other way about. 

“The incessant singing of a cricket in a 
London church compelled the preacher to 
shorten his sermon.” 

The Children's Neicspaper. 

We may now expect increased enthu- 
siasm for the “ Sunday Cricket ” move- 
ment. 
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A VERMIN OFFENSIVE. 

There was a faint scuffling sound 
beliind the wainscot. 

“There it; is again,” said Araminta. 

“Not a doubt of it,” I replied, turn- 
ing pale. 

Thrusting on my hat I rushed up the 
hill to the Town Hall and asked to see 
the Clerk of the Borough Council 
immediately. 

“ I have reason to suspect,” I said in 
a hoarse low whisper, as soon as I was 
shown into the man’s presence, “ that 
our premises are in imminent danger 
of being infested. Counsel me as to 
whatT should do.” 

“ It is your duty as a good citizen to 
take such steps as may from time to 
time be necessary and reasonably prac- 
ticable to destroy the vermin,” he' said 
in a rather weary and mechanical tone. 

“ I hope I am not one to take my 
civic duties lightly,” I replied with 
some hauteur, “but observe that 1 
merely said I had reason to suspect 
the imminence of the peril; I should 
like to know the legal definition of in- 
festment, if you please. I cannot de- 
finitely say that house-breaking has 
taken place as yet I do not know that 
there has even“ been petty larceny. 
There may have been merely loitering 
with felonious intent.” 

“ What is the size of your premises ? ” 
he inquired, 

“ It is more a messuage than a pre- 
mises,” I explained. “ Abbut twelve 
feet by ten, I should say — speaking 
without the lease.”. 

“ And how many vermin do you ex- 
pect it to be abbut to harbour ? ” 

“ None have actually hove in sight 
at present,” I said reassuringly, “ but 
there is a sound of one in the offing- 
in the.wainscbting, I mean.” 

“ In a residence of your size I should 
say that a single mouse would consti- 
tute infestation within the meaning of 
the Act, so soon as* it forces an/ingress. 
It will then be your bounden duty to 
demolish it. How about purchasing a 
trap?” 

“ You are sure that is better than 
hiding behind the arras and hitting it 
over the head with a pole-axe ? ” I in- 
quired anxiously, “or proffering it a 
bowl of poisoned wine ? ” 

“Poison is no longer supplied free,” 
he answered coldly, and I went out. 

Very luckily, as I hastened up the 
hill, I had observed a building with the 
words, ‘ ‘ Job Masters. Traps for Hire, ’ ’ 
Witten upon a wooden board. I went 
inside and found an elderly man sitting 
at a desk in a small office. He looked 
extremely patient. “ Are you Job ? ” 

asked breathlessly. “I have come 
to buy a mouse-trap.” 


Appearances, of course, are quite 
often deceptive. They were in this 
case. The elderly man was very much 
annoyed. When he had explained 
matters forcibly to me I went on down 
the hill and entered an ironmonger’s. 

“I wish to buy a trap to catch a 
mouse,” I said to the assistant behind 
the counter. 

“ Certainly, Sir. What 'size ? ” said 
the lad politely. 

“ Small to medium,” I replied, rather 
baffled. “It has only a medium-sized 
scratch.” 

He showed me a peculiar apparatus 
made of wire and wood containing 
apparently a vestibule, two reception 
rooms, staircase and first-floor lobby, 
with an open window and a diving- 
board. Underneath the window was 
a small swimming tank. 

“I don’t want a hydropathic exactly,” 
I explained. “ I propose to exterminate 
this rodent, not to foster longevity in 
it. How does it work ? ” 

He pointed out that, after examin- 
ing the various apartments, the animal 
would be allured by the fragrance of 
a small portion of cheese placed above 
the diving- board ; overbalancing, it 
would then be projected into the water, 
where it would infallibly drown. “ It 
is a thoroughly humane instrument,” 
he assured me, “ and used in the best 
’omes.” 

I bought it and went on to a cheese 
foundry. Araminta was rather scornful 
of the sanatorium when I came home 
with it and set it, loaded and trained, 
on the dining-room floor; but the child- 
ren were delighted. ’ It ranked only a 
little lower than the pantomime, and if 
only we could have secured an outside 
visitor to it I believe 'that it would 
have defeated the Zoo. Tp visit it with 
a soi-t of wistful hope became the'prin- 
cipal treat of the day. But, alas, the 
mansion remained untenanted. Some- 
times during a lull in conversation we 
would hear the faint scuffling again, but 
after about six days I became convinced, 
by kneeling down and placing my ear 
to the carpet 'like an Indian, that the 
noise was even fainter than it had been 
at first. A terrible suspicion seized me. 

I dashed out and rang the bell of the 
flat next door. 

“ It is just as I feared,” I said to 
Araminta on returning a few moments 
later. “ We are not going to be infested 
after all. The vermin has been sighted 
in No. 140b.” 

“ We must make the best of it,” she 
said, trying to speak cheerfully, “though 
it is hard on the children, poor dears.” 

“ I wasn’.t thinking of the children,” 

I replied bitterly; “ I was thinking of 
the expense. . If we had been living 
in a house instead of a flat we could 


at least have deducted it from the 
rates.” ' 

I sat down and made out a bill as 
follows to the Clerk of the Borough 
Council, heading it : — 

Ojz Account of Spttrious Infestment, 

To one Mouse Institute and s. d. 
Aquarium .... 66 

„ Cheese 0 6 

„ Labour at 2/6 per hour , 0 7J 

Total ..... 

The man replied coldly that the 
householder was responsible for all 
expenditure incurred in precaution- 
ary measures and that the Council 
I was in no way liable for the costs 
resulting from an offensive that failed 
to materialize. He ended with the 
rather rude postscript, “What kind 
of cheese did you use ? ” 

This was a bit sickening. However, by 
threatening to lay information against 
him, I have at last succeeded in inducing 
the occupier of 140b to take over the 
abattoir at a very satisfactory valuation. 
It was between that and buying his 
'mouse.. Evoe, 


TWO NIGHTMAEBS. 

[Dreamed after reading in a daily paper 
that “ any style of dress that lessens i 
07ie's self-confidence should he tabooed'' \ 
(sic)] . 

I TRAVELLED from the Sussex hills 
With confidence divine, 

Full of the conscious power that thrills 
My heart when life is mine, 

And strode to Lady Fancy Frills 
"V^ith whom I was to dine. 

Her guests had come from Clubs and 
Courts 

. And Halls of wealthy Jews ; 

As they surveyed my running shorts 
I felt my courage ooze, 

While conscious power, grown out of 
sorts. 

Leaked through my canvas shoes. 

:j« 

Then I re-travelled South by West 
Inflated with a joy 
Which in the suit I called my best 
No buffet could destroy ; 

I may remark I ’d come full-dressed 
From lunch at the Savoy. 

But when the hills began to shout 
I coloured to the roots, 

And when the valleys cried, “ Get out ! ” 

To the last word in suits, 

My joy, displaced by sudden doubt, 
Leaked through my spatted boots. 


Of the mysterious Marconigrams: — 
“ They may be the eflort of sentiment beings 
in some neighbouring planet to communicate 
with us .” — Evening Paper. 

Can we have broken in on a conversa- 
tion between Venus and Mars ? 
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A CONFLIjCT OF EMOTIONS. 

{With the British Army in France,) 

“ I *VE seen rivetters at New York pie- 
foundries and stew-specialists on North 
Sea trawlers,” said Percival severely, 
“but I never realised how monoton- 
ous feeding could be till I got into a 
Mess^ controlled by Binnie.” ^ 

Bihnie puffed his pipe severely, being 
of the tough fibre which enables Mess 
Presidents to endure. Frederick, who 
had been silent, rose from his seat, 
heaved a distressing sigh and left the 
room. 

“There's the moral that adorns the 


[ throes of a spasm of melancholy. Per- 
cival entered and narrowly escaped 
being drawn into the vortex of a par- 
ticularly powerful inspiration. 

“ Freddy, old pard,” he said kindly, 
“why so triste 9 If the trouble 's finan- 
cial, my cheque-book is unreservedly at 
your service. Havin' no balance at the 
bank I 've no use for it myself.'* , 
“It's not that — at lea^t not worse 
than usual,” groaned Frederick. 

“ Then tell me all about it.” 

“It's a long story,”- commenced 
Frederick, , ' - 

“ Let me off with a synopsis,” inter- 
rupted Percival, 


“ I can’t. It baffled description. 
Well, they drifted apart; but often 
afterwards, when that young laddy was 
studying his Manual of Military Law 
in his lonely dug-out, the image of 
Sister Carruthers glowed on the printed 
page. But I never met her again until 
the other day, when I was having a 
gentle toddle round Quelquepart and 
saw her gliding along the quay. Some- 
thing gripped me by the heart ; I took 
my courage in both hands and spoke 
to her. 

“ ‘ Don’t you remember me, Sister ? ’ 
I said. * It was you who nursed me in 
No., 99 General.’ ■ 



tale, you — you public danger!” con- 
tinued Percival, indicating Frederick's 
retreating figure. “Look to what a 
condition that once bright youth has 
been brought by your endless stews 
and curries.” 

“Not a bit of it,” answered Binnie 
lightly. “Frederico could eat patent 
breakfast food and toasted doormats 
without taxing his digestion. His com- 
plaint is the tender passion. I recog- 
nise the symptoms.” 

“ It looks like an acute attack, any- 
how,” said Percival, rising, “and |)rompt 
counter-irritants are indicated. But 
I '11 confirm your diagnosis first.” 

Inside Frederick’s quarters the sound 
of regular and sustained sighm^^Ctg-^ 
gested thait the sufferer was in the 


“ Once upon a time,” continued 
Frederick, “ there was a big war, which 
made quite a stir in the daily papers 
and was a common subject of discus- 
sion in the clubs. There were many 
casualties, amongst them being a blithe 
young laddy who came down to the 
Base with a fractured maxilla caused 
by nibbling an M. and V. ration without 
previously removing the outside tin — 
or something of the sort. He was sent 
to hospital and devotedly tended by a 
Sister of exquisite beauty — such a figure 
and such hair I It wasn’t exactly auburn 

and not exactly burnished bronze ” 

“And it wasn’t pale puce and it 
wasn't ultramarine,” broke in Percival 
^mpi^iently. “Tell me what it was, 
not wteijiritwasn't.’’ - I 

r— 


“ She looked at me coldly, 

“ ‘ As you are the third young officer 
who has adopted a similar method of 
introduction this afternoon,’ she said, 
‘ you must forgiv^ me if I ask for some 
confirmation.' 

“ ‘ Surely you haven’t forgotten ? ’ I 
cried. ‘You drew me a sweet little 
design in dots and dashes to hang over 
my bed. When I was evacuated to 
England I wanted to thank you, to ask 
if we might meet again, but you thrust 
a clinical thermometer between my 
teeth and told me not to speak till you 
gave me permission, J?hen you left 
me, and I was whisked away to the 
boat clinging grimly to the thermo- 
meter, inarticulate and heartbroken.’ 

“‘And I presume your object in 
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speaking to me to-day is to return the 
thermometer ? ' she said primly. 

“ That ’s where I took the full count,” 
continued Frederick, sadly. “If I 
could have produced any old thing in 
the thermometer line my hona fides 
would have been established an’ I could 
have gone ahead like cotton-mill shares. 

* Instead of which,’ she ’d said Good-day 
and gone while I was thinkin’ out 
explanations. Since that time I ’ ve been 
parading Quelquepart simply bristling 
with thermometers, but I ’ve never met 
her again.*’ 

“ The old Army fault of unprepared- 
ness,” remarked Percival. “ You ought 
to go to hospital.” 

“Don’t be juvenile! What have 
hospitals to do with heartache ? ” 

“ Everything, if you go to the right 
one — the one where your ministering 
angel ministrates, for instance.” 

“ Percival, old ace,** said Frederick, j 
with admiration, “ you *11 rank among I 
the world’s great thinkers yet. Turn 
on*bhe current again and' tell me what 
is my complaint.” 

“Digestive trouble,” said Percival 
promptly. “ There ’s already been 
rumours about, and you ’ll be doing a 
public service by going to dock with 
dyspepsia. Binnie will be so stricken 


by remorse that he ’ll at once start 
providing the Mess with decent food.” 

“ Then for your sakes I ’ll rehearse 
the symptoms. But my curse will be 
on your head if I get to the wrong 
hospital.” 

It was unfortunate that the M.O. 
was in an unsympathetic mood next 
morning. He thumped Frederick on 
the lower chest and pooh-poohed the 
idea of hospital. “ All you want is a 
few of these tablets,”' he said, “ and 
you ’ll be fit as nails in a day or two.” 

Frederick crawled away dispiritedly 
to confide in Percival. That sapient 
youth counselled perseverance. 

“You' must go right off your feed,” 
he said. Let the doc. see you feebly 
pecking and he’ll soon get alarmed. 
In the meantime I ’m off to give Binnie 
critical accounts of your appetite and 
send him to market right away.” 

Only a burning passion and stealthy 
bars of chocolate could have sustained 
Frederick through the next few days. 
Tesit down to breakfast with a healthy 
appetite and refuse his egg and rasher 
put- the biggest possible strain on his 
constancy. . His task was made doubly 
difficult by the scheming of Percival, 
who was constantly inciting Binnie to’ 
procure fresh delicacies. 


“You’ve crocked poor.Freddy,” he 
said ; “ and there will be others going 
the same way if you don’t improve 
the messing. Now I saw sdrne nice 
plump chickens to-day in the . . 

Thus harried, that evening Binnie 
provided a dinner that, almost reduced 
Frederick to breaking-point. Only the 
fact that the M.O. was sitting opposite 
gave him strength to refuse the soup 
and fish, to trifie with the chicken and 
turn wearily from the sweet. As the 
savoury was being served he caught a 
scrap of conversation across the table. ■ 
“ to the boat to see her off for 
demob.,” the M.O. was saying to the 
Padre. “Jolly nice girl — Jim Carru- | 
thers* daughter, you know.” 

Frederick pricked up his ears. 

“ I remember,” said the Padre. “ She 
used to be at 9^ General.” 

There was no doubt who was the girl 
referred to. Frederick sat back in his 
chair with a heavy sense of disappoint- 
ment and loss. He felt acutely sorry 
for himself; But presently above the i 
pain in his heart there arose a stronger 
and more compelling feeling. 

“ Corporal,” -he said, “I think after 
all I’ll try one of those crab patties. 
Or you ihight tell the waiter to bring 
in twoJ* 
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md-fashiMed Aunt “Qooii heavens, child! You’ee not oonsra out like that? 'You look like a choeus-oiel.’* 
- Mode} n, Maiden. Oh, come. Aunt! I don’t look as hoeeibly eesbbotablb as that, sueely?” 


PICTURES. With her main-deck a, smother of white an’ her lee-rail 

■' S| arivin- by breatin’ aboard Eke 

As he fitted a pair of fancy shackles on to his old sea-chest ; . er. . • ■ . 

“ Bat I likes pieturs o’ ships ” (said he), " an’ you can keep “ ‘ Or I ’d like old Tuskar somewhere around— or Sydney 
merest. , . • 'eads, maybe, 

" An’ if I was a ruddy millionaire with dollars to burn that Bight, or the Tail o’ the Bank, or a glimp o’ Circular 

way, r . ' kfuay, 

Instead of a dead-broke sailorman as heyer saves his pay *o show it ’s the 

I ’d go to &ome big paintin’ guy, an’ this is whaf I ’d say Ohma bea. 

“ ‘ Paint me The Cutty Sark ’ (I ’d say) ‘ or the old Ther- “ ' ^ 'Jon’t want no dabs o’ paint as you can’t tell what 

mopylcB, ■ . ■ ! ' . , , . they are, 

Or The Star of Peace as I sailed in once in my young davs ’'•'0 shadders or fellers’ faces or blocks or blobs 

at sea, . ^ s 1° o tar. 

Shipshape an’ Blackwall fashion too, as a clipper ought ^ want gear as looks like gear an’ a spar that ’s like a 
to be. ° spar. 

“ ‘ An’ you might do ’er outward bound, with a sky full o’ ^ ^°a’t care if it ’s North or South, the Trades or 

, ^oaas, , , the China Sea, 

An’ fi!! astern an’ gulls flyin’ in crowds, Shortened down or eve^thin’ set, close-hauled or runnin’ 

An the decks shiny-wet with rain an’ the wind shakin’ the f™®: 

shrouds. You paint me a shi^ as is like a ship an’ that ’ll do for me.’ ” 

Or elseracin up-Channel with a sou’-wester blowin’, • - = C. F. S. 

' AVfl® whiff • Egyptian Darkness. 

Mmmdirect way as they have done, but in a indirLt way 
‘“^yo^der“’®^‘' ^ preL two w“s 

* concerned, even one way. 
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ANOTHEE “ EESBEVATION.” 


Staeving Eueopb. “GOD HELP ME!” 

Ambeioa. “VEEZ sad CASE. BUT' I’M AEEAID SHE AIN’T TEXING,” 

[“Belief would be found in tie resumption of industrial life and activity and tie' im^oStion of- adequate taxation. Tie Amorman 
people should not be called upon to .finance the- requirements of Europe in so far as they result from failure to take these neecssarv 
steps, — Mr, Camtjer Glass ^ Secretary of the United States Treasury.} 







THE BIG-GAME CURE. 

[In common with everything else, wild 
animals have risen considerably in price.] 

In other times I might have made 
For those wild lands where growls 
the grisly, 

Have tracked him (with some native aid) 
And held a broken-hearted 'Bisley ; 
Now that my Maud has murmured, 
“ Nay,” 

Shrinking ■ from matrimony’s tight 
knot, 

I might have acted thus, I say 
(Contrariwise, I might not). 

In any case to-day I shrink 

From thus evading Sorrow’s tram- 
mels ; 

A sense of duty bids me think 
How costly are the larger mammals ; 
To kill them just to soothe my mind 
Would seem to savour of the wasteful, 
A thing all patriot poets find 
Exceedingly distasteful. 

Not mine the immemorial cure ; 

The voice of conscience warns me 
off it ; 

I '11 leave the following of the spoor 
To those who follow it for profit ; 

I feel they would not thank me for 
Turning the jungle to a shambles, 
Who speculate in lions or 
Have elephantine gambles. 


And so this poet will not roam ; 

Remaining on his native heath, he 
Will seek an anodyne at home. 

Nor look beyond the Thames for 
Lethe ; 

And if he fades away, denied 
The usual balm in cardiac crises, 

Say only this of him, “ He died 
A prey to soaring prices.” 

p ■■■■■ ■ 

HOW TO ACT IN EMERGENCIES. 

The Weekly Dispatch symposium, in 
which various celebrities discuss the 
way to act in the event of a burglar 
being found in the house, shows the 
need for a little advice in case of emer- 
gencies. We append the following very 
helpful hints : — 

The old plan of offering a burglar a 
cigarette and asking him to take a chair 
whileyou telephone to the police is not 
now so successful as in the past. The 
best plan is to tackle the fellow right 
away. For this purpose you should 
step behind him, take hold of his coat 
and force it over his face. Then tie 
his left arm to his right leg across 
the back. Properly carried out, this 
method rarely fails. 

^ ^ Sj: 

To attract the attention of the young 
lady behind a post-office counter, fire 


a revolver three times in succession, 
using blank cartridges. After first aid 
has been rendered to the attendants 
step up to the counter and purchase 
your stamp. 

si: * 

If you should be knocked down by a 
taxi, don't be alarmed and try to creep 
out from under the thing. And don't 
blame the driver. Apologise to him, 
and, as you are being carried away, 
shake hands and tell him that while it 
was liis cab it was your fault. Treated 
in this manner, drivers^ are not nearly 
so offensive when they knock you 
down the next time. ; 

'\i ' It: il! 

Should the telephone-bell ring in 
your house, don’t get excited. Keep 
calm. Remember General Gbant. Re- 
move the women and children to a place 
of safety, lift off the receiver and say, 

“ Good Heavens ! Whoever can it 
be?” 

^ ★ ils 

Let us^ suppose that you are being 
attacked by a man with a chopper. 
Wait until the weapon is well poised 
over your head. Just as he begins the 
down stroke step aside smartly. The 
hatchet will then be found buried in 
the ground'. This means that bygones 
are bygones. 
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they rising the day, Sir?** • * “No.*’ 

“Ah, weed, just bide a wee. They aye tak best in the cool op the evening.” 


PETER AND JUDY. 

Except for the fact that they had 
different sets of parents and were born 
some hundred miles apart, Peter and 
Judy are practically twins. Conse- 
quently, after an interval of three 
months, strenuous efforts were made 
by the two young mothers to bring 
; about a proper introduction between 
the two wonders. 

The occasion was to be one of great 
importance, for it was Judy’s very first 
tea-party, marking, as it were, the 
dawn of her social career. Por days 
the postaoffice wrestled with the corre- 
spondence necessary to bring about the 
meeting. The mothers, both in person 
and by proxy, had scoured the precincts 
of Kensington and Oxford Street re- 
spectively for the necessary adorn- 
ments to do their offspring justice, 
changing their minds so often that 
the assistants came to take as much 
interest in the party as if they were 
going to it themselves. 

And yet, when the great moment 
arrived and the strong silent, man was i 
borne into the room, round-eyed and ( 
! expectant, he found his hostess al- ( 
ready tired out with her.first tea-party 1 
and fast asleep. He could scarcely i 


believe his eyes ; nor could Judy’s scan- 
dalised father. 

J P^ter was very good about it. He 
1 bore this chilly reception stoically, 
1 deprecating any desire to wake the 
- sleeping beauty— deprecating, in fact, 

3 any interest in her or her cot whatso- 
3 ever. Ignoring the efforts of the Big 
5 “ People to fix his attention by pointing, 
L him directly at the main object of the 
tea-party (they should have known 
j that babies like looking the other way 
y always) he remained passively inter- 
) ested in a fascinating brass knob, the 
1 while getting his gloves into a satisfac- 
tory state of succulence before the Big 
People should take it on themselves to 
remove them. 

At last his patience is rewarded. The 
hostess, sighing sleepily, is beginning 
to show signs of realising her respon- 
sibilities. Two immense arms, two i 
enormous fistfuls of fingers gather her 
up and she is borne through the air 
triumphantly . . , Peter and Judy are j 
introduced. j 

I I doubt whether any two people in i 
this world ever displayed greater in- c 
difference. Solemnly they turn their f 
eyes upon every other object in the a 
room except each other. It is not c 
until the number of permutations in 1 


which two people can look at every- 
thing is exhausted mathematically that 
3 their eyes meet at last. 

, Then they cut each other dead. 

^ * ❖ sit 

, Side by side they recline on the 

’ couch. Judy, pouting with sleep, is 
I buffeting her face with her little white 
^ boxing-gloves, while Peter stares fas- 
> cinated at the fire, quite sure that social 
functions are not in his line. “ O-o ! ” 
With only three months’ experience, 
Judy has not yet attained complele 
mastery of the art of manipulating 
difficult things like limbs. Inadvert- 
ently, and in excess of zeal to kick 
higher than any other baby, she has 
landed out a beautiful backhander and 
caught Peter hard in the tummy, 
Peter’s eyes open wide. Creases appear 
on his face and widen. A cavern opens 
and a roar follows : — 

“ Ya — 0-0 ! ” 

“Hullo! ” (Judy looks uj) in amaze- 
ment, for there is only one noise in the 
house like that, and she has the solo 
rights of it). “ Hullo, is that me? it 
didn’t know I was doing it ’’—(the roars 
from Peter continue)—" but I suppose I 
am. I must be. Let ’s have a lot more 
of this very good noise I am making— 
Ya— 0-0 ! ’’ ^ 




Febeuakt 11, 1920.] 


PUNCH,- OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


115 



The duefc produces a crescendo as- 
tounding to them both, for there has 
never been a noise so wonderful as this 
in all their experience. Then to Judy 
a very strange thing happens. She 
pauses for breath, but the noise goes 
on. ‘‘This is amazing — how do I do 
it?...;\ 

She joins in again — and then Peter 
stops. He too is puzzled vaguely. How- 
ever, bother introspection, the concert 
proceeds, both artists doing their level 
best. Now one of them pauses, now 
the other, and at length serious doubts 
begin to creep in. There is something 
queer afoot — something . . . 

The matter resolves itself. Turning 
suddenly they behold each other, both 
yelling splendidly. Amazement! Cavern 
confronts cavern I Face to face they 
roar their hardest, demanding the i*ea- 
son for this strange phenomenon, “this 
other me who does when' I don’t.” - 

They pause — their mouths remain 
agape. Slowly they close and smiles 
succeed. Joy! A reasoraa&Ze-sized face 
at last'. What a relief after the enor- 
mous faces, the great mouths, the Cy- 
ranese noses of the Big People who are 
wont to come and peer. Here at last 
is a true' face, a face that — no, they 
both agree not to dwell unduly bn the 
discovery. 

Indifferent to each other once again 
they regard the special objects of their 
attention, their hands waving gently in 
the air, seeking the fairies that babies’ 
hands are always trying to catch. 

Ha ! their hands have met. 

“ Hoo ! It ’s a reaso7iahle hand. It ’s 
got proper fingers, not stumps of 
bananas.” 

“Moreover,” says Peter politely, “if 
you cai e to take advantage of my offer 
you .will find that it is properly mois- 
tened, succulent and suitable to a baby’s 
taste. You needn’t mind; I prepared 
it myself.” 

“Goo! Gool-gur!” All is peace and 
chuckles. Hand-in-hand they survey 
their mothers. “ Oiir mothers, yours — 
mine. Ha, ha — ^he, he — goo 1 ” 

The inner thoughts of the two babies 
may be hidden from me (I accept the 
punishment), but I know — I knoio 
what the two mothers are thinking of. 
Twenty years hence, a paragraph in 

The Times: “Peter — Judy ” Oh, 

you fatuous mothers ! L. 

“Public interest remains unabated in the 
remarkable occurrences at the poultry-house 
farm at Brickendon, where spirit rappings in 
the morse code have been heard for weeks 
past . . . One question put to the spirit last 
night was * How many people are outside ? ’ 
And the reply was ‘Rorty,* which proved to 
be correct.” — Livei^ool Taper. 

And possibly furnishes some clue to the 
identity of the spirit concerned. 


MORE INTENSIVE PRODUCTION. 
When first I learned to play the fool 
In various (unaccepted) verses 
There was, I found, one golden rule 
For poets who would line their purses. 
“ If ye,” it ran, “ to wealth would mount, 
For silk attire would change your 
tatters, 

Mere quantity will never count ; 
Quality is the thing that matters.” 

Broadly this precept, too, was laid 
On grosser forms of human labour : 
E.g., on Jones’s antique trade, 

Or Brown, the sausage-man, his 
neighbour ; 

Until of late, throughout a land 
Reeling from strikes and “recon- 
struction,” 

A cry was heard on every hand, . 

A clamour. for “Increased Produc- 
. tion.” 


While “makers,” then, gird on their 
might 

And merchants buzz like bees in 
clover ; 

When Jones is sawing day and night 
And Brown shows twice his last 
turnover ; 

Shall I not follow where they *ve led 
And, at the Peemiee’s invitation, 

Double my output, Mr. Ed.? — 

I look for your co-operation. 


“ ‘ Ob, to be in England now that Noel’s near.* 
So, one might adapt one of Kipling*s lines.” 

Indian Taper. 

What do they know of BROWNiNa who 
only Kipling know? 

“ Lai>y wishes to travel in exquisite lingerie .” 

Daily Taper. 

By all means ; but why should she be 
content to wear an inferior quality when 
she is stationary ? 
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AT THE PLAY. 

**Mr. Todd’s Experiment.’’ 

A NEW terror — or else a new attrac- 
tion — has been added to the British 
Drama. Mr. Walter Hackbtt has 
brought the scent of the cinema across 
the footlights. When he wants to 
inform you of certain episodes in the 
hero’s past career, or let you know 
what he is doing when he is out of 
sight, he throws the main stage into 
darkness and lights up a smaller one 
on which he gives you as many as six 
little tabloid plays within the play. 

Such a scheme has its obvious con- 
veniences for the playwright, and should 
greatly simplify the difficulties of stage- 
craft. Those introductory statements 
which are required to explain the open- 
ing conditions and need such adroit 
handling will no longer be necessary. 
You just put everybody wise by a 
series of tahleaux variants. No longer 
need the author worry about the best 
way of conveying to his audience the 
details of any action that takes place 
oH the stage ; he just turns on a play- 
let and there it is." Altogether, with a 
couple of the unities disposed of, he 
ought to have a much easier time. 

On the other hand he is going to 
have trouble with' his principal stage 
and put his actors to the inconvenience 
of playing in a painfully congested 
area. Thus, in Mr. Todd's Experiment, 
the permanent scene was the hall of a 
house, with a large tapestry occupying 
more than half of the wall. Lurking 
behind this tapestry was the stage for 
the tabloids, and the general company 
had to crowd themselves into the re- 
mainder or wander forlornly about in 
the space in front of the tapestry. 
The playlets again are almost bound 
to be just concentrated episodes, pro- 
bably elemental in theme and certainly 
elementary in treatment. 

The excuses for their interpolation in' 
Mr, Todd's Experiment were not marked 
by a very great subtlety. There vTas 
really none for the first three, which 
simply relieved Mr, Todd of the te- 
dious recital of the hero’s disillusion- 
ments in love. The next two were 
introduced by way of illustrating his 
alleged gift of clairvoyance; and the 
last served frankly to fill in the inter- 
val while the rest of the company was 
away at dinner. The general effect of 
all these desultory little Gidgnols was 
perhaps rather cheap, and not very com- 
plimentary to the intelligence of those 
of us who had outgrown a childish 
penchant for peep-shows. 

Mr, Todd's Experiment (for I have 
spoken only of Mr. Hackett’s) was to 
restore a l ^ las ^ and valetudinarian 
young man of thirty to a proper state 


of energy by recalling the memories 
of his past loves and so reviving in 
him a desire to stand well in the eyes- 
of the sex. For this purpose he pro- 
duces (1) a bunch of wood-violets to 
suggest (through the nose) the environ- 
ment of his first passion ; (2) a specially- 
tipped brand of cigarettes to revive 
(through the mouth) the sentiment of 
his second; and a gramophone record 
to recover (through the ear) the asso- 
ciations of his third. 

So well does he succeed that the hero 
pulls himself together, shaves off his 
beard, becomes our Owen Nares again, 
and sallies forth, habited for conquest, 
to pay calls on all the three. From all 






Willough'by Todd (Mr, Holman Clark). 
“Be your old true self. Make the 

WOMEN ADORE YOU.” 

Arthur John Carrington (Mr, Owjsn Narks), 
“Your advice is good. I will now take 

OFF MY BEARD AND BE OWEN NaeES ONCE 
MORE.” 

the three he retires disillusioned, having 
found them as egoistic as himself, and 
in the end finds solace rather shame- 
lessly, in the love of a devoted slave 
who might have been his for the taking 
any time in the last several years. 

The matter was pleasant enough, but 
jts interest must, I think, have left us 
Indifferent if it had not been for the di- 
version afforded by the playlets. While 
the idea was original, the presenta- 
tion of it seemed to have a touch of 
amateurishness, though I would not go 
so far as to agree with the old fogey, 
played by Mr. Feed Kerr, who pro- 
nounced the scheme to be “ all Tommy 
rot.” With the exception of one char- 
acter — the devoted slave — the lightness 
of the dialogue, mildly cynical, was due 
not so much to its wit as to the absence 
of ponderable stuff. The easy trick, so 
popular with the modern playwright, 


1 of letting the audience down in the 
, middle of a serious situation was illus- 
trated by the hero when, being in deadly 
earnest, he tells every woman in turn 
I that she is the only woman he has ever 
loved. 

. As Mr, Todd, Mr. Holman Clark was 
I as fresh as he always is ; but Mr. Owen 
' Nares could hardly hope to satisfy the 
exigent demands of adoration in the 
part of young Carrington, Who, indeed, 
could sustain his reputation as a figure 
of romance when addressed as “ Arthur- 
John ” ? Mr, Fred Kerr, who played 
Martin Carrington, the cantankerous 
uncle, cannot help being workmanlike ; 
but he was asked to repeat himself too 
much. The best performance was that 
of Miss Marion Lorne, in the part 
of the hero’s one devout lover. Fancy 
Phipps ; her quiet sense of humour, 
salted with a slight American tang, kept 
the whole play together. 0. S. 

“.Tea for Three.” 

Playwright Mr.Eoi Cooper-Megrue, 
and pi^incipal players Miss Fay ComP: 
ton, the wife ; Mr. Stanley Logan, the 
friend, and Mr. A. E. Matthews, the 
husband, made a first-rate thing of 
two-thirds of Tea for Three, 

The wife is without blemish phy- 
sically or morally. The husband is 
faithful with a single-minded fidelity 
in thought, word and deed that looks 
(and, I am assured by equally iqnocent 
victims, is) positively deadly. The 
friend “frits and flutters ” about in a 
distinctly casual, not to say poly- 
gamous, mood, but has one sacred 
place in his untidy heart in which the 
wife is enshrined. He can manage 
to sustain life so long as he may come 
to triangular tea on Thursdays. But 
the faithful husband puts his foot on 
that. 

Hence the stolen lunch for two with 
which the play opens. Philosophy there 
is, and very good philosophy too, from 
the flutterer and fritter, and such love- 
making as every virtuous woman (at 
heart a minx) allows. She is sorry, 
doubtless, for the suffering she causes, 
but (this is my gloss, not, I think, the 
author’s) is really enjoying it like any- 
thing and taking jolly good care to look 
her best. Then follow little lies and 
as litfcle and as needless and quite in- 
nocent indiscretions ; and the jealous 
husband on the rampage. 

All this excellently put together, 
seasoned with wisdom and wit and 
most capably played ; Miss Fay Comp- 
ton, admirable example of a pretty 
actress who won’t let herself be cap- 
tured by stage tricks, making every- 
thing explicable except her continued 
love for her intolerable bore (and Turk) 
of a husband; Mr. A. E, Matthews 
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handling a desperately unsympathetic 
part, which was already beginning to 
look impossible, with great adroitness ; 
and Mr. Stanley Logan, though badly 
hampered by a shocking cold and 
fighting a coughing audience, carrying 
the bulk of the good talk and lifting it 
gently over the few difficult places with 
a brilliant and well-concealed art. 

Thus tiR towards the end of the 
Second Act. Then a bad, a very bad, 
fairy stuffed into Mr. Mbgbue’s head 
the idea of the suicide lottery. The in- 
furiated husband, finding his wife in 
her friend’s room at 7 p.m. (fright- 
fully improper hour), sternly offers his 
bowler (or Derby) hat, in which are two 
cards. The one marked with a cross 
is drawn by the flutterer and means 
that he is for it. He is to kill himself 
within twenty -four hours . . . And 
all this with perfect seriousness. 

You will see how the Third Act of a 
comedy which had tied itself in this kind 
of a knot simply could not be played. 
The author had completely sacrificed 
plausibility, and it was not uninterest- 
ing to see him twisting and turning, 
hedging and bluffing to save it ; and a 
little uncomfortable to note the convic- 
tion oozing away out of the performers. 

. . . Queer also that it isn’t more 
generally recognised that to come to 
the theatre with a loud persistent cough 
is a form of premeditated robbery with 
violence. - - T. 

A NEW liBAGUB OP NATIONS. 

The latest development in connec- 
tion with the International Brother- 
hood movement is the establishment 
of a College of Correct Cosmopolitan 
Pronunciation. The need of such an 
institution has long been clamant, and 
the visit of the Ukrainian choir has 
brought matters to a crisis. At their 
concert last week several strong women 
wept like men at their inability to pro- 
nounce the title of one of the most 
■ beautiful items on the programme— 

. “ Shtchedryk.” Again, as Mr. Smillie 
' must have bitterly reflected, how can 
: we possibly render justice to the | 
cause of Bolshevism so long as we are 
unable to pronounce the names of its 
leaders correctly? The same remark 
applies to the Eussian Ballet ; the 
Yugo-Slav handbell-wringers ; the vege- 
tarian Indian- club swingers from the 
Karakoram Himalayas ; the polyphonic 
gong-players from North Borneo ; the 
synthetic quarter-tone quartette from 
San Domingo; the anthropophagous 
backrchat comedians from the Solomon 
Islands ; not to mention a host of other 
' interesting companies, troupes, ebrro- 
I borees and pow-wows which are now 
in our midst for the purpose of cement- 
' ing the confraternity of nations. 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSiyiAN. 

HE DETEElVnNES TO IMASTEE THE ART OF ORAOKIHG A WHIP. 







Suitable premises for the College have 
been secured in the heart of Mayfair 
and a competent staff of instructors has 
already been appointed, who, with the 
aid of gramophones, will be able to train 
the students to perfection in the requi- 
site command of the most explosive 
gutturals, labials and sibilants. Doctor 
Prtnkeivit'chsvtnshchitzky will be the 
director of the College ; Dr. Seton 
Watson and Mr, Wickham Steed have 
kindly undertaken to supervise the Yu go- 
Slav section, and the list of patrons and 
patronesses includes tbe names of the 
Prince of Prinkipo; Madame K^sa- 
viNA, so long a victim of the* mispro- 
nunciation of her melodious surfiame ; 
Dr. Douglas Hyde, the ^famous Irish 


scholar ; Prenk-Bib-Doda, the Albanian 
chieftain ; Sir Eabindbanath Tagobe ; 
Lord PABMOOB; Sir Thomas Beeoham 
and the Dowager Begum of Bhopal, 

Pegasus at Polo. 

**Tlie following team^ have entered for 
the Lahore Polo Tournament: — 4th Cavalry, 
17th Cavalry, 21st Lancers, 33rd Cavalry, 
39th Central India Horse, Lahore, the Eox- 
hunters from. Meerut, and the Royal Air 
; Horse from Delhi.” ^ 

. {jixM ayid Military Gazette* 

An XJp-to-date Costume. 

“For your evening dress I advise you simply 
to buy a piece of broad silver ribbon, pass it 
twice round the waist and knot it at the side, 
with a little bunch of berries and leaves caught 
into the knot.” — Ladies* Paper, 



118 


PUNCH, OE THE* LONDON CHAPvIVAEI.; 


[Febeuary 11, 1920, 


REVOLT OF THE SUPER-OEORGIANS. 

Wild Scenes at a Meeting of 
Protest. 

An Indignation Meeting, to protest 
against the outrageous attacks levelled 
against Georgian writers and critics, by 
Professor Noyes in his recent lecture at 
the Eoyal Institution and by Mr. A. D. 
Godley in an article in the current 
Nineteenth Century, was held' last 
Saturday evening at the Klaxon Hall. 
The chair was taken by Mr. Edward 
Marsh, C.M.G., who was supported on 
the platform by a compact bevy of 
Georgian bards ; but at an early stage 
of the meeting it became apparent that 
a majority of those present in the body 
of the hall were extremists of violent 
type, and eventually, as will be seen, 
the proceedings ended in something 
approximating to 'a free fight. 

Mr. Marsh began by a frank confes- 
sion. . He bad taken a First Class in 
the Cambridge Classical Tripos. But 
the days in which, he had been steeped 
to the lips ‘in Latin and Greek were 
long past, never to return. For many 
years he had not composed hexameters, 
elegiacs or iambics. ^ He had thrown 
in his lot with insurgent. youth, not as 
a competitor or yival, but as an advo- 
cate, an admirer and an adviser. Indeed, 
if he might venture bo say so, he some- 
times acted as a brake on tlie wheels 
of the triumphal Chariot of Free Verse. 
He was not an adherent of the fantas- 
tic movement known .as “ Dada.’' He 
had no desire to abolish the .family, 
morality, lo’gic, memory, archaeology, 
the law and the prophets. A little 
madness was a splendid thing, but it 
must be methodic. Still, for the .rest 
he was a Georgian,* heart and soul, and 
it pained him when men who ought to 
know better raised the standard of re- 
action and sought to discredit the 
achievements of his proteges. These 
attacks could not be passed over 'in 
silence, an^ the meeting had been con- 
vened to consider how they should be 
met, whether by a reasoned protest or 
^y retaliation. - T 

Miss Messalina Stoot,who punctuated 
her remarks with the clashing of a pair 
of cymbals, observed that as a thorough- 
going Dadaist she had no sympathy 
with the half-hearted attitude of the 
Chairman. It was a battle between 
Dada and Gaga, and emphatically Dada 
must win. 

Mr.Mimram Stoot,who accompanied 
himself on the sarrusophone, endorsed 
the iconoclastic views of his .sister. 
The only poetry that counted vras that 
which caused spinal chills and issued 
from husky haughty lips. The mean- 
ings of mediaeval molluscs were of no 
avail, though they might excite the 


crustacean fossils of Oxford, the home 
of lost causes. 

Mr. Seumas O’Gambhaoil wished to 
protest against Mr. Noyes’ statement 
that there were ten thousand Bol- 
shevist poets in our midst. This was 
a shameless underestimate of .the total, 
which was at least twice, that figure. 
Mr. Godley's offence, however, was 
much worse, as 'he was an Irishman, 
though of, the self-expatriated type to 
which Goldsmith and Moore belonged. 
The rest of Mr. O’Gambhaoil’s speech 
was delivered in Irish, but he was 
understood to advocate a repatriation 
of a-ll Irish renegades -to be tried and 
dealt-wuth by the Sinn Fein Eepublic. 

Mr. Caradoc Cramp applauded the 
sentiuients of the last speaker, but con- 
sidered that he avoided the real issue. 
The Chairman had declared himself a 
Georgian, but that was not enough. 
The worst enemies of Free Verse were 
to be found in that camp. In technique 
and even in thought there was little to 
choose between many so-called Georg- 
ians and the most effete and reaction- 
ary Victorians. He alluded to the War 
poets, or rather the “ Duration ” poets, 
most of whom were already back- 
numbers." Between these and the Post- 
war poetsi the true super-Georgians or 
paulo-post-Georgians, it was necessary 
to rnake a clean cut. To protest against 
Messrs. Godley, and Noyes was a mere 
waste of time and energy. They might 
just as well protest against the exist- 
ence of an extinct volcano or the 
skeleton of the brontosaurus. The real 
danger to be. faced was the intrinsic 
subjectivity of the early and mid- 
Georgian poets, of whom the Chairman 
had been so powerful and consistent a 
supporter. He accordingly called for 
volunteers to storm the platform, and, 
a large number having responded to 
his appeal, Mr. Marsh was dislodged 
from the Chair after a gallant fight. 
'A resolution of adherence to the prin- 
ciples of “Dada ” having been passed by 
a large majority, the meeting broke up 
to the strains of the famous song — 

a e ou 0 youyouyou i e ou o 
youyouyou 

,drrrrdrrrrdrrrrgn:rrgrrrrrgrrrriTiT 
beng bong beng bang 

boumboum boumboum boumboiim. 


“Gentleman, Interested in !Ikittooing and 
largely covered, would like to hear from other 
enthusiasts to compare notes.”^ — Times. 

We trust the “ bare-back ” iff ode is not 
going to spread to the more modest sex. 

From a “ stoKes ” circular : — 

“This Week’s Economy Offers. 
Honey in Sections, each 3/9, three for 14/0.” 
The^ economy consists, of course, in 
buying them one at a time. 


In- ajTimbo^pf desolate waters, 

I in the void of a, ffood- stricken plain. 
You will find them —the sons and the 
, daughters 

' • ^ Of tropical rain. 

For when rivers are one with the ocean, 
, When the ricefields and roads are no 
more, *’ * ' ; 

There ’s a feeling of magic, a notion 
Of fairyland lore ; 

And the babies of Burma can revel 
- In a nursery of 'whirlpool and slime, 
Where it thunders and rains like the 
devil ' ' . * , 

' * For'weeks at a time. 

They paddle their rafts through the 
. jungle; 

They swim through a network of 
. • .leaves ; - * , 

They clamber with never a bungle 
To dive from the eaves. 

’Tis an orgy of goblins, an image 
' Of nudity flouting the flood; “ ‘ 

Of shorn-headed* brownies who scrim- 
mage 

' ■ And splash in the mud. 

As we row neath a tamarind, one ’ll 
Eoll off with a gesture of fright, 
Bobbing up like a cork at our gunwale 
And gurgling delight. 

But never a stanza shall 'measure 
The, joy of that desperate‘?rew„ ' 

Of four-year-olds scouring for treasure 
Astride a bamboo. 

Their fathers smoke, huddled in sorrow, 
Their mothers chew betel and 'fret, 
And the pariahs howl for a morrow 
Which shall not be wet ; 

The plovers wheel o’er them com- 
plaining, 

And it ’s only the babies who pray 
That the skies may be raining and 
raining 

For ever and aye. J. M. S. 


Another Mesopotamian Scandal. 

“ The commodious and fast ss. 40 will leave 
Basrah for Baghdad and all intermediate ports 
on Saturday morning at 9 a.m. Passengers 
will embark at 10 a.m.” — Basrah Times, 

“END OE COTTON SUIT, 

REAMATIC ^COLLAPSE.” 

Daily Bayer, 

W^e are more than ever convinced of the 
superior wearing qualities of woollen. 


“The Government of the Commonwealth of 
Australia agrees to the admission on passport 
of Indian merchants, students, tourosts, with 
there irrespective wives .” — Indian Bayer, 

But ought any Government to en- 
courage this sort of thing ? 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks) 
[Following the iconoclastic spirit of the age, Mr, Barey 
I Pain has essayed in The Death of Maurice (Skepfington) 

' the revolutionary experiment of a murder mystery tale that 
does not contain (a) a love interest, {h) a wrongly suspected 
hero, (c) a baffled inspector, (^Z)(an amateur, but inspired, 
detective. It would be a grateful task to add that the 
result proves the superfluity of these time-worn accessories. 
But the cold fact is that, to me at least, the proof went 
the other way. Prom the first. I was painfully aware of 
a lack of snap about the whole business, and I am more 
than suspicious that the authon himself may have shared 
my unwilling indifference. ^ Maurice was an artistic bach- 
elor, a landowner, a manufacturer of jam, a twin (with 
a bogie gift of knowing at any moment the relative posi- 
tion of his other half, which might have been worked 
for far more effect than is actually obtained from it), and 
a reputation of making enemies. He had also an unusual 
neighbour, in the person of a young woman whose un- 
conventionality led her to perambulate the common at 
midnight, playing the first bars of Solveig's Song upon the 
flute. One night, at the close of the first chapter, a gun 
was heard. But you are wrong to suppose (however 
naturally) that the flute-player was the victim. It was* 
Maurice. ’ And of course the problem was, who did it: I 
have told you my own experience of the working out; 
nothing written by Mr. Barry Pain can ever be really dull, 


just as no story starting with a mysterious murder can lack 
a certain intrigue ; but the fact remains that my wish, 
heroically resisted, to look on to the last chapter was 
prompted more often by impatience than by any compelling 
curiosity. Others may be happier. 

The author oi A J o'lmial of Small Things has done inuch 
to make us understand the sufferings of stricken Prance and 
the more intimate sorrows of war. Chill Hours (Melrose) 
deals with that dark period before the end, when, to some, 
it seemed all but certain that the will to victory must fail? 
Of the three parts of this gracious little book the first con- 
sists of six sketches of life behind the lines; life both gentle' 
and simple, as affected by war. ** Odette in Pink Taffeta, '' 
an episode of bereavement, is in particular exquisitely vis- 
ualised. Their Places’' and «The Second Hay "treat, 
with a quiet intensity of conviction, of the absolutely deaden- 
ing absorption, by overwork and anxiety, of peasant wives 
and children left to carry oh in the absence of their men. 
The third part is a series of hospital vignettes. They do 
not attempt to be too" cheery, but they have the stamp of 
realised truth. “ Nostalgia," the second part, is in another 
mood — recalled memories of the beauties of a loved land 
and of €ear common' things affectionately seen. To those 
who dare look at war with open eyes and who take plea- 
sure in sincere' and beautifully-phrased writing I'Cr^mniend 
Mrs. Helen Maokay’s book without reserve. 

Somewhere in Christendom (Allen and 'ClirwiN) is some- 
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what embarrassing to a reviewer, for it has the theme of a 
great. book with the manner of a trivial one. It is the 
history of a very much smaller nation, Ethuria, left de- 
spoiled and starving at the end of a nine-years’ war, in which 
its great neighbours have used it as a battle-ground. 
Eevolution begins, but a woman prophet, steps in and 
switches it off in an unusual direction. The- Ethurians 
perfect among themselves that fellowship which is the 
nice ideal behind many nasty manifestations in the real 
world, and, when next they are invaded by neighbouring 
nations anxious to use them as an excuse for belligerency, 
they resolutely stick to 
their guns (only the meta- 
phor is most unsuitable), 
refuse to find any cause 
of quarrel with their 
“ foreign brothers,” and 
finally persuade them to 
abandon the ideals of war, 
so that peace on earth 
becomes a reality at last. 

Here is the book’s theme ; 
its working out allows for 
a boxing match between 
the President of Hygeia 
and the Foreign Secretary 
of Tritonia as the mini- 
mum of hostilities ; a 
wicked newspaper lord, 
who pulls strings in both 
countries, and a faithful 
butlerto the Eoyal Family, 
who becomes assistant 
state nursemaidand cleans 
silver as a hobby. Though 
I quit© agree with Miss 
Evelyn Sharp and tlie 
Ethurians that it is love 
that makes the world go 
round, I am not so sure 
that either hers or theirs is 
the best way of advocating 
their corqmon cause. 

You |£ay remember an 
original and striking book 
of papbrs about the theatre 
under the title of 
Buzz, Its author, JaiviesE. 

Aga^e, has now followed it 
with another, called, rather 
grimly, B.esiyonsihility 
(Eiohards). You will be 

absolutely correct in guessing that this is not a treatise on 
revue, being indeed an autobiographical novel of (I feel bound 
to add) precisely the same calibre as, in the sister realm of 
drama, made the name of Manchester at one period a word 
of awe. Why do these young Mancunians recollect to such 
stupendous purpose? Here is Mr. Agate, with an intro- 
duction of forty-four pages, all about time and infinity, before 
he can get his protagonist so much as started anywhere at all. 
It is a, little like one of those demon- scenes out of the panto- 
mimes he describes so lovingly — Do so I May safety, and 
success^ attend on Crusoe,’" But of course the subsequent 
action IS. more, responsible. I imagine Mr. Agate’s picture 
^ young-man life in the Manchester of the nineties to be 
very much like th^> real thing. Eelaxation was not wholly 
remote from it. ^ Cotton and commandments were broken 
witih equal facility. Also you in^y be impressed by the 


number of Germans in it. Finally, after telling us, some- 
times engagingly, sometimes verbosely, all he can remember 
about Lancashire, Mr. Agate brings bis hero to Town, 
levers him along, year after year, and gets (almost on his 
last page) to bis big situation. I won’t spoil it. Bespon- 
sibility, which might better have been called “ Garrulity,” 
is a novel containing boredom and charm in about equal 
proportions; not to mention promise for the days when its 
author has learned to discipline his too-ready pen. 

From the early part of 1915 until the end of 1917 Admiral 

Sir Eeginald Bacon com- 
manded at Dover, and 
from the preface to The 
Dover Patrol (Hutchin- 
son) we can gather that 
he is smarting under a 
considerable sense of in- 
justice and injury. Of 
the merits of his case — he 
frankly describes his dis- 
missal as brutal — I do not 
pretend to judge, but can 
safely assume that^ the 
other side have something 
to say for themselves, if 
they care to. However, 
you are not to suppose 
that this is a bitter book. 
Most generous are the 
praises which the Admiral 
bestows upon his sub- 
ordinates; his venom he 
reserves for just the chosen 
few who, no doubt, can 
bear it. Apart from per- 
sonal recriminations, of 
which some of us must be 
more than tired, these two 
portly volumes are of real 
historical value. You will 
find in them not only a 
record of actual achieve- 
ments, often carried out 
under desperately difiGculfc 
conditions, but also of 
projects which for one 
reason or another were 
never fulfilled. “Why 
don’t we try to land on 
the Belgian coast?” was 
a question our amateur | 
strategists were never 
weary of asking.. Well, here is their answer. Here, too, 
are 'countless photographs, charts, plans and diagrams-— a 
really wonderful collection. Even if you are not in the 
least interested in Sir Eeginalu’s grievances you will 
find him a writer who has a lot of useful things to say 
and knowa how to say them. 


“The normal average amount of clothing required in a temperate 
climate such as ours is : Om ipound weight of clothmg to every one 
stoiie weight of the body, . . Thus the clothes of a child weighing 
3 stones should be 31b., and for a man or woman weighing 10 stones 
the clothes should weigh 101b. This is a definite statement ; at any 
rate, disprove it who can.” 

Sir Ojntlie in “ The Daily 

We gave instructions to our Mathematical specialist to 
work out the figures, and his report is that he finds them 
substantially correct. 


AN EFFECT OF THE CEIME WAVE. 



Doth. “Hair He looks respectable — 



— STILL, ONE NEVER KNOWS.” 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Wbiting- in the Echo de Paris 

Peetinax ” asks Mr. Lloyd Geokge 
to make some quite clear sta‘tem'ent re- 
garding his advice to electors. There is 
more innocence in Paris than you might 
suppose. \j, 

5l* ’ 

Professor Wallee has demonstrated 
by experiment that emotion can be 
measured. ‘ At the same time he dis- 
couraged the man who asked for a 
couple of yards of Mr. Chuechill^s 
feelings when reading The Morning 
'Post, .. 

* 

Sir Thomas Lipton's challenge for 
the America Cup has been accepted by 
the New York Yacht Club. It appears 
that neither Mr, Secretary Daniels nor 
“President” de Valera was consulted. 

» if{ 

* 

Widespread alarm has been caused 
in London by the report that a certain 
famous artist has threatened to paint 
a Futurist picture of a typical O.B.E. 

* -ilt 
* 

A Dutch paper reminds us that the 
ex-OEOWN-PRiNCE has taken a Berlin 
University degree. We can only sup- 
pose that nobody saw him take it. 

si* sis 

In the case of a will recently ad- 
mitted tb probate it was stated that the 
testator had disposed of over seven 


hundred thousand pounds in less than 
a hundred words. It is not expected 
that the Ministry of Munitions will take 
this lying down. ^ 

It is said that unless the new Un- 
employment Insurance is an improve- 
ment on the present rates quite a 
number of des.erving people will be 
thrown into work. 

* -v 

Much sympathy is felt for the 
burglars who broke into a house at 
Heme Hill last week. Unfortunately 
i(k them the grocer's bill had been paid 
the previous day. 

' * * 

* 

We gathey that, if Dempsey still 
refuses to come to London to fight 
Oarpentier, Mr. Cochran will arrange 
to take London out to him. 

The Lobby Correspondent of The 
Daily Express states that it has been 
suggested that the Premier should take 
a long voyage round the world. It 
would be interesting to know whether 
the proposal comes from England or 
the wo^d. ^ 

“ The honest man in Germany,” says 
Herr Haase, “ will not agree to hand 
over the German officers to the British,” 
We think it would be only fair if Ger- ' 
many would send us the name and 
address of this honest man. 


Leather is being used in the new 
Spring suits, says a' daily newspaper. 
Smith Minor informs us that he always 
derives greater protection' from the use 
of a piece of stout tin. 

❖ sic 

3lC 

The collecting of moleskins ha§ been 
forbidden by the Belgian Government 
except in* gardens. Lure the beast into 
the strawberry bed by imitating the 
bark of the wild slug and the rest is 
mere spade-work. 

^Ic j|: 

We understand that there. is some 
talk of Lord Eishee giving up work 
and retiring into politics. ^ . 

Matrimonial Economy, 

“Travelling in a becoming suit of Copen- 
hagen blue with hat to match the newly weds 
left on the Duluth train .” — Canadian Pjajper. 

“ She looked as Eurydice when her captor- 
Edng carried her away from earth and gave 
her instead the queenship of Hell.” 

Daily Mail ” Feidlleton. 
Presumably Persephone had secured a 
.decree nisi, 

“These cowardly murders and attempted 
assassinations are abhorrent to the national 
mind, whatever its political views may be, and 
it will not seek to exterminate in any way the 
position of those who have any share in 
them .” — Provifidal Paper, 

We still think extermination is the best 
thing for them. 


VOL. CLVm. 
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A SELFLESS PARTY. 

[“ They (the electorate) know that we (the Labour Party) arc not, 
and never will be, merely concerned in the interests of one particular 
class.” — Jkfr. Thomas in The Sunday Twies.^^ 

“Nationalization was proposed not to gain increased wages for 
workers, but in the national interest. . . . They were prepared to 
produce to the last ounce of their capacity to give to the nation and 
to humanity all the coal they required. If he thought that this 
scheme was intended to or would give the miners an advantage at the 
expense of the State he would oppose it.” — Mr. Brace^ in the House 
of Gcymmo^is.'] 

Though Comrade Snhllie keeps a private passion 
That yearns to see Sinn Fein upon its own, 
Clearly we cannot put our Unions’ cash on 
Men with a motto like “ Oueselves Alone ; ” 

To us all folk are brothers 
And on our bunting runs the rede, “Foe Others.’* 

Our hearts are ever with the poor consumer; 

We long to give his sky a touch of blue; 

To doubt this fact is to commit a bloomer, 

To falsify our record, misconstrue 
The ends we struggle for. 

As illustrated in the recent War. 

We struck from time to time, but not at Cxsar, 
Not to secure the highest pay we could; 

Our loyalty kept gushing like a geyser; 

We had for single aim the common good; 

Who treads the path of duty 
.May well ignore the cry of ki, Brute!'' 

Humanity’s the cause for which we labour; 

The hope that spurs us on to do our best 
Is “0 that I may truly serve my neighbour, 

And prove the love that burns within my breast. 
And save his precious soul 
By a reduction in the cost of coal!” 

Nationalize the mines, and there will follow 
More zeal (if possible) in him that delves; 

Our eager altruists will simply wallow 

In work pursued for others (not themselves), 
Thrilled with the noble thought — 

“ My Country’s all to me and Class is naught 1 ” 

■ 0. S. 

A STORY WITH A POINT. 

(With Mr. Punch's apologies for not having sent it on to 
“ The Spectator.") 

Geoffrey has an Irish terrier that he swears by. I don’t 
mean by this that he invokes it when he becomes por- 
tentous, but he is always annoying me with tales, usually 
untruthful, of the wonderful things this dog has done. 

Now I have a pointer, Leopold, who really is a mar- 
vellous animal, and I work off tales of his doings on Geoffrey 
when he is more than usually unbearable. 

Until a day or two ago we were about level. 

Although . Geoffrey knows far more dog stories than I 
do, and has what must be a unique memory, I have a very 
fair power of invention, and by working this gift to its 
utmost capacity I have usually been able to keep pace 
withhim. 

As I said, the score up to a few days ago was about even ; 
yesterday, however, was a red-letter day and I scored an 
overwhelming victory. Bear with me while I tell you the 
whole story. 

I was struggling through the porridge of a late breakfast 
when Geoffrey strolled in. 1 gave him a cigarette and went 
on eating. . He wandered round the room in a restless sort 


of way and I could see he was thinking out an ending for 
his latest lie. I was well away with the toast and marma- 
lade when he started. 

“You know that dog of mine, Eupert? Well, yester- 
day ” 

I let him talk ; I could afford to be generous this morn- 
ing. He had hashed up an old story of how this regrettable 
hound of his had saved the household from being burnt to 
death in their beds the night before. 

I did not listen very attentively, but I gathered it had 
smelt smoke, and, going into the dining-room, had found 
the place on fire and had promptly gone round to the police- 
station. 

When he had finished I got up and lit a pipe. 

“Not one of your best, Geoffrey, I’m afraid — not so 
good, for instance, as that one about the coastguard and 
the sea-gulls ; still, I could see you were trying. Now I ’ll 
tell you about Leopold’s extraordinary acuteness yesterday 
afternoon. 

We — he and I — were out on the parade, taking a little 
gentle after-luncheon exercise, when I saw him suddenly 
stop and start to point at a man sitting on one of the 
benches a hundred yards in front of us,; but not in his 
usual rigid fashion ; he seemed to be puzzled and uncertain 
whether, after all, he wasn’t making a mistake.” 

Here Geoffrey was unable to contain himself, as I knew 
he would be. 

“ Lord 1 That chestnut 1 You went and asked the man 
his name and he told you that it was Partridge.” 

“No,” I said, “you are wrong, Geoffrey; his name, on 
inquiry, proved to be Quail. But that was only half the 
problem solved. Why, I thought, should Leopold have 
been so puzzled? And then an idea struck me. I went 
back to the man on the bench and, with renewed apologies, 
asked him if he would mind telling me how he spelt his 
name. He put his hand into his pocket and produced a 
card. On it was engraved, ‘ J'. M. Quaylb.’ Then I under- 
stood. It was the spelling that puzzled Leopold.” 


THE NEW APPEAL. 

We observe with interest the latest development in the 
London Press — the appearance of the new Labour journal, 
The Daily Nail, 

In the past, attempts to found a daily newspaper for the 
propagation of Labour views have not always met with 
success. Possibly the fault has been that they made their 
appeal too exclusively to the Labour public. We under- 
stand that every care will be taken that our contemporary 
shall under no circumstances be a financial failure. 

■ The Daily Nail is a bright little sheet, giving well-selected 
news, popular “magazine” and “home” features, and, on 
the back page, a number of pictures. It has a strong 
financial section, a well-informed Society column, and a 
catholic and plentiful display of advertisements, including 
announcements of many of those costly luxuries which 
Labour to-day is able to afford. ^ 

While in its editorial comments it suggests emphatically 
that the Government of the' day is not and never can be 
satisfactory, it refrains from embarrassing our statesmen 
with too many concrete proposals for alternative methods. 

We learn that the new Labour daily is substantially 
backed by a nobleman of pronounced democratic ideals* 
From bis Lordship down to the humblest employee there 
exists among the staff a beautiful spirit of fellowship un- 
marked by social distinction. 

“ Good morning, comrade,” is the daily greeting of his 
Lordship to the lift-boy, who replies with the same greeting, 
untarnished by servility, . 
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THE NEW COALITION. 


Mb. Asquith {to Viscount Csapi,in oflid Loi-d Bobest Cecil). '■ THANKS. MY KEIENDS— THANKS 
FOE YOUE LOYAL SUPPOET. DO MY EYES bEOEIYE MB. OE DO I SEE BIG BEN?” 
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Son of House {enterfauiimj famous explorer and distinguished professor). “It would astonish you fellows if I told i’OU some 

OF THE THINGS I ’VE SEEN AND HEARD— -THOUGH I’M, COMPARATIVELY SPEAKING, A YOUNG MAN— TWENTY-TWO, TO BE, EXACT.” 


THE flMSOMiSlIAC. 

Miss Brown announced her intention 
of retiring to roost. Not that she was 
likely to sleep a blink, she said ; but she 
thought all early-Victorian old ladies 
should act accordingly. 

She asked Aunt Angela what she took 
for her insomnia. Aunt Angela said she 
fed it exclusively on bromides. Edward 
said he gave his veronal and Sohopen- 
HAUBE, five grains of the former or a 
chapter *of the latter. 

They prattled of the dietary and idio- 
syncrasies of their several insomnias 
as though they had been so many 
j exacting pet animals. Miss Brown then 
[ asked me what I did for mine. 

Edward* spluttered m errily . * ‘ He ri s es 
with the nightingale, comes bounding 
downstairs some timeafter tea and wants 
to know why breakfast isn’t ready. 

; Only last week I heard him exhorting 
Harriet to call him early next day as 
he was going to a dance.” 

* They all looked reproachfully at me 
j because I didn't keep a pet insomnia 
i toa.. I spoke up^ for mys^.. I admitted 
hadn't got one, and what was more 
: was proud of it. All heal-feby massive 


thinkers, are heavy sleepers, I insisted. 
They must sleep heavily to recuperate 
the enormous amount of vitality ex- 
pended by them in their waking hours. 
Sleep, I informed my audience, is 
Nature’s reward to the blameless and 
energetic liver. If they could not sleep 
now they- were but paying for past 
years of idleness and excess, and they 
had only themselves to blame. 1 was 
going on to tell them that an easy con- 
science is the best anodyne, etc., but 
they snatched up their candles and 
went to bed. I went thither myself 
shortly afterwards. 

I was awakened in the dead of night 
by a rapping at my door. 

“ Who 's there? ” I growled. 

“I — Jane Brown,” said a hollow 
voice, 

What'^s the matter? 

“ Hush^ there are men in the house.” 

“If they’re burglars tell ’em the 
silver 's in the sideboard.” 

“It’s the police.” 

I sat up in b^d. “ Tlie police ! — 
why ? — what ?'” 

“Shisshl' come quickly and don’t 
make a noise,” breathed Miss Brown. 

I hurried into a shooting-jacket and 


slippers and joined the lady on the 
landing. She carried a candle and was 
adequately if somewhat grotesquely 
clad in a dressing-gown and an eider- 
down quilt secured about her waist by 
a knotted bath-towel. On her head she 
wore a large black hat. She put her 
finger to her lips and led the way 
downstairs. The hall was empty. 

“That’s curious,” said Miss Brown. 
“ There were eighteen mounted police- 
men in here just no\v. I was talking 
to the Inspector — such a nice young 
man, an intimate friend of tlie late Sir 
Cheistoehbe Ween, who, he informs 
me privately, did not kill Cock Robin.” 

She paused, winked and then sud- 
denly dealt me three hearty smacks — 
one on the shoulder, one on- the arm 
and one in the small of the back. I 
removed myself hastily out of range. 

“Tarantulas, or Peruvian ant-bears, 
crawling all over you,” Miss Brown ex- 
plained. “Fortunate I saw them in 
time, as their suck is fatal in ninety- 
nine cases out of a million, or so Gaei- 
EALDi says in the Origin of Sidecies” 
She sniffed. “Tell me, do you smell 
blood?” 

I told lier that I did not. 
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“I do,” she said, “quite close at 
hand too. Yum -yum, I like warm 
blood. She looked afc me throuc^h 
half-closed eyelids. “I should think 
you 'd bleed very prettily, very prettily.” 

I removed myself still further out of 
range, assuring her that in spite of my 
complexion I was in reality aneemic. 

She pointed a finger at me. “ I know 
where those pohcemen are. They ’re 
in the garden digging for the body.” 

“What body?” I gasped. 

“ Why, Einstein’s, of course,” said 
Miss Brown. “ Edward murdered him 
last night for his theory. Didn’t you 
suspect ? ” 

I confessed that I had not. 

“Oh, yes,” she said; “smothered 
him with a pen-wiper. I saw him do 
it, but I said nothing for Angela’s sake, 
she ’s so refined.” 

She darted from me into the drawing- 
room. I followed and found her stand- 
ing before the fireplace . waving the 
candle wildly in one hand, poker in 
the other^ and snifiing loudly. 

‘i We must save Edward,” she said ; 
“we must find the body and hide it 
before they can bring in a writ of 
Habeas Gorpiis. It is here. I can smell 
blood. Look under the sofa.” 

She made a flourish at me with her 
weapon and I at once dived under the 
sofa. I am a brave man, but I know 
better than to withstand people in Miss 
Brown’s state of mind. 

“ Is it there ? ” she inquired. 

„“No.” 

“Then search under the carpet — 
quickly ! ” 

She swung the poker round her head 
and I searched quickly under the carpet. 
During the next hour, at the dictates 
of her and her poker, I burrowed under 
a score of carpets, swarmed numerous 
book-cases, explored a host of cup- 
boards, dived under a multitude of 
furniture and even climbed into the 
open chimney-place of the study, be- 
cause Miss Brown’s nose imagined it 
smelt roasting flesh up there. These 
people must be humoured. When I 
came down (accompanied by a heavy 
fall of soot) the lady had vanished. I 
rushed into the hall. She was mounting 
the stairs. 

“Where are you going now?” I 
demanded. 

She leaned over the balustrade and 
nodded to me, yawning broadly : “ To 
Edward’s room. He must have taken 
the corpse to bed with him.” 

. “ Stop I Hold on ! Come back,” I 
implored, panic-stricken. Miss Brown 
held imperviously on, I sped after 
her, but mercifully she had got the 
rooms mixed in her decomposed brain 
and, instead of turning into Edward's, 
walked straight into her own and shut 



Urchin [who has moved hy emaciated voliceiitan)^ “Ain’t ter got a cook 

ON TOUR BEAT?” 


the door behind her. I wedged a chair 
against the handle to prevent any fur- 
ther excursions for the night and crept 
softly away. 

As I went I hearjd a soft chuckle 
from within, the senseless laughter, as 
I diagnosed it, of a raving maniac. 

^ ^ 

I got down to breakfast early next 
morning, determined to tell the whole 
sad story and have Miss Brown put 
under restraint without further ado. 
Before I could get a word out, how- 
ever, the lunatic herself appeared, look- 
ing, I thought, absolutely full of beans. 
She and Aunt Angela exchanged salu- 
tations. 

!* I hope you slept better last night, 
Jane.” 

“ Splendidly, thank you, Angela, ex- 


cept for an hour or so ,* but I got ut 
and walked it off.’’ 

“ Walked it off ! Where ? ” 

“ All over the house. Most exciting,’ 
“Do you mean to say you were 
walking about the house last night al] 
by yourself ? ” Aunt Angela exclaimed 
in horror. 

Miss Brown shook her grey head, 
“ Oh, no, not by myself. Our sympa- 
thetic young friend had a touch of in- 
somnia himself for once and was good 
enough to keep me company,” She 
smiled sweetly in my direction. “ He 
was 7nost entertaining. I’ve been 
chuckling ever since.” Patlandee. 

Our Spartan Editors. 
“Wanted; The Cat. By Horatio Bottomley.*' 

John Bull* 
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MARDI GRAS. 

(With the British Amiy in France^ 

“ Have you reflected, mon c/ioti,”said 
M’sieur Bonneton, complacently regard- 
ing the green carnations on bis carpet- 
slippers, “ that to - morrow is Mardi 
Gras ? 

“ I have,” replied Madame shortly. 

“ One may expect then, ina ^ietite^ 
that there will be cremes for dinner ? ” 

“'With eggs at twelve francs, the 
dozen ? ” said Madame decidedly. “ One 
may not.” 

On any other matter M’sieur would 
pro^bly have taken his wife’s decision 
as final, but he had a consuming passion 
for and was moreover a diplomat. 

“La me cMreF' he said sadly; “it 
cuts at the very vitals of hospitality. 
With -what pleasure I could have pre- 
sented myself to our amiable neigh- 
bours, the Sergeant-Major Coghlan and 
his estimable wife, and said, * It is the 
custom in France for all the world to 
eat crepes on Mardi Gras. Accept these, 
then, made by Madame Bonneton her- 
self, who in the making of this national 
delicacy is an incomparable artist.’ 
But when eggs are twelve francs the 
dozen ” — he shook his head gloomily — 
“ generous sentiments must perish.” 

Madame perceptibly softened. 

“ Perhaps, after all, I might persuade 
that miser Dobelle to sell me a few at 
ten francs the dozen,” she murmured; 
and M’sieur knew that diplomacy had 
won another notable victory. ! 

Curiously enough, at this precise 
moment the tenants of the premier 
etage of 106is, rue de la E^publique, 
were also engaged in a ' gastronorqic 
discussion. 

“ If almanacs in'France count as they 
do in Aldershot,” said Mrs. Coghlan, 
“ to-morrow will be Shrove Tuesday.”’ 

“ An’, what av it ?y demanded Ser- 
geant-Major Coghlan of the British 
Army, , 

“ What of it ? As though ye ’d not 
been dreaming of pancakes this fort- 
night an’ 'more past — fearful to mention ■ 
thim an’ fearful lest .1 should forget. 
Well, well, if ye’ll bring a good flour 
ration in the marning I ’ll do me best.” 

“ I/ve been thinking, Peggy lass,” 
said the gratified Sergeant-Major, “ it 
wud be the poEte thing to make a few 
for thim dacent people on the ground- 
flure. I'll wager they’ve niver seen 
th’ taste avJ a pancake in this country.” 

Thus it was that when Hippolyte 
Larivi^re, the cornet - player of the 
Palsds de Cinema, ascended the stairs 
to his eerie on the top-floor of 10 bis the 
following evening the appetising odour 
of frying batter enveloped him as a 
garment. He sniffed appreciatively. 

: “Le ^Qs Bonneton can eat cripes 


freely without considering the effect on 
his temperament,” he said. “ One some- 
times regrets'the demands of Art.” 

Outside, -the Coghlans’ door another 
idea struck him. “The essence of a 
present lies not in its value but its 
appropriateness. A. few crapes on Mardi 
Gras would he a novel acknowledgment 
to. the Sergeant-Major of his liberality 
in the way of cigarettes. At present 
my case is empty.” 

Eetracing his steps he went to the 
Caf6 aux Gourmets and persuaded the 
proprietaire to prepare half-a-dozen 
crepes with all possible speed and send 
them piping-hot to his room in ex- 
change for a promise of his influence 
in getting her on the free list of the 
Cinema. Then, in a glow of virtue, he 
returned to prepare his toilette for the 
evening performance. 

It was while Hippolyte was dabbing 
his cheeks with a damp towel that 
M’sieur Bonneton and Sergeant-Major 
Coghlan, having comfortably satisfied 
their respective appetites with cripes 
and pancakes, proceeded to call upon 
each other, bearing gifts. The dignity of 
the presentations was impaired by the 
fact that they almost collided on the 
stairs. 

“ Mi*s. Coghlan wud Eke your opinion 
on these pancakes,” said the Sergeant- 
Major, dexterously fielding one that 
was sliding from the plate. 

“ And permit me to beg your accept- 
ance of these crapes, a dish peculiar 
to France and eaten as a matter of 
custom on Mardi Gras,” said M’sieur 
in his most correct English, producing 
his plate with a flourish worthy of a 
head-waiter. 

“ ’Tis with all the pleasure in life 

we ’ll be tasting thim ” commenced 

Coghlan. Then his eye fell on the 
dish and his Voice dropped. M’sieur 
was also shewing signs of embarrass- 
ment. 

■“ It seems crapes is but another name 
for pancakes,” said the Sergeant-Major 
heavily, after a pause. 

“ But yes— -and I am already filled 
to repletion.” 

“ We 've aiten our fill too, Peggy an’ 
me, an’ they’re spoilt whin they’re 
cowld. It ’s severely disappointed 
Peggy will be to find thim wasted.” 

“ And Madame will be desolated to 
despair.” - 

They stared blankly at each other 
for a few minutes. Then M’sieur took 
a heroic resolve. 

‘‘‘ We must not hurt the feelings of 
those excellent women,” be said firmly. 
“ There is but one course open to us.” 

Coghlan nodded assent. Solemnly 
and without enthusiasm they sat on 
the stairs and consumed the pancakes 
to the last crumb. Then, leaden-eyed 


and breathing hard, they took their 
empty plates and entered their respec- 
tive 'fiats; 

A few minutes later they again en- 
countered on the stairs. Once more 
they were laden with comestibles. 

“ For Monsieur Larivi^re,” explained 
M’sieur. “Madame insisted. She has 
a heart of gold, that woman.” 

“ Peggy ’s sending these up too,” said 
the Sergeant-Major. “ I towld her thim 
pancakes was the greatest surprise you 
iver tasted.” 

M’sieur nodded. In response to Hip- 
polyte’s invitation they entered the 
room, and M’sieur took command of 
the conversation. The Sergeant-Major 
stood stiffly to attention, feeling that 
the occasion demanded it. 

“ Two little gifts,” said M’sieur, “ of 
epicurean distinction. The crepes of 
Madame Bonneton are an achievement, 
but the pancakes of Madame Coghlan 
are irresistible.” 

• *“I thank you from the recesses of 
my heart,” said Hippolyte with emo- 
tion ; “ ^t — ^you understand me — as 
the slave of Art I am compelled to forgo 
such pleasures.” 

“My friend,” said M’si^ur sternly, 

“ to refuse them would be an affront to 
the cooking of these excellent ladies. 
A true housewife esteems her cooking 
only next to her virtue. You must eat 
them — while they are hot.” I 

“But my tremolo — my sostenuto will 
be ruined,’’ said Hippolyte wildly. 

“ What is your tremolo to a woman’s 
tears ? ”■ said M’sieur, with an elegance 
born of a fear that he might be com- 
pelled to eat the pancakes himself. 
“The laws of hospitality— chivalry — 
Ventente cordiale itself — demand that 
I you finish them.” 

When Hippolyte finally yielded, his 
rapid and efficient despatch of the 
dainties excited the admiration of his 
hosts. They had collected their plates 
and were taking their deparfcure, with 
expressions of regard, when a knock 
announced the arrival of a gargmi from 
the Caf6 aux Gourmets, bearing a dish 
of crisp hot crapes, 

“ One moment, Messieurs,” said Hip- 
poiyte dramatically to his departing 
visitors. “It must not be said that 
Hippolyte Larivi^re lacks in neigh- 
bourly feeling. Behold my seasonable 
gift ! ’’ 

M’sieur groaned. The Sergeant- 
Major, being a soldier, concealed his 
apprehensions. Wild thoughts of sur- 
reptitiously disposing of them in a coal- 
bin whirled through their minds, but 
Hippolyte apparently divined their 
thoughts. 

“I regret that I must forgo the 
pleasure I promised myself of asking 
the ladies to take crepes with me,” he 
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said. “ To offer these would be a poor 
compliment to their superlative efforts. 
But there is no reason why yoih should 
not eat them here/' 

“ I have an excellent reason/* said 
M’sieur, stroking his waistcoat. “ And 
the gallant Sergeant-Major, I imagine, 
has another/* 

“Bah! what is a little digestive in- 
convenience to a breach of courtesy?” 

: cried Hippolyte maliciously. “You 
i must eat them. The law of hospitality 
\ demands it'" 


to have a future of its own, that of a 
sort of suburban Whitehall/* 

Have you considered what this new 
departure means for those who, like 
myself, are the writers of political 
romance ? To all intents we have lost 
the Ball-platz ; we have lost theWilhelm- 
strasse, and now here is Whitehall going 
out into the suburbs ... No doubt our 
leading Ministers, attracted by the more 
salubrious air, will establish themselves 
in the environs of the Metropolis, leaving 
behind them only the lower class of civil 


the hub of the universe. . . Doesn't 
that make even your heart beat faster ? 
But w'ho will thrill at this : “ He waited 
for a moment before the bijou semi-de- 
tached villa (bath h. and c.), known as 
Bella Vista, in Eule Britannia Eoad, 
Willesden Junction ; then with a swift 
glance up and down he stealthily ap- 
proached. When the neat maid opened 
the door, ‘Is the Prime Minister in?' 
he asked ? ” (He did not hiss. Who 
could hiss in that atmosphere? ) 

Or take this from my last book (shall 







BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

HE BWORE TO BECOME A OINEMA-ACTOB. AND HE DID. 


When*M*sieur and the Sergeant- 
Major stumbled unsteadily downstairs 
ten minutes later • their eyes bulged 
with the expression of those whose cup 
of suffering is filled to overflowing. 

“ But after all,” as M'sieur remarked, 
placing his hand on his heart, whence 
it insensibly wandered to a point lower 
down, “ it is some satisfaction to know 
that the feelings of our excellent wives 
remain unlacerated.” 

SHATTEEED EOMANOES. 

Dear Mb, Punch, — I read in a weekly 
paper that “ plans are well in hand for 
putting up other Government Depart- 
;,ment buildings at Acton, which looks 


servant. Have you considered the de- 
vastating effect of this change ? 

Think what we used to give our 
readers : “ A heavy mist lay over White- 
hall. High above the seething trafi&o 
the busy wires hummed with the fate 
of Empires,” How, I ask you, will it 
look when they read : “ The busy 
wires above Lewisham High Street 
hummed with the fate of Empires ”? 

Or think of the thrill that was conveyed 
by this (it comes in three of my most re- 
cent books) : “ He looked, with a little 
catch in the throat, and read the num- 
ber, ‘Ten* — No. 10, Downing Street, 
where the finger of fate writes its de- 
crees while a trembling continent waits, 
where empires are made and unmade — 


I ever write its like again?): “Men, 
bent with the weight of secrets which, if 
known, would send a shiver through 
the Chancelleries of Europe, could be 
seen hurrying across the Mall in the 
pale light and going towards the great 
building in which England's foreign 
policy is shaped and formulated.” But 
the Eoreign Office at Swiss Cottage, 
or Wandsworth — I could not write of 
it. And there will be the India Office 

at Tooting, or Ponder’s End, or at 

But how can your “dusky Sphinx-like 
faces, wrapt in the mystery of the Bast, 
be seen passing the purlieus of” — ^the 
Ilford Cinema ? 

But enough, Sir. Let me subscribe 
myself A Euined Man. 
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DOMESTIC STRATEGY. 

I WILL admib that it was I who gave 
Mrs. Brackett the idea. But to blame 
me for the very unfortunate denozievient 
is ridiculous. 

I met Mrs. Blackett in Sloane Street. 

“I'm on my way to a registry- 
ofiBice/' she said. “ No, not that kind 
of registry- office ; I’m -not about to 
commit bigamy. I mean the kind where 
domestic assistants ' are sought, but 
mostly in vain. I suppose you don’t 
know of a cook, a kitchenmaid, a house- 
maid, a parlourmaid and a tweeny?” 

I confessed that I did not. But I 
told her the story of" some friends of 
mine who had been in a similar posi- 
tion and had succeeded in reorganising 
their establishment by an , ingenious 
strategy. ■ - ' 

“The wife went away to stay with 
friends in the country,” I said, “and the 
husband went to the registry-office,' 
representing himself to be a bachelor, 
a rather easy-going bachelor. It seems 
that such establishments are popular 
with the few- domestic servants still at 
large. After a short time he let it be 
,1 ^ known that he was really marned, but 
ijl^parated from his wife ; a&d after a 


further interval he called his household 
together and with tears . in his voice 
informed them that he and his wife had 
composed their differences and that 
she\Vas returning to him on the morrow. 
I understand that it was a complete 
success.” 

Mrs. Brackett was very much im- 
pressed by this story. 

^ “ If I don’t find anyone to-day I shall 
try it,” she said as we parted. 

She did not find anyone, and she did 
try it. She left home the following day, 
as I learnt from Brackett when I met 
him a week later. 

Your tip’s come off absolutelyAl,” 
he said, “ and I \m most awfully obliged. 
The worry was getting on my wife’s 
nerves. As it is I fille'd up my establish- 
ment a couple of days ago and, as every- 
thing is going well, I ’ve wired my wife 
to come home to-morrow.” 

“ Have you broken it to the maids ? ” 
I asked doubtfully. 

“Oh, no ; but I shall just tell ’em in 
the morning,” said Brackett. “ That ’ll 
be all right.” ' 

I felt at the time that he was being 
far too precipitate, but he seemed so 
confident that I didn’t interfere. The 
sequel was disastrous. 


,In the first place Brackett, in his 
casual way, omitted to say anything 
about his being married until Mrs. 
Brackett was actually in the house. 
Even then be seems to have been rather 
ambiguous in his explanations. Any- 
way the new maids were, or affected to 
be, profoundly shocked. They intimated 
that they would never have entered so 
irregular an establishment* had they 
known, and departed eri masse after 
spreading a scandal among the trades- 
people which will take the Bracketts 
twenty years to live down. 


The Arre’sting Power of Beauty. 
“You dreamed of someone with whiskers 
who made your heart stop beating in your tiny 
waist every time he looked at you.” 

Home Notes. 

“ General, good plain cook ; £45 ; flat, Maida 
Vale ; constant hot water.” — Times. 

But why tell the poor woman before- 
hand? — 

“ It recalls the distressing aphorism : 

‘ Life is real, life is earnest, 

And things are not what they seem.* ** 
Liverjpool Post aTvd Mercury, 

For example, this may seem like a 
quotation from the “Psalm of Life/’ 
but it isn’t. 
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PAP! I AMPMT found him nowise lacking in Baron Eiddell of Walton Heath (and, 

ESSENCE OF PARLiAmENT. that quality when became to reply to perhaps I may add, Bouverie Street) 
Tuesday^ February lOtli , — As His their criticisms of the King’s Speech, to their ranks, and then adjourned for 
Majesty read his gracious speech to The Labour leader, convinced by a a week. 

the assembled Lords and Commons fortnight in Ireland that the present If all Labour Members possessed the 
did his thoughts flow back for a mo- Administration was all wrong, and sweet reasonableness of Mr. Brace we 
ment to the last time he opened Parlia- that the Government’s Bill would do should view the advent of a Labour 
ment in person? It was on another nothingto improve it, was bluntly asked, Government without any of Mr. Ohue- 
Pebmary 10th, in 1914:, and chill’s misgivings. The 


so little was the coming 
storm foreseen that the cus- 
tomary announcengent, “My 
relations with Poreign Pow- 
ers continue to be friendly,” 
was followed by a special 
reference to the satisfactory 
progress of “ my negotiations 
with the German Govern- 
ment and the Ottoman Gov- 
ernment” regarding — Meso- 
potamia, of all places. 

Since then everything has 
; changed — save one. Ireland 
I 'remains the skeleton at the 
feast. The condition of that 
unhappy country still causes 
His Majesty “grave con- 
cern,” to be removed, let us 
piously hope, by the prom- 
ised Home Eule Bill. It is 
true that, as Lord Dupferin 










chill’s misgivings. The 
Member for Abertiilery argu- 
ed the case for the national- 
isation of mines so gently 
and genially that before he 
sat down I am sure that a 
good half of his hearers began 
t^o think that, after all, there 
was “ something in it,” Vis- 
ions of a carboniferous mil- 
lennium, when there would | 
be no more strikes and hardly ; 
any accidents, and altruistic 
colliers would hew their hard- 
est to get cheap and abun- 
dant coal for the community, 
floated before the mind’s eye 
as Mr. Brace purred per- 
suasively along. 

Unfortunately for the Na- 
tionalisers Mr. Lunn thought 
it necessary later to make a 
blood - and - thunder oration, 


am I am oetubo co™EBs:Ai.”_irr. L.or. 

appears to want the Bill; but then, as “Are we to withdraw the troops and cott of the newspapers) if the Miners 
Colonel Sidney Peel, the Mover in the leave the assassins in charge ?” while demands were refused. Moreover, he 
Commons, remarked with equal truth, the “ Wee Pree ” champion, who had made it clear that coal was only a be- 
the ordinary rules of thought do not interpreted the recent by-elections as a ginning and that the Labour Party’s 
gipp]^y '|}J 30 Irish Question. ®^g^ that the time for the Coalition was ultimate objective w as nationalisation 

The Prime Minister has lately been past, was unkindly reminded that, at 
advised by a candid friend to take a six any rate, the results of these contests 
months’ holiday “ to recover his resili- had furnished no encouragement to the ^ 

ence.” Mr, Adamson and Sir Donald party that he adorns. “But 1 am 

afraid I am getting controversial,’' said 
Mr. Lloyd Georce, to the amusement 
of the House, which had enjoyed his ^ 
sword-play for half-an-hour ; and with 

that he turned to the task of defending '' I 

the new policy in Eussia. Having 
failed to subdue the Bolshevists by y ^ 
force, we are now going to try the 

effect of commerce — a modern reading ■ [ 

of “Trade Pollows the Plag.” The | 

Labour Party cheered the new de- I 

parture vociferously, but the rest of ^ 

the House seemed a little chilly, 

Minister’s elbow, looked about as 
happy as Napoleon on the return ^ 

from Moscow. ^ 

Lord Hugh Cecil raised the standard ^ 
of economy, and complained that the 

legislative programme was extrava- 

eantlylonff. “ A large number of Bills 

lenerluy meant a la^ amount of ex- PIED PIPER OP ABERTILLBRY 

penditure.” I have myself observed Brace). 

fu.-r. ^ “For he led xjs, he said, to a joyous land 

thisphenomenon. Where waters gushed and fruit-trees 

HILAEITY OF MR. CHURCHILL ON Wednesday, Feh'uary lltK — Th^ 

HEARING HIS CHIEF’S VIEWS ABOUT Lords, having disposed of the Address And flowers put forth a fairer hue, 
RUSSIA. with their usual celerity, welcomed And everything was strange and new.” 




HILARITY OF MR. CHURCHILL ON 


(Mr. W. Brace). 

“For he led us, he said, to a joyous land 
Where waters gushed and fruit-trees 

GREW, 
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all round, and wound up by reminding 
the House that "‘we are many and ye 
are few/’ 

The Peime Minister is not the man 
either to miss a chance or refuse a 
challenge. The tone of his reply was 
set by Mr. Lunn, not by Mr, Brace ; 
and though he had plenty of solid 
arguments to advance against the 
motion the most telling passage in his 
speech was a quotation from Comrade 
Trotsky,” showing what Nationalisa- 
tion had spelt in Soviet Eussia — labour 
conscription in its most drastic shape. 
The nation, he declared, that had fought 
for liberty throughout tihe world would 
stand to the death against this new 
bondage. 

Eesult : Amendment defeated by 329 
to 64. 

Thursday, February IMh . — This was 
the first Question-day of the new Ses- 
sion, and the House was flattered to 
see Mr. Lloyd George in his place, 
despite the counter-claims of the Peace 
Conference at St. James’s Palace. Evi- 
dently he means this year to “ stick to 
the shop ” more closely, in view, per- 
haps, of the . possible return from 
Paisley of the old proprietor. 

To a Labour Member’s complaint 
that several ex-Generals had been ap- 
pointed as divisional Pood officers, Mr. 
McCurdy replied that no preference 
was given to military candidates. But 
why not ? Where will you find more 
competent judges of alimentary ques- 
tions than in the higher ranks of His 
Majesty’s Forces ? 

In attacking the provisions of the 
Peace Treaty with Germany as “im- 
practicable,” Sir Donald Maclean re- 
vealed himself as a diligent student of 
a recent notorious book. Most of his 
observations — excepting, perhaps, the 
statement that he had “ no sentimental 
tenderness for the Germans” — were 
marked with the brand of Keynes, and 
his assertion that the utmost Germany 
could pay was two thousand millions 
came bodily from that eminent statis- 
tician. To the same inspiration was 
possibly due the unhappy suggestion 
that our chief Ally was pursuing a 
policy of revenge. 

For this he was promptly pulled up 
by Lord Eobert Cecil, who warned 
him" not to judge the policy of France 
by the utterances of certain French 
newspapers. Lord Egbert had, how- 
ever, his own quarrel with the Govern- 
ment, who, according to his account, 
had done nothing to set Central Europe 
on its legs again, except to send it a 
; certain amount of food — not, one would 
wc^d'have thought, an altogether bad 
[ pteKinhaary, 

I " It was a pity that Mr, Balfour had 
not a stronger indictment to answer, 


for he was dialectically at his best. 
After complimenting the Opposition 
leader on his . ‘^charming tones and 
anodyne temper ’’ he proceeded to take 
up his . challenge — “if I ’may call it a 
challenge.’’ If Germany was in doubt 
as to the amount she might be called 
upon to pay,, she Jhad, her remedy, for 
the Peace Treaty especially provided 
that she might offer a “lump sum..” 
The list of war-criminals was long, no 
'doubt, but we had limited our own de- 
mands to those who were guilty of 
gratuitous brutality. As for the con- 
dition of Central Europe, that was not 
the fault of the Peace Treaty, it was 
the fault of the War, and this country 
had done all it reasonably could to 
remedy it. 

The Opposition insisted on taking a 
division, and were beaten by 254 to 60. 
So far the “ doomed Coalition ” seems 
to be doing rather well. ^ 


A SINGLE HOUND. 

When the opal lights in the West had 
died 

And night was wrapping the red ferns 
round, 

As I came home by the woodland side 
I heard the cry of a single hound. 

The huntsman had gathered his pack 
and gone ; 

The last late hoof had echoed away ; 

The horn was twanging a long way on 
For the only hound that was still 
astray. 

While, heedless of all but the work in 
hand; 

Up through the brake where the 
brambles twine, 

Crying his joy to the drowsy land 
j avelin drove on a burning line. 

The air was sharp with a touch of frost ; 
The moon came up like a wheel of 
gold; 

The wall at the end of the woods he 
crossed 

And flung away on the open wold. 

And long as I listened beside the stile 
The larches echoed that eerie sound, 

Steady and tireless, mile on mile, 

The hunting cry of a single hound. 

W, H. 0. 


Families Supplied.” 

“Village General Stores Wanted for dis. 
soldier : also mdow and daughter ; price no 
object if genuine .” — Daily Taper, 


“ H. B. Playford is 6 feet 5 inches, or there- 
abouts, ill height, has a fabulous reach, and 
weighs 13J stone. He rowed No. 8 in the 
Jesus four, beaten by Leander at Henley.” 

Times. 

A fabulous reach indeed ! So fabulous 
that it made the four look as long as 
an eight. 


THE AMALGAMATED SOCIETY 
OF PASSENGERS- 

,“I’VE hit on something at last,” 
cried Charles exultantly, throwing him- 
self down on my second-best armchair. 

“I wish you wouldn’t hit on it 
so hard,” I complained; “the springs 
are half-broken already. What’s the 
trouble ? ” . • 

“ Have you ever heard,” he inquired, 
of the black-coated salariat? ” 

“ The egg of the greater green-backed 
woodpecker — ” 

“It isn’t a bird,” he said; “it’s a 
class of people that works with its 
brains. And the hand of Labour, ac- 
cording to my evening paper, is being 
held out to it.” 

“But suppose one wears a pepper- 
and-salt suit,” I said, “ and writes 
‘ Society Gossip.’ What about that ? ” 

“ That ’s just my point. All these ac- 
cepted lines of distinction are absolutely 
wrong. It isn’t what people work at 
that divides them, it ’s the way they 
travel to their wprk. Sir Thomas Ma- 
lory knew that. When Lancelot was 
going to rescue- Guinevere he had his 
white horse badly punctured by a bush- 
ment of archers and had to finish the 
journey in a woodcutter’s carfc. And** 
that was a great disgrace to him and 
made the Queen's ladies laugh. It 
would be just the same with the typists 
of a rich employer if his motor-car | 
broke down and he had to arrive in a 
bus. How do you get to town in the 
morning yourself ? ” 

“I am a Tuber,” I said sadly. “ Every 
bright morning I say I will go by bus, 
but when I reach the Tube station the 
draught sucks me in through the door, 
the man grabs me by the collar, throws 
me into the sink, lifts up the plug and 
down we go into the drain-pipe to- 
gether. I think I have the brand of 
Tubal Cain on my brow. It is a kind of 

perpetual crease ” 

“ I too Tube,’* said Charles ; “ but I 
know many eminently respectable bus 
people as well. Especially bus-women. 
They ride about, they tell me, on the 
most fantastically labelled vehicles and 
are always seeing new suburbs swim 
into their ken, and gazing — 

‘ Out over London with a wild surmise, 
Silent upon a seat of No. 10,^ 

or whatever the bally thing may be. 
But I never join their rash adventures. 

I belong to a different milieu, I move 
in a sort of social underworld. Not 
that I can deny, of course, that there is 
a certain amount of overlapping.” 

“ I overlapped twice to-day myself,” 

I said, “and as the second one was 

knitting a jumper 

“ And then there are the Tram-ites,” 
he went on. ** I don’t understand their 
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world either. The tram, I am told, 
suddejily plunges \vith a loud roar lilre 
a walrus under the streets of* Holborn 
and emerges on the Embankment. The 
hansom cabs were called the gondolas 
of London. The trams, I suppose, are 
the submarines. But they are not of 
my life. I do not mingle with them.'" 

“I mingled with a tram once," 1 
said. clasped it warmly by the 
rail as it was going by, but I missed 
the step with my foot. It spurned me 
rather badly. But kindly explain what 
you're driving at." 

««A11 these classes," said Charles, 
“ have their own friendships, their own 
jolts and jars, their own way of being 
bullied by conductors and thrown into 
the mud and squeezed into cages and 
arranged upon straps. But they -have 
one great thing in common, distinct 
though they may be. They are all 
passengers, all takers of tickets. There 
is going to be a Bus Union, a Tube 
Union, and a Tram 'Union, and when 
necessary they will combine." 

“ Against what ? " 

Against the motorists, first and 
foremost," said Charles. “ The opulent 
people who ride a-wallop to their 
offices m cars. Suppose tbatEthelinda 
Beilairs, who is a trifle absent-minded, 


has got the sack for typing a let tier 
like this : ‘ I beg to acknowledge the 
receipt of your communication of the 
25th ult., and ask you to note that a sud- 
den sense of indefinable yearning seized 
Hephzibah. She closed her eyes and 
slowly swayed towards him. Awaiting 
the favour of an early reply, etc.' — 
what happens ? There is an imme- 
diate strike of the Bus Union until 
she is reinstated. If necessary the two 
other branches of the Amalgamated 
Society o£ Passengers are called out. 
No case of hardship will be too insig- 
nificant for the A.S.P. We shall all 
carry a symbol in the shape of a secret 
season ticket. When the strike occurs 
nobody will go to work in the morning, 
xlll the stations and starting-places 
will be picketed; business will be 
paralysed," 

^‘Except for the stout fellows who 
walk," I suggested. 

“They will find it -very lonely at 
their offices," said Charles. “ Nobody 
wants to work if there 's any excuse to 
avoid it, and the beauty of the thing is 
that we can 'strike not only against 
ordinary employers, but against the 
raising of fares, and against theN.U.E. 
or the Vehicle and Transport Workers 
Union itself. That will be the quickest 


strike that has ever been struck. You 
can’t go on banging lifts and gates and 
rushing about in empty buses without 
anybody to shove into the dirt or any 
thumbs to snip bits out of. It bakes 
all the enjoyment out of life." 

“ And where exactly do you come 
in ? " I asked, 

“I intend to be the Organising 
Secretary of the A.S.P.," he said. “ It 
will be hard work, but very meritorious." 

“Bather a nuisance won’t it be on 
strike days,’' I inquired, “ going round 
and visiting a few thousand pickets on 
foot in your black coat, with the brain 
waves working on top ? " 

“The O.S. of the A.8.P.," answered 
Charles magnificently, “ will not move 
about o-n foot. He will be provided 
I with a handsome motor-car.”' Evoe. 

‘ * A van containing £8,000 worth of woolleii 
; goods has been stolen from Broad-street, 
Bljoomsbnry . It was left unattended by the I 
! driver, who went into a restaurant for dinner 
; and later was found empty at Holloway.” | 
I ^ Provincial Pajom\ \ 

We know that kind of restaurant. 

** Accounting for Women,” 

Anurican Paper, 

We had always been told there was no 
accounting for them. 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Carnival.” 

Those who imagined that they were 
to be given a dramatic version of Mr. 
Compton Mackenzie's romance must 
have been shocked to find that the enter- 
tainment provided at the New Theatre 
was just a variation, from an Italian 
source, of the generaLidea of Pagliacci. 
But it was the only palpable shock 
they sustained, for never did a play 
run a more obvious course from start 
to finish. -When you have for your 
leading character an actor-manager, 
who plays the part of Othello, with his 
wife as Desdemona (how well we know 
to our cost this conjugal form of nepot- 
ism), and discusses in private life the 
character of the Moor — whether a man 
would be likely to indulge his jealousy 
on grounds so inadequate — speaking 
with the detached air of one who is 
absolutely confident of his own wife’s 
fidelity, you don’t need much in- 
telligence to foresee what the envy 
of the gods is preparing for him. 
The remainder is only a matter of de- 
tail — what .particular excuse, for in- 
stance, the lady will find for a diversion, 
and to what lengths she will go. 

In the present case her only excuse 
was the old one, that she was ** treated 
like a child,” Certainly she deserved to 
be, for her behaviour was of the most 
wilful and wayward ; but she was the 
mother of a strapping boy, and a wo- 
man who is thought old enough to 
play, in the premier Italian company, 
the part of Desdemona (with the accent, 
too, on the second syllable) could hardly 
justify her complaint that she was 
regarded as a juvenile. 

The choice of the Alfieri Theatre for 
the scene' of the culmination of the 
domestic drama seemed to touch the 
extreme of improbability. The actors 
were not a poor travelling company of 
mummers, as in Pagliacci, with no 
decent private accommodation for this 
kind of thing. The protagonist of 
Carnival was lodged in a perfectly 
good Venetian palace, where there was 
every convenience for having the matter 
out with his wife and her lover. For 
the rest the plot was commonplace to 
the verge of banality. 

As Silvio Steno, in his home life, 
Mr. Matheson Lang- was excellently 
natural, but as Othello ,his make-up 
spoilt his nice face and tended to 
alienate me. As Shmnetta (I got very 
sick of the name) Miss Hilda Bayley 
had a difficult part, and. failed, from no 
great fault of her own, to attach our 
sympathies, till in the end she ex- 
plained her rather inscrutable conduct 
^ ;in a defence which gave us for the first 
time a sense of sincerity in her char- 


acter. There was too much play with 
her Carnival dress of a Bacchante, 
which, perhaps, was less intriguing 
than we were given to understand. 
Mr. Dennis Neilson-Terey has a 
certain distinction, but he did not 
make a very perfect military paramour. 
His intonation seemed to lack control, 
and he has a curious habit of baring 
his upper teeth when he is getting 
ready to make a forcible remark. 

As for the scenes, they were alleged 
to be Venice (where the Doges wedded 
the sea), but there was no visible sign 
of water. You called for a gondola, 
which always sounds better than a 
taxi, but it never appeared. Perhaps, 



Siinonetta (Miss Hilda Bayley), ‘*Aeeyou 

PLEASED WITH MY FANCY DRESS? It WAS TO 
BE A GREAT SURPRISE.” 

Count Andrea (Mr, Neilson-Terey), “No- 
thing SURPRISES ME IN THIS PLAY,” 

however, for one has not always been 
very happy in one’s experiences of 
stage navigation*, this was just as well. 

0. S. 

“ Peter Ibbbtson.” 

That incorrigible romanticist, George 
DU Maurier of happy memory, was so 
transparently sincere as to be disarm- 
ing. No use telling him “life's not 
like that.” “ That 's just it,” be ’d say, 
and get on with his pleasant illusions. 
Peter Ibbetson is certainly not tuned to 
the moods of this decade, but it would 
be a pity if we all became too sophisti- 
cated- to enjoy such occasional excur- 
sions into the land of almost-grown-up 
make-believe. 

If. life doesn’t give you what you 
want, then “cross your legs, put your 
hands behind, your head,” go to sleep 
and live a dream-life of your own de- 
vising-— that is the theme. The bare 
essentials of the story are that the be- 


loved Mhnsy of Jeter's happy childhood 
becomes the wife of a distinctly un- 
faithful duke ; while Peter finds himself 
in prison for killing his quite gratui- 
tously wicked uncle, and for forty years 
reprieved convict and deceived duchess 
meet in dreams till her death divides 
and his again unites them. 

It is a considerable tribute to both 
author and adapter (the late John 
Eaphael) that their work should, at 
the height of the barking season, hold 
an audience silent and apparently en- 
thralled, in spite of the handicap that, 
in orderjso make the.story in any degree 
intelligible, much time had to be given 
to more or less tedious explanations. 

I will not pretend that the motives of 
the characters were clear or that (for 
me) the phantasy quite passed the test 
of being translated from the medium of 
the written word into that of canvas, 
gauze and costumed players, with those 
scufflings of dim figures in the semi- 
darkness and that furtive and by no 
means noiseless zeal of scene-shifters ; 
or, again, that I was much attracted 
by a picture of the life after death,’ in 
which opera-going (please cf, Mr. Vale 
Owen) figured so prominently. Indeed 
I think that the play would b^ better 
if it ended with the death of the 
dreamers and did not attempt that 
hazardous last passage. 

But certainly there were quite ad- 
mirable tableaux and some very intelli- ’ 
gent individual playing-^in contrast 
with the team - work of (particularly) 
the First Act, which was ragged and 
amateurish. 

Mr. Basil Eathbone’s Peter was an 
effective study, avoiding 'Scylla of the 
commonplace and Charybdis of the 
mawkish — no mean feat. A young 
man with a future, I dare hazard ; with 
a gift of clear utterance, and sensibility 
and a useful figure. 

It is a good deal to say that Miss 
Constance Collier so contrived her 
Duchess of Towers as to make us under- 
stand Peter's worship. 

Miss Jessie Bateman’s Mrs. Deane 
seemed to me an exceedingly com- 
petent piece of work, and Mr. Gilbert 
Hare thoroughly enjoyed every mouth- 
ful of Colo7iel Ibbetson's wickedness, 
and made us share his appreciation. 
And you couldn’t accuse him of over- 
playing, though he certainly looked too 
bad to be true. 

Mr. William Burchill’s little sJ:etch 
of an old French officer was almost 
too poignant. 

Why the landlord of the TSte Noir 
was got up to resemble Mr. Will Evans 
so closely is a deep matter I could not 
fathom, and, if ever I kill my uncle, may 
Fate send me a less rhetoricSbl chaplain 
than Mr, Cyril Sworder 1 T, 








THE ORDER OF THE B.S.O. 

One of the oldest of Mr. Punch's 
young men thought he would like to 
hear some orchestral music on Monday 
week last, so he dropped in. at the 
Queen's Hall to assist at a concert of the 
new British Symphony Orchestra." The" 
name of the founder and conductor, 
Mr. Eaymond Eoze, was already ,f ami/ 
liar, for Mr. Punch's young man ,was 
old enough to remember Mr/ Eozb's 
mother, Mabie Eoze, in her brilliant 
prime as prima donna of the Carl Eosa 
Company ; and he is glad to . know 
that she is. still living in her beloved 
Paris, where she was decorated by 
M. Thiees for her gallant conduct dur- 
ing the siege of 1870. So it is pleasant 
to find her son so actively associated 
in the good work of finding permanent 
musical engagements for demobilised 
soldiers in the British Symphony 
Orchestra. 

^ The B.S.O. men are hot home-keeping 
shldiers. Every one of them has served 
over-seas, and it was a pity that their 
names and the record of their services 
were not printed in the programme, forit 
is^a fine and inspiriting list, and a strik- 


ing disproof of the old .tradition that 
musicians must needs be long-haired, 
sallow and unathletic. Alert and young 
and vigorous they appealed to the eye as 
well as to the ear, and they played, as 
they fought, gloriously, these minstrel 
boys who ,had all gone to the War. 
Strings and. woodwind, brass and per- 
cussion, all are up to the best professional 
level. 

,1 There is no _movement which has a 
stronger claim oh all men and women 
of goodwill than that for providing 
employment .for , demobilized soldiers, 
and the British* Symphony Orchestra 
is a first-rate contribution to that de- 
sirable end.-.,, The , personnel of the 
orchestra Jis_all.th^t can be desired. 
It was ^di luck that Mr. Eaymond 
Eoze was^ prevented by illness from 
conducting last week, but the band was 
fortunate in securing an admirable sub- 
stitute in Mr, Fbank Beidoe. Mr. 
Piiuch' gives the scheme his blessing 
without reserve, but with a word of 
advice. To win for the B.S.O. the suc- 
cess it deserves will need good judgment 
as well as energy and efficiency. The 
art of programme-framing has to be 
studied with especial care in view of 


the powerful but, we believe, perfectly 
friendly competition of other established 
organizations. Last week’s programme 
had its beaux moments^ but it had also 
at least two mauvais quarts d’heure. 
The men, however, were splendid. 

The New Colour : Asquithian Bose. 

To-day everything Asquithian has a rosy 
hue. To begin with, there arrived a horseshoe 
of white chrysanthemums with the words 
* Good luck ’ worked in green .” — Daihj Paper. 

“ Shakespeare’s ' Otehllo ’ has fallen upon 
evil days .” — Evening Paper, 

It certainly seems to be having a bad 
spell. 

** The vexed question, ‘What is a new-laid 
egg ? ’ is at present confronting a .committee 
of poultry experts .” — Daily Telegraph, 

The Committee should invite a hen to 
sit on it. 

An “ under-cut " : — 

“Earl Beatty is setting an example in 
hustle at the Admiralty. Photographed yester- 
day hurrying to lunch .” — Daily Paper, 

His Lordship's example is superfluous. 
The Admiralty has nothing to learn 
about hurrying to lunch. 
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Mistress, “Can you explain how it is, Jane, that whenever I come into the kitchen I always find you reading?’* 
Jane, “I think it must be them rubber ’eels you wears, Ma’am.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, PimclJs Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

Me. John Hastings Turner, who had already to his 
credit a play, a novel and various successful revues, has 
now produced, in A Place in the World (Cassell), what is, 
I understand, to some extent a fictional version of his 
play. How far this may be so I am uncertain (not having 
seen the play), but I am by no means uncertain that it 
makes here a wholly admirable story, one moreover that 
shows a notable advance in Mr. Turner's art as novelist, 
being firmer in touch and generally more matured than any- 
thing he has yet written. The plot concerns the adventures, 
spiritual and other, of Madame Iris Iranovna, pampered 
cosmopolitan beauty, when fate or her own egotistical 
whim had dumped her as a temporary dweller in the semi- 
detached villas of suburbia. The theme, you observe, is one 
that might excuse the wildest farce, since the effect of Iris 
upon her unfamiliar surroundings was naturally devastat- 
ing. Mr, Turner however has chosen the more ambitious 
path of high comedy. In Iris herself, and even more in 
the kindly old vicar who so unexpectedly confronts her 
with her own weapons of wit and worldly wisdom, he has 
drawn two characters of genuine and moving humanity. I 
shall not tell you how the conflict (essential to real comedy) 
works itself out, nor after what fashion the empty brilliance 
' of Iris is humiliated and transformed. If I have a criticism 
of Mr. Turner's method, it is that, as with Btmthorne, a 
“ tendency to soliloquy " is growing upon him which will 
need watching. But he clothes his reflections pleasantly 


enough. Already known as what the old lady called “ an 
agreeable rattlesnake," he has now proved himself a story- 
teller of conspicuous promise. 

Von Falkbnhayn’s General Headquarters 1914-1916 and 
its Critical Decisions (Hutchinson) seems an honester book 
than Lubendorfp’s ; less political, less querulous, less 
egoistic. Von Falkenhayn, who was War Minister when 
the War began and retained his office after he had superseded 
Von Moltke as Chief of the General Staff, shows himself 
incurably Prussian, refusing even to consider the possibility 
that any State which could wage war effectively would hesi- 
tate to do so from any ethical or humanitarian scruple, 
” Don't bother about a just cause, but see that it appears 
just before men," he seems to say. ” The surprise effect of 
gas (at Ypres) was very great," is all the comment that 
tragic episode draws from him. He was a submarine cam- 
paign whole-hogger. But he has his own soldierly virtues 
of modesty and loyalty, and -refuses to air his personal 
grievances in the matter of his supersession by the Hinden- 
burg-Ludendorff syndicate. If, as seems likely, he speaks 
the truth, as he had opportunity to see it, we must revise 
our too flattering estimates of the German superiority in 
numbers and attribute a good deal of the stubbornness of 
their defence to their quicker appreciation of the character 
of siege war. The holding of front-line trenches with few 
men and consequent immense saving of life was, according 
to the General, practised by the German Command long 
before w’e discovered its value. He gives a reasoned criticism, 
•which has to the layman a plausible' air, to the effect that 
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the relative failure of Joffee’s great combined Ohampagne- 
Manders offensive of 1915 was due to the overcrowding 
of 4ihe attacking armies. General von Falkenhavn, though 
he has a prejudice for the German soldier, can bring him- 
self Jo testify to the valour of his British and French oppo- 
nent. A readable and conscientious account of a difficult 
stewardship. 


I wish I could feel as enthusiastic about The Boomiyig of 
Bunkie (Jenkins) as Mr, Peter McMunn, who, falling off 
a motor-cycle, landed in that quiet Scots village and pro- 
ceeded to turn it, by a series of stunts, into a well-known 
watering-place. He undertook the job, I gather, partly for 
a joke and partly for the bright eyes of Evelyn Kirhet, whose 
father put up the money for the purposes of publicity and 
propaganda. The transformation of a hamlet into a seaside 
resort has been treated as a sort of psychological romance 
by Mr. Oliver Onions in Mushroom Toion, where the human 
beings are a background as it were for the bricks and mortar; 
Mr. A. S. Neill, having chosen to make a farce of it, has 
provided a hero who believes in humorous advertisements, 
and has evidently persuaded 
the author to take him at 
his own valuation. This is 
hardly to be wondered at, 
since Mi\ McMunn seems 
always keener on popping 
his puns than on selling his 
goods. Specimens are given 
of speeches, press articles, 
posters and cinema pro- 
ductions, but the fun rages 
with the most furious in- 
tensity round the golf links, 
where eighteen holes have 
been compressed into the 
usual space of one and the 
winner stands to lose drinks. 

There are also some paro- 
dies of Eobert Burns, 
some jokes about bathing- 
machines and some digs at 
the Kirk. One has been, of 
course, before to seaside 
places that were a bit too bracing, and I am afraid that 
the air of Bunkie leaves me cold. 


I really think that The World of Wonderful Beality 
(Hodder and Stoughton) may come to be something of 
a test for your true follower of Mr. E. Temple Thurston. 
You recall the ingredients that went towards the first, or 
Beautiful Nonsense^ book ? Sentiment in the slums, Venice 
with a very big V and poverty passim might be regarded 
as its composition. Well, here you have John and Jill 
home again ; no more Venice, a palpably decreasing sen- 
timent and only poverty to fill up with. I am bound 
to confess that I found Joliyi's protracted preparation for 
his nuptials rather less, than enough as subject-matter 
'for a whole book. Of course all this time there remained 
Amber (you recollect her ; she “ also ran for the John 
‘stakes), and at the back of your mind a comfortable con- 
viction that two strings are still better than one. Having 
censured the book for insufficient plot, I had better not 
proceed to give away what there is. I will content myself 
with a personal doubt as to whether John and Jill will 
, quite reduplicate their former triumph — and that for various 
reasons, not least because (for purposes of sequel, I sup- 
pose) even Jill herself has been permitted so grave a lapse 
from the attitude of stand-anything-so-long-as-it 's-slummy- 


enough that so endeared her to her former public. Touch 
that and the btoom is indeed gone. 


With the Chinks (Lane), a volume of the Active Service 
Series,” treats of the training of Chinese coolies for work 
with the Labour Corps in the B.E.F. The special interest 
of the racial type was, for me, exhausted by the charming 
photographs; the task remaining for Mr. Daryl Klein, 
Lieutenant in the Chinese Labour Corps, of so conveying 
the atmosphere as to absorb the reader’s attention, was not 
achieved. On the two main aspects of the topic, the origin 
in China and the result in France, he makes no serious 
attempt. I got no clear impression of the coolie at home 
or of why he took to being an ally, and I was left with but 
the vaguest conception of the unit in France, since the 
narrative ended at the disembarcation. Lastly, I have 
with regret to complain of one sentence in particular, 
where he tells us : “ Jt is high time I said something about 
the officers.” He had, from the general reader’s point of 
view, already said too much. It is a pity to have to speak 
thus moderately of a war-book obviously written with care 

and treating of an enterprise 
which must have cost much 
labour in the achieving and, 
in the achievement, must 
have duly contributed to our 
victory. For those person- 
ally involved it will be a 
welcome memento. For the 
conscientious historian it 
will have a certain unique 
value. And in fairness it 
must be added that in the 
latter half there are touches 
of humour and humanity 
which make the reading 
easy and pleasant. 


I It has been my lot, and 
I am far from complaining 
about it, to read many war- 
books, but never hasmy luck 
been more completely in 
than' when With the Persian 
Expedition (Arnold) fell into my hands. Major Donohoe, 
while never losing sight of his main object, finds time to 
tell us a number of entertaining stories with a sedate 
humour which is most attractive. Seldom has an expedition 
set out on a wilder errand than this of the “ Hush-hush ” 
Brigade, or, as it was officially known, the “ Dunsterville ” 
or “Bagdad 'Tarty,” It was commanded by General 
Dunsterville, and briefly its objects were to combat 
Bolshevism, train Persian levies, prevent the Huns and 
Turks from threatening India by way of the Caspian Sea, 
and a few other little things of the same nature. The men 
of this “party” were picked men, and it is enough to say 
that their courage was as high as their numbers were few. 
It is indeed a mystery why any of them escaped with their 
lives, for, as experience proved, it was one thing to train 
Persian levies and another to get them to fight when they 
were wanted to. And without the levies the “ Hush-Hush ” 
party was outnumbered again and again. I could have 
wished that the excellent map which is firmly embedded in 
the binding had been detachable, for the interest of the 
chronicle compelled me constantly to refer to it, and I 
suffered great distraction. 


Sidelights of Song (Long), by Mr. Gilbert Collins, con- 
tains a few sets of verse which have appeared in Punch, 
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“ Another American,” says a Wash- 
ington despatch, “has been captured 
by Mexicans and is being held to ran- 
som,” We deplore these pin-prick 
tactics. If there is something about 
the United States that President Car- 
ranza wants changed he should say so. 

A contemporary states that the old 
theory, that when your ears burn it 
means that people are talking .about 
you, is accurate.* Upon hearing this a' 
dear old lady at once .conimenced to 
crochet a set of asbestos ear-guards for 
Mr. OHURCHinri. ^ ^ ^ 

The American gentleman who claims 
to have invented, revues' is 
shortly coming over to 
England for a holiday. 

Personally we should ad- 
vise him to wait until the 
crime wave has died down 
a bit. 

It is pleasing to note 
that in spite of the recent 
spring-like weather the 
Poet Uaureate is calmly 

keeping his head. 

?!< , 
sis 

In their last Note to 
JEolland on the subject of 
the ei-Kaiser's trial the 
Allied Goy.ernments drop 
a hinfc that it was they 
and not Holland who won 
the War. It is impossime 
to' be too definite on this 
matter, i-. 


We live in strenuous times. The 
Mad Muldah has been reported in 
action and Willesden has won the 
London Draughts’ Tournaments 
. ^ 

By the way, those who remember 
the Mad Muldah’s earlier escapades 
are of the opinion that it is high time 
for him to be killed again. , 

The Home Secretary hopes to intro- 
duce an Anti-Firearms BiU. Under 
I this Act it is expected that it will' be 
made illegal for criminals to shoot at 
people into whose homes -they break. 

51 ' * 

A postcard posted in 1888 has 'just 
been delivered to The Leeds Mercury, 
and they ask if this is a record. Not a 



Cotton, it announced, 
has gone up to tenpence 
a reel. The new American whisky 
stands at the same figure. 

^ 51: 

'I* ^ 

“ Boys sing automatically, like par- 
rots,” declares the choirmaster of St. 
John’s Church, Grimsby. His facts are 
wrong. The only thing automatic 
about a parrot is its bite. 

•it 

* 

So thirsty were the Americans on 
board, it is stated, that on her home- 
ward trip the Maivretania was drunk dry 
two days out. To remedy this unsatis- 
factory state of affairs a syndicate of 
wealthy Americans is understood to be 
formulating an offer to tow Ireland 
over to the New Jersey coast if a liquor 
licence is granted to the tug. 

sj: ^ 

There is no truth in the report that, 
as the result of a majority vote of the 
Dublin Corporation,' the sword and 
mace have been replaced by a pistol and 
mitre. 


THE CRIME WAVE. 

Crank {eyilarging upon pet theory). “I tell yov, Sie, we are all 
OF us Bolshevists at heart. The only thins that 's keeping you 

AND MI} FROM A LIFE OF CRIME IS THE THOUGHT OP THE POLICEMAN 
round THE CORNER.” 


better method than that of suing the 
birds in the County Court. 

“Useful wedding-presents are now 
the vogue,” says a weekly journal. 
Only last week we heard of a Scotsman 
who at a recent wedding gave the bride 
away. 

“ The Jolly Bachelors ” is the title of 
a new club' at Nottingham. No attempt 
has yet been made to start a Jolly 
Husbands’ Club. l 

It is gratifying to learn that the 
workman who last week fell from some 
scaffolding in Oxford Street, but man- 
aged to grasp a rope and hang on to it 
till rescued fifteen minutes later, has 
now been elected an hon- 
orary member of the 
U ndergro und Travellers ’ 
Association. 

A reader living in 
Hertfordshire writes to 
say that spring-like 
weather is prevailing and 
that a pair of bricklayers 
who started building about 
three weeks ago can now. 
be seen daily sitting on 
three bricks .which they 
laid last week. 


With such energy are 
the inhabitants, of Leeds 
carrying out their cam- 
paign against rats that it 
is considered unsafe for 
any rodent under three 
years old to venture out 
alone after dark. 


permanent one, if the Post O&ce can 
help it. 

A young lady told the Stratford 
magistrates that she gave up her young 
man because he said he was a million- 
aire, and she had later learned that he 
was a waiter. But there is nothing 

contradictory in this. 

* ❖ 

„ The ex- C rown-Prince has written m 
the Tdgliche Rtvndscliau on “How I 
Lost the War.” He pays a fine tribute 
to the British soldier, who, it appears, 
helped him to lose it. 

* sli 

“ How to Manage Twopenny Eggs ” 
is the headline of a morning paper. A 
good plan is to grip them firmly round 
the neck and wring it. 

^ He 

' ^ 

An article in Tit-Bits tells readers 
how to make canaries pay. We have 
felt for some time that there must be a 


We are glad to learn 
that the Brixton lady who mislaid her 
husband last week at one of these 
West-End bargain sales has now re- 
ceived him back from the firm in fairly 
good condition. 

‘ ❖ ‘ 

During the recent spell of warm 
weather ‘ several wooden houses threw 
out new shoots, some of which are 
already in bud, ^ .j. 

We understand that the Government 
contemplate passing a Bill' to forbid 
silver-weddings unless a larger per-, 
centage of alloy is used with them. 


How utterly unimpressive for ceremonial 
purposes is the ordinary episcopal habit . 
What dignity it ever possessed has been most 
successfully shorn of£ by the merciless scissors 
of ecclesiastical tailors. Tfi® history of the 
chimero and rochet has been truly tragic.” 

Church Taper. 

Fortunately, the hat and gaiters do 
something to relieve the gloom. 


’ VOL. CLVIII. 
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CLOTHES AND THE POET. 

p'Tlic public will welcome an announcement that tbe standard 
clothing scheme may be revived on a voluntary basis,” — The Times,1 

I DO not ask for silk attire, 

For purple, no, nor puce; 

The only wear that I require 
Is something plain and loose, 

A quiet set of reach-me-downs for serviceable use. 

. For these, which I must have because * 

The honour of the Press 
Compels me, by unwritten laws, 

To clothe my nakedness, 

Four guineas is my limit — more or (preferably) less. 

Let others go in Harris tweeds, 

Men of the leisured sort; 

Mine are the modest, homely needs 
That with my state comport; 

I am a simple labouring man w^hose work is all bis sport. 

I covet not*"the gear of those 
Who neither toil nor spin; 

I merely want some standard clo’s 
To drape my standard skin. 

Wrought of material .suitable for writing verses in. 

Something that won’t pick up tbe dust 
When rhymes refuse to flow ; 

And roomy, lest the seams be bust 
Should the afflatus blow — 

’Say five-and-forty round the ribs and rather more below, 

For poets they should stock a brand 
To serve each type’s behest — 

Pastoral, epic, lyric — and 
An outer size of chest 

For those whose puffy job it is to build the arduous jest. 

O.S. 

THE WOLF AND THE LAMB. 

{A71 imaginary conversation,) 

[In his lecture at tbe Royal Institution, to which Mr. Punch 
recently referred, Mr. Alfred Noyes said that “our art and litera- 
ture were increasingly Bolshevik, and if they looked at the columns 
of any newspaper they would see the unusual spectacle of the political 
editor desperately fighting that which the art and literary portions of 
the paper upheld.”] 

Scene.— ^ Chtb-room n^ar Fleet Street The Political 
Editor and the Literary Editor of “ The Daily Crisis ” 
are discovered seated in adjoining armchairs, 

Folitical Edito7\ Excuse me, but haven’t I seen you 
occasionally in The Crisis office ? 

Literary Editor. Possibly. I look after its literary 
pages, you know. 

F, E, Eeally ? I run the political columns. Did you 
read my showing-up this morning of the Bolshevik peril 
in the House of Lords ? 

L, E,^ I ’m afraid I never rpad the political articles. Did 
you notice my two-column boom of young Applecart’s latest 
book of poems ? 

J?. E, No time to read the literary columns, and modern 
poetry ’s as good as Chinese to me. Who ’s Applecart ? 

L, E. My dear Sir, is it possible that you are unfamiliar 
with tbe author of I W%ll Destroy^ He ’s the hope of the 
future as far as English poetry is concerned. 

P. E, {cheevfully). Never heard of him. What’s he 
done? 

' j D. H. {impressively). He has overthrown all the rules, 
not only of art, but of morality. He has created a new 
. If ay of Life. 


P. E. Can’t ‘see that that’s anything to shout about. 
What ’s his platform, anyway ? 

L. E. Platform? To anyone who has the slightest 
acquaintance with Applecart the very idea of a platform 
is fantastic. He doesn’t stand ; he soars. 

P,E. Well, what are his vietoSy then? Pretty tall, I sup- 
pose, if he’s such a high flier. 

L. E, You may well say so. In the first place he discards 
all the old artistic formulae. 

P. E, I know ; you write a solid slab of purple prose, 
scissor it into a jig-saw puzzle, serve it with a dazzle dress- 
ing and call it the New Poetry. 

L, E, Have your joke, if you will. But, more important 
still, Applecart is a rebel against humanity and all its 
fetishes, social, ethical and political. 

P. E, (startled), A Bolshie, I suppose you mean ? 

L, E, The artist is proof against all these vulgar terms 
of abuse, culled from the hustings. Call him a Pussyfoot 
as well ; you cannot shake him from his pinnacle. 

P. E, Yes, but look here — he ’s just the sort of pernicious 
agitator we’re out against in The Crisis — at least in my 
department. My special article this morning — three 
thickly - leaded columns — actually revealed the existence 
of a most insidious plot to undermine the restraining in- 
fluence of the House of Lords by the spread of Bolshevik 
propaganda masquerading as literature. You see, there’s 
a certain section of the Lords, mainly new creations who ’ve 
only recently been released from various employments, who 
now for the first time in their lives have leisure for read- 
ing ; then there ’s the spread of education among the sport- 
ing Peers. Well, these people are ready to succumb to all 
sorts of poisonous doctrines, if they ’re served up in what 
I presume to be the fashionable mode of the moment ; and 
I expect your precious Applecart is one of the Bolsh agents 
who are laying the trap. You ’ll have to stop booming him, 
you know. He ’s not doing the paper any good, 

L. E, My dear Sir, literature takes no account of the fads 
and fancies of party politics. And I gather from you that 
party politics have no use for literature except from a 
propagandist view. Let us be content to go our own ways 
in peace. 

P . E, Yes, that ’s all very well for yqu and me, but what 
about the Chief ? How does be reconcile these absolutely 
conflicting standpoints ? And what does the public think 
of it all ? , 

L, E, (confidentially). Between you and me, the Chief 
knows his public. And the public knows its papers. The 
last thing it wants from us is consistency, which is always 
boring. Besides (still more confidentially), the public doe^’t 
take us quite so seriously as we like'to pretend. 

P. H. H’m, maybe you ’re right, As/a matter of fact 
(moering his voice) I sometimes think J’m a bit of a 
Socialist myself. 

L, E, Really ? As for me (conspiratorially), I adore 
Tennyson, and Ezra Pound fills -me with a secret wrath. 
Still, the public 

P* E. Ah, tbe public ! Have a drink? 

[They pledge each other, Noyes without They disperse 
Jmrriedly, 

In view of the serious shortage of female help, the United Boards of 
Trade of Western Ontariahave been discussing proposals to encourage 

theimmigrationofyoungwomenfromGreatBritain.”— 

And have apparently feminized the Province in advance. 


If the Archdeacon of Coventry is correct in stating, as he did in 
-Convocation, that^ the word ‘ tush * found in the Psalter means 
bosh, it must in this sense he what the classical dons call a 
‘hapslegomenon.’ ^^-^Evening Standard, 

Which, again, must be what the classical undergraduates 
call a “ slipsus languse,” 
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Angry Father {of the Old School). I shall cut you off with, a shillihg I **-. 
TJie Prodigal. “Not one of the new nickel things, I hope, FathebS^'^'^ 




THE COWARD. 

^ * Cecilia was knitting by the fire. 

** What on earth have you two been 
doing?” she asked as "we came in. 

J ohn looks as if he *d been in a boiler 
explosion.” 

“ Hardly that,” ■ I said. “ We Ve 
been playing with Chris— haven’t we, 
John? ” 

John gasped. 

No, we haven’t,” he said. “ On the 
contrary, theij have been playing with 
m<?,' Cecilia.” 

«£ Well, it’s all the same thing, isn’t 
it?” said Cecilia. “Anyhow, I heard 
you making a most frightful row.” 

“ Of course I was making a row. So 
would you make a row if people sud- 
denly mistook you for a feddy Bear or 
something and started bunging you 
about the room.” 

“ I haven’t the least idea what you ’re 
: talking about,” said- Cecilia, “but I 
: think you’re being intensely vulgar.” 

[ Vulgar! ^ Vulgar J she says.” He 
j laughed ’ bitterly, “You’d be vulgar 
too if you *d had that" great hulking 


brute ” (he pointed at me) “ sitting on 
the small of your back, and a hooligan 
of a boy ” 

Cecilia sat up and took notice. 

“ Hooligan I ” she said, “ Hooligan 1 
Who ’s a Hooligan ? ” 

“ Sh I sister,” I murmured. “ You ’ll 
strain the epiglottis.” 

John turned on me savagely. 

“ You keep quiet. It isn’t your epi — 
epi— what you said— and, anyway, can’t 
I oven have a quiet row with my own 
wife without ” 

“John, calm yourself,” said Cecilia 
crusbingly. “Alan, tell me what you *ve 
been doing,” 

“Yes,” muttered John, “tell her,” 
He subsided into an armchair. 

“ Well,” I said, “you see, Christopher 
and I were up in the nursery and get- 
ting on quite all right when John butted 
in ” 

“ I simply opened ” 

“John, keep- quiet,” said his wife. 
“Well, Alan?” 

“'Well, the fact is, Chris and I were 
in the middle of a great w^ar with all 
his soldiers. I had just firmly estab- 


lished fire superiority and was actually 
on the verge of launching a huge offen- 
sive — the one that was going to win 
the war, in fact— when, as I said, in 
butted this great clumsy elephant and 
knocked half of Ohristoplier’s army 
over.” 

“ Purely an accident,” said John. 

“ Will you keep quiet, or must I 
make you ? ” asked Cecilia. 

“ Well, of course,” I went on, “find- 
ing ourselves suddenly attacked by a 
common foe, Chris and I naturally 
joined forces to defend ourselves.” 

“ Defend I — shrieked John. “ No, 
I won’t -keep quiet another second. 
Defend I Why, they rushed at me like 
a couple of wild hyenas.” 

“My dear John,” said Cecilia, 
attacked them first, and of course they 
defended themselves as best they could.” 

[ “Precisely,” I said. 

“After all, John,” said Cecilia, “'you 
ought to be glad your son is so ready 
to look after himself, instead of calling 
him a hooligan. - You’re always shout- 
ing about the noble art of self-defence.” 

“ Noble art of self-defence rotf' said 
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THE INTERNATIONALIST. 

‘‘What on earfeh,’' I said to the 
waiter, who was standing a few yards 
off, lost in a pensive dream of his native 
land — Switzerland, France, Italy ? — 
well, anyhow, lost in a pensive dream — 
“what on earth is a Petrograd steak?” 

The white napkin whisked like the 
scut of a rabbit, and he bounded to my 
side. “Eet is minee-up,” he said melo- 
dramatically. “ Ze Petrograd steak 
ver good. Two minute — mince-up.” 

“ But isn’t that a Yienna steak? ” I 
asked. 

A spasm of pain passed over his face. 
“Before ze Wai*,” he whispered, “yes, 
Yienna steak. Now we call it ze Petro- 
grad. You vill have one ? Yes ? Two 
minute.” 

Memories came flooding back of that 
moment of crisis which had found so 
many of our trusted statesmen ill-pre- 
pared, but, terrible as it was, had not 
caught the managers of London restau- 
rants napping. I remembered the im- 
mense stores of Dutch lager beer which 
they had so providentially and so pa- 
triotically held in anticipation of the 
hour of need. Dutch beer, both light 
andjdark, so that inveterate drinkers of 
Munich and Pilsener were enabled to 
face Armageddon almost without a jerk. 
They had other things ready too— 
Danish ^dte de fois gras^ Swiss liver 
sausages, Belgian pastries and the rest. 
It was in that dark hour, I suppose, that 
the Vienna steak set its face towards 
the steppes. But this was in 1914, and 
a good deal had happened since then. 
It appeared to me that the restaurant 
was not exactly au courcmt with inter- 
national complications and the gastro- 
nomic consequences "of the Peace. I 
f elk entitled to further illumination. 

“I don’t feel at all c?ertain,” I told 
the man, “ that I <-Ught to eat a Petro- 
grad steak. Is it a white steak? ” 

“ Ah, no, not yite, not vite at all,” he 
assured me. “ Tet is underdone — not 
much, but a-little hliderdone. Ver good 
mince-up.” ' . 

“I absolutely refuse to eat a Bed 
Petrograd steak,” I declared, “Have 
you by any chance anything Jugo- 
slavian on the menu ? ” 

“ Zere is ze jugged hare ” 

“ I think you misunderstand me,” I 
interrupted ; “ this is a point of principle 
with me^ Supposing I consume this 
Czech o- Slovakian mince-up and theni 
have a piece of Stilton; there has been : 

no wafer, with Stilton, I fancy ” 

“Yer^good, ze Stilton,” interjected 
IlieAQrus.. 

‘“And coffee ” 

- “ Turkish coffee ? ” he said. 

“ There you go again,” I grumbled. 
“.Whatever my attitude may be towards 


Vienna and Petrograd (and, mind you, 
I am not feeling at all bitter towards 
Yienna), my relations with Turkey are 
most certainly strained.” 

“ No, not strained, ze Turkish coffee,” 
he cried eagerly ; “ eet has ze grounds.” 

“So have I,” I told him; “.we will 
call it the Macedonian coffee. It is you 
who insisted in obtruding these inter- 
national relations on my simple lunch, 
and I mean to do the thing thoroughly. 
Better a dish of Croat Serbs where 

love Is than a bifteck Petrograd 

Never mind, go and get the thing.” 

When he returned with it T fell to, 
but my thoughts i"emained with the 
waiter. What a man ! With his dis- 
passionate judgment, his calm sane 
outlook on men and affairs, shaken a 
little perhaps in 1914, but since then 
undisturbed, was he not cut out above 
all others to settle the vexed frontier 
lines of Europe ? I Wondered whether 
Lord Egbert OEcrD might not possibly 
make use of him. I was tempted to 
try him still further. 

“ Have you ever heard of Mr. J. M. 
Keynes ? ” I asked him when he 
brought me the Bessarabian coffee. 

“ Mr.. Keynes I not know. He not 
come here, I zink.” 

“ Or the Treaty of London ? ” 

“I vill ask ze manager.” 

“ Or President Wilson ? ” 

A brilliant smile of illumination lit 
up his features. 

“American, is he not?” he said. 
“Ver reech, ze Americans.” 

This saddened me a little. He was 
Inot then absolutely complete. There 
! was a faint tarnish on the lustre of his 
innocence. He was scarcely perhaps 
suited for the League of Nations after 
all. Lighting an Albanian cigarette I 
asked him Jor' my bill. 

THINKING ALOUD. 

Lord Haldane loquitur, 

“ Tired of laborious days and nights 
Spent on the intellectual heights, 

I long to raise and educate 
The masters of the future State. 
Besides, the people in the plains 
Are lamentably short of brains, 

And I have even naore than Keynes. 
Already in The Herald's page 
Am I acclaimed as seer and sage ; 
Mine be it then to teach my neighbour 
To quit the lowly rut of Labour, 

And scale the heights of Pisgah, Nebo, 
Or some equivalent gazebo. 

For even Labour must afford 
To keep one competent Law Lord.”, 

CEIMINALS DEMAKD TO BE 
SUSPENDED,” 

Evening Paper, 

Too good to be true. 


COX AND BOX. 

My dear Charles,— Let us talk Haute 
Finance, In other words, let us in- 
dulge in that good old Anglo-Saxon 
pastime of blackguarding Cox and Co. 
It will remind us of the piping days of 
war. There is too much peace about, 
and the gentle and ever-forgiving Cox 
and Co. expect their customers to be men 
of force and character, showing temper 
from time to time. Everybody else 
may be demobilised ; I remain a soldier, 
and as such I have my special bank. 
Ah, me ! the battles in Charing Cross 
are not the easy things they used to be. 
No longer, as of old, I come fresh to | 
the attack against a mere underling, ' 
worn down by the assaults of wave 
after wave of brother- officers attacking i 
1 before me. I enter the Territorial De- ' 
' partment alone and am taken on by a 
master-hand, supported and flanked by- 
a number of unoccupied subordinates. 
About the Spring of 1925, when I expect 
to be the only “ T ” left, I anticipate 
the decisive moment when I shall 
cross swords or swop bombs with Sir 
Cox himself. Having bravely encoun- 
tered “AND Co.” these many years; I 
shall not be daunted by that gilded 
knight. 

The war having once put me in pos- 
session of my Cox and Co., I had very 
frequent recourse to them when in need 
of such solace as only money can bring. 
The time arrived when I applied in 
vain; the money had disappeared. 
Though I liad no reason to suspect 
Cox A^?D Co! of being dishonest I no- 
ticed a tone of assuredness and self- 
complacency in their letters strangely 
similar to that in my own, and I hneio 
that I was being dishonest, so I de- 
manded to see my pass-book. It was a 
horrid sight, and it gave me seriously 
to think. How came it that the side 
of the book which showed my takings 
was so clear and easily to be under- 
stood, but the side which showed their 
takings wrapt in mystery and hiero- 
glyphics such as not even the world’s 
leading financiers and mathematicians 
could hope to unravel ? My subaltern, 
being consulted, agreed with me; I 
would have had him carpeted by the 
0.0. at once if he hadn’t. 

I stepped round to Cox and Co. and 
had it out with them verbally. After 
a discussion lasting half-an-hour, it 
was shown that I had been credited 
with a week’s pay to which I wasn’t 
entitled and that a month’s income-tax, 
to which a grasping Government was 
entitled, had not been deducted. I 
left the building ninety-three shillings 
worse off than X entered it. 

I gave Cox and Co. six months to go 
wrong in, and then called for that pass- 





BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

^‘This is where he swims the rapirs. How shall we send him up or down? 


book again. My eye fell upon a paying 
and deducting and refunding and read- 
justing of an item itself so shameful 
that it dared only appear under its 
initials. Why this oscillation ? I asked 
myself. So we engaged upon another 
correspondence, and another interview 
took place, at which I was supported 
by my subaltern (who could multiply 
and add), and the bank-man was sup- 
ported by a young lady (who could 
divide and subtract). At the end of a 
passionate discussion, which lasted fif ty- 
I seven minutes (forty-five of them being 
after closing time) the conclusion was 
arrived at that the total was correct to 
a halfpenny. Even Gox and Co. them- 
selves were a bib surprised at that. 

Years passed, and there was no doubt 
about it ; the money continued to dis- 
appear. Trusting that Cox and Co. 
were now lulled into a feeling of false se- 
curity I tried a surprise reconnaissance. 
I dropped in on them wnthout warning 
and asked to see that pass-book then 
and there. They searched high and 
low, but they couldn't find it. I, on 
the other hand, found it quite easily, 
when I searched amongst my papers 
at home. To me this proved that I 
was the better searcher. My subaltern, 
however, would have it that the cir- 
cumstances gave me no right of action 


against Cox and Co. His sympathies 
were clearly with them, so I requested 
him kindly to get on with his own work 
and not to interfere further in my 
private affairs. He went away in a 
huff, got demobilised and, I have little 
doubt, married the young lady who 
divided and subtracted and, with her, 
set up a bank of his own, I devoted 
my young life to the search for some 
person, firm or corporation, expert in 
pass-books, haughty of demeanour, cap- 
able of getting blood out of a stone and 
not likely to give even the devil his due; 
I wanted such an ally for the next 
assault. 

I have always remained a civilian, 
and as such have retained my other 
banker. A man of unlimited posses- 
sions, I may state accurately that I 
have to-day no fewer than two banks 
of my own. Let us call this other one 
Box and Co. That is not the real name, 
but it is as far as I dare go to refer to 
them, even under an assumed name. 
Years of stern handling by them have 
taken all the spirit out of me. It is as 
much as I cau do to screw up my 
courage so far as to ask the loan of a 
pound or two of my own money off 
them. And there have been times, in 
the pre-1914 past, when I have felt it 
would be better to go without money 


than to have the sbuff thrown at me, 
■shovelled at me in that contemptuous 
offhand manner. I now repaired in 
person to the premises of Box and Co., 
with their handsome marble fajade and 
their costly mahogany fittings, and had 
a word with Mr. Box himself. A little 
artful flattery, a few simple lies and 
just a touch of ginger in the matter of 
professional competition, and Box and 
Co. were brought into the war. I 
handed them Cox and Co.’s pass-book 
and told them that now was their time 
to go in and win. 

I used to look in every other day to see 
how the struggle went. At first Box and 
Co. were confident, remarking on my ' 
wisdom in placing myself (and my pass- 
book) in such competent hands as 
theirs. But as the correspondence, 
went on their enthusiasm \vore off*; 
Mr. Box gave vent to observations 
reflecting ill on the Army system of 
payt on the Army itself, even on that 
part of it which was me. Had it not 
been that the pride of Box and Co. was 
involved, I believe they \vould have 
gone to London in a body, there to 
form a lifelong friendship with Cox and 
Co., out of pure fellow-feeling. But I 
have hinted that Box and Co. were a 
cold inhuman institution, whose busi- 
ness in life it was to do people down, 
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or go down itself. And so Cox axd Co. 
had to be for it. Eventually, in the late 
winter of 1919, Box and Co, extracted 
from Cox axd Co. the admission that a 
five had been mistaken for a three, and 
I bad been done out of twopence, an 
affair all the more gross in that it had 
happened as long ago as the early 
spring of 1915, and never a Tvord of 
remorse meanwhile ! A conclusion by 
which neither Box nor Cox was really 
satisfied, but which, for me, was enough. 
Wo English may only win one battle in 
a war, but that battle is the last. 

Possibly, my dear Charles, you have 
a soft spot in your heart for this Cox 
AND Go., never failing in courtesy and 
attention and ever heaped with abuse? 
So, to be frank, have I. Let us turn 
round and blackguard the other fellow. 
The sequel is incredible. 

I next handed my Box and Co. pass- 
book to Cox AND Go., giving them a brief 
and touching r^nme of my sad story 
of wrong and oppression, and bidding 
them do their damnedest in their turn. 
They wrote to Box and Co. : “ Our cus- 
tomer, your customer, we may say the 
customer, Second- Lieutenant, Brevet- 
Lieutenant, Temporary Captain, Acting 
Major, Local Colonel, Aspiring General 
(entered in your books as plain Mister) 
Henry Neplusultra, informs us that, 
though he has banked with you since 
the first sovereign he earned at his 
baptism, he has been so frowned at 
and scorned as to have been rendered 
morally unable to handle his current 
balance. He instructs us ...” 

But why relate the story in all its 
grim horror ? Enough to say that so suc- 
cessfully did Cox AND Co. pursue their 
instructions that they discovered a 
credit balance in my favour of 145. 3d. ; 
so politely and firmly did they conduct 
the correspondence that eventually Box 
and Co. burst into tears, admitted' the 
claim and, upon my callmg the other 
day personally to receive satisfaction, 
handed me the 145, 3d. with a defer- 
ential bow. If you doubt the truth of 
this statement you have only to come 
round to my place, where you can see 
for yourself the threepence,"’ which is 
still in my possession. 

Yours ever, Henby. 

DAY BY DAY IN THE WORLD OF CRIME. 

{By a xoell-hnoimi Professor of Larceny) 

In these days when robbery with 
violence is an- everyday occurence, few 
people will trust themselves alone in 
railway carriages. Imagine, therefore, 
my surprise, not unmingled with plea- 
sure, on seeing a somewhat pompous- 
looking individual, with the circumfer- 
ence and watch-chain of the successful 
merchant, sitting alone in a first-class 



Fmser, “I shotjxd like to know just how much this teain is overdue.' 
CyMc* WATCH ain’t no good — ^what you want is a halmanaok.” 


carriage on the suburban up-line from 
Wallingford. I always travel from 
Wallingford, as it is the one station on 
the line at which you are not required 
to show a ticket on entry. Accordingly 
I entered the old gentleman’s carriage, 
took his ticket, and offered him a 
cigarette, which he accepted. I then 
opened the conversation. 

“I wonder you wear your watch- 
chain so prominently,” I remarked, 

especially during the present vogue of 
crime — so tempting, you know.” 

“ Ah 1 ” he said, so you may think ; | 
but, being a bit of a criminologist, I 
have arranged that as a little ^ It 
is my belief that the pickpo^et, fofied 
in one particular, never a^mpts to rob 
his victim in any otherji^y. Now this 
chain cost me precis^ ninepence. It 
is weighted at eaclyend with a piece of 
lead, which gi^ appearance of 
genuineness ^ the watch-pocket. I 
am heavily armed, in case he should 
attempt violence.” 

It was here that I removed his 
pocket-book Wd slipped it into my 
great-coat. Not daring to examine it 
openly, I fingered it cautiously, and 
felt the stiff sof^iess of bank-notes. I 
was so carried’^ay with pleasure that 


I was quite surprised to hear his voice 
returning from a distance. 

“As for my ticket,” he continued, 
“that is a single from Wallingford to 
the next station, Sadlington; it is two 
years old. My season I keep inside i 
the lining of my hat.” 

It was here that I returned the ticket 
to his pocket. After all, I reflected, I 
could pay at the other end with a very 
small portion of the contents of the 
pocket-book, which I reckoned must 
contain at least half-a-dozen fivers. 

“By the way,” he added, “I have a 
passion for biscuits ; will you join me 
in one? ” and he proffered a small tin. 

“ I eat so many of them,” he said, “ that 
I can write all my memoranda on the 
slips of paper from the tins, and these 
I keep in my pocket-book. My money I 
keep next my season.” 

It was here that I returned the 
pocket-book^ 

“THE OPTIMISTIC WAITERS. 

‘ Soon We Shall Go Bark to Our Work 
Triumphantly.’ ” ' 

Evening Paper, 

We hope that in the case of certain 
restaurants the bark will hot be so bad 
as the bite. 
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Mabel {who has something in her eye), »It^s still veby sobe> Mummy., Shall I gakgle it?” 


THE DEAD TREE. 

(Beiiig a terrible result of reading too 
much 'poetry in the modern manner,) 
Slushy is the highway between the 
unspeakable hedges ; 

I pause 

Irresolute under a telegraph-pole, 

The fourteenth telegraph-pole on the 
way 

T’rom Shere to Havering, 

The twenty-first 
From Havering to Shere. 

Crimson is the western sky ; upright it 
stands, 

The solitary pole, 

Sombre and terrible, 

Splitting the dying sun 
Into two semi-oircular halves. 

I. do not think I have seen, not even 
in Yorticist pictures, 

Anything so solitary,^ ^ 

So absolutely nude ; 

Yet this was an item, once in the un- 
interesting forest, 

With branches sticking out of it, and 
crude green leaves 
And^ resinous sap, 

And underneath it a litter of pine spin- 
dles 

And ants ; 


Birds fretted in the boughs and bees | 
were busy in it', | 

Squirrels ran noisily np it ; 

Now it is naked and dead, 

Delightfully naked 
And beautifully dead. 

Delightfully and beautifully, for across 
it melodiously. 

Stirred by the evening wind. 

The wires where electric messages are 
continually being despatched 
Between various post-ofi&ces, 

Messages of business and messages of 
love, 

Bates of advertisements and all the 
winners. 

Are vibrating and thrumming 
Like a thousand lutes.' 

Is the old grey heart of the telegraph 
pole stirred by these messages ? 

I fancy not. : 

Yet it all seems very strange ; 

And even stranger still, now that I 
notice it, 

Is the fact that the thing is after all 
not absolutely naked,. 

For a short way up it, l^f obliterated 
with age, f 

Discoloured and torn, / 

Fastened on by tintacks, 


There is a paper afftche 
Delating to' swine fever. 

The sun sinks lower and I pass on. 

On to the fifteenth pole from Shere to 
Havering, 

And the twentieth 
From Havering to Shere; 

It is even more naked and desolate 
■ than the last. 

I pause (as before) .... 

[A^tthor, We can start all over again 
now if you like. Editor. I don't like.] 

Evoe. 

‘‘HOPS. 

CAis’TEREiaraY, Saturday. — Trade was quiet, 
with prices steady, as follows : — Kent mixed 
fleeces, 36d ; lambs’ wool, 22d to 24d ; downs, 
41d' to 42d ; and half-bred fleeces, 38d to 39d 
per lb .” — Financial Paper. 

This may help to explain the taste of 
Government ale.” 

“ By systematic and scientific training is it 
possible to produce that perfect type of man- 
hood gifted with the best powers of what wo 
are wont to call the ‘ lower orders of creation * 
— keen sighted and swift of motion as a bird, 
sharp-scented as a greyhound, faithful and 
acute as a dog, and full of sentient wisdom 
as an elephant .” — Daily Paper. 

We are doubtful about the rest, but the 
greyhound pait should be quite easy. 
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_P DADi lAiwcMT Tuesday^ February 17tK — The has lost all his forces, all his stock and 
A AiYlbNI. Acting^ Colonial Secretary bubbled all his belongings, it is hoped that it 
Monday, February 16th . — The great over with delight as he described the will be at any rate some time before he 
Auckland still reposes a touching faith success of the operations against pops up again. 

in the Profiteering Act. ^ In his opin- the Somaliland dervishes. The prin- The Coal Mines Bill was wisely 
ion it “ has had a stabilising effect on cipal credit was due to the Eoyal Air entrusted to Mr. Bridgeman. Lord 
the price of clothing;” by Spencer once delighted 

which he means, I suppose, _ the House of Commons 

that West-End tailors long by announcing that he was 

ago nailed their high prices “not an agricultural la- 

to the mast-head. bourer”; and Mr, Bridge- 

Id commending the Bill man similarly put it in a 

for the continuance of good temper by admitting 

D.O.B.A., a remanet from that he had never himself 

last Session, the Attoe- iv W'orked in a mine. But 

ney-Genbral was almost ^ 'M he showed quite a suffici- 

apologetic. He laid much acquaintance with his 

stress upon the “modest subject, and succeeded in 

and attenuated form” f — dispelling some of the fog 

which the measure now \L enshrouds the figures 

presented, and the short of coal - finance. The 

time it was to remain in /\l I J\ M miners, of course, objected 

force. Serious objection /p ground 

was taken by the Irish Lv that it was not nationalis- 

Members to the provision ^ ation, but were left in a 

that in districts where a very small minority", 

proclamation is in force the A Private Members’ de- 

D.O.R.A. regulations, in- bate on the Housing Pro- 

stead of coming to an end — blem occupied the even- 

on August 3 isfc, will con- M There was much 

tinue for a year after the friendly criticism of the 

end of the War. This they Minister op Health, for 

naturally interpreted as a whom Major Lloyd 

means of continuing the , Greame suggested a motto 

military government of * " ^ from the Koran : — 

coLo:iTEL asieey ceusob eeturns beo:m: a successbul T,Pt*no^in®tniia‘wi’1,ofJ 
accorfing to Mr Devlin, FRIDAY. » 

the Government had as uponiu. 


the price of clothing ; ” by 
which he means, I suppose, 
that West-End tailors long 
ago nailed their high prices 
to the mast-head. 

In commending the Bill 
for the continuance of 
D.O.E.A., a remanet from 
last Session, the Attor- 
ney-General was almost 
apologetic. He laid much 
stress upon the “modest 
and attenuated form” 
which the measure now 
presented, and the short 
time it was to remain in 
force. Serious objection 
was taken by the Irish 
Members to the provision 
that in districts where a 
proclam ation is i n force the 
D.O.R.A. regulations, in- 
stead of coming to an end 
on August 3ist', will con- 
tinue for a year after the 
end of the War. This they 
naturally interpreted as a 
means of continuing the 
military government of 
Ireland, acountry in which, 
according to Mr. Devlin, 
the Government had as 


COLONEL AIMEEY OEUSOE BETUENS PEOJL A SOCCESSEUL 
DAY WITH HIS MAN PEIDAY. 


much right as the Germans in Belgium. Force, but the native levies had also But the lapse of time is gradually 
The House, however, seemed to agree done their part effectively. The only bringing performance nearer to pro- 
with the Irish Attorney-General that in fly in Colonel Amery’s ointment was mise, and Dr. Addison -was able to 
the present state of Ireland it would the escape of that evasive gentleman, announce that over one hundred thou- 
not be wise to dispense with the regu- the Mullah, to whom he was careful sand houses were now “in the tender 
lations, and gave the Bill a second on this occasion not to apply tbo epi- stage,” Let us hope no bitter blast 


reading by 219 votes to 61. 

Then the House turned to the 
discussion of the levy on capital. 
The Chancellor op the Ex- 
chequer was still inexorably op- 
posed to a general levy, but would 
like a toll on war-wealth alone, 
and proposed to set up a Com- 
mittee to consider whether it was 
j)racticable. Mr. Adamson frankly 
declared that the Labour Party 
was in favour of a capital levy, but 
wanted to get at the war-profits 
first. Mr. Chamberlain objected 
to widening the scope cf the in- 
quiry on the ground that it would 
take too long, and also that uncer- 
tainty would promote extravagance 
and discourage saving. And, despite 
Lieut, -Commander Kenworthy's 
naive suggestion that we should 
restore credit by making a bonfire 
of paper -money — he did not say 
whose — the House agreed with 
the Chancellor. 


1 tbet “ Mad.” As, however, the Mullah [ will nip them in the bud. 

4 Wednesday, February 18th . — 

The Lords returned to work after 
their week’s holiday in a rather 
gloomy mood. By some occult 
process of reasoning Lord Parmoor 
has convinced himself that the 
distress in Central Europe is 
largely the fault of the Peace 
Conference. He was supported by 
\ Lord Bryce, who declared that 
\ the “Big Four” approached the 
business of Treaty-making in a 
German rather than an English 
\\ spirit (which sounds as if he 
thought they never meant to keep 
it), and by Lord Haldane, who, 
more suo, accused the negotiators 
of having shown “no adequate 
\to\Nx prevision.” Lord Crawford dealt 
W V pretty faithfully with the cavillers 

TAKING THE OFFERTORY. 

,r , n / e -.7 \ b^d already spent twelve millions 

Mr. ArsrjB.Y CHAMBERLAnr {as Sidesman). “The 

EiEEPENNY-BiT IS ECONOMICAL PERHAPS ; BUT A DE- lelieviug Euiopoan distross, and 
ABLE COIN, FROM MY POINT OF VIEW, IT IS NOT.” was prepared to spend nearly as 


thought the; 

'ninrp. Ry.a. 


TAKING THE OFFERTOEY. 

Mr. ArszEv CnAMBERLAnf {as Sidesman). “The 

THREEPENNY-BIT IS ECONOMICAL PERHAPS ; BUT A DE- 
SIRABLE COIN, FROM MY POINT OF VIEW, IT IS NOT.” 
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mucli again when the United States 
was ready to co-operate ; but at present, 
he reminded them, that country was 
still in a state of war with Germany. 

The one bright spot of the sitting 
was Lord H’snroisr’s statement that the 
National Debt/ which w^as within a 
fraction of eight thousand millions on 
December 31st, had since been reduced 
by eighty-five millions. The pace is 
±00 good to last, but it is something to 
have made a start. 

For nearly four years we have been 
anxiously waiting to know what really 
did happen at the battle of Jutland. 
The voluminous efforts of Admirals and 
journalists have failed to clear up the 
mystery, and even Commander Garlvon 
Bell-airs has not satisfied everybody 
so completely as himself that his recent 
work reveals the truth. But now the 
official history is on the eve of publica- 
tion and Mr. Lois’a no longer feels it 
necessary to keep the secret. Here it 
is in his own words: “The moral of 
the German fleet vras very seriously 
shaken.” What a relief ! 

It seems that the Turks were in- 
formed in advance of the intention of 
the Peace Conference to let them stay 
at Constantinople in the hope that they 
would forthwith abandon their sanguin- 
ary habits. Instead of which they 
appear to have said to themselves, 
“ What a jolly day ! Let us go out and 
kill something — Armenians for choice.” 
So now a further message has been sent 
to them to the effect that the new title 
to the old tenement is not absolute but 
conditional, and that one of the coven- 
ants forbids its use as a slaughterhouse. 

A modest little Bill empowering the 
Mint to manufacture coins worth some- 
thing less than their weight in silver 
aroused the wrath of Professor Oman. 
The last time,, according to his account, 
that the coinage was thus debased was 
in the days of Henry VIII., whose 
views both on money and matrimony 
were notoriously lax. Other Members 
were friendly to the project, and Mr. 
Dennis Herbert, in the avowed interest 
of churchwardens, urged the Govern- 
ment to seize the opportunity to abolish 
the threepeeny - bit, the irreducible 
minimum of “ respectable ” almsgiving. 
The Chancellor op the Exchequer, 
. however, stoutly championed the elusive 
little coin^ for which he declared there 
was “an immense demand.” 

On Captain Hambro’s motion de- 
ploring the action of certain trade- 
unions in refusing to admit ex-Service 
, men to their ranks the Labour Party 
‘ very straight talking. The 

'Whips of l^dy Bonham-Oarter at 
;Paisley-were.|aothing to the scorpions 
' ^oi-'-ex-Priva^ HopKINSON^ who has 
ia^tuaily_be^^ fined at the instance of 


the trade-unions because he insisted 
upon employing some of his old com- 
rades-in-arms. 

Mr. Sexton's rather maladroit at- 
tempt to shift the blame on to the em- 
ployers only deepened the impression 
that trade-unionism is developing into a 
system of caste, in which certain occu- 
pations are reserved for certain people. 
Only an elect bricklayer, for example, 
may lay bricks — though anybody can 
heave them — and the mere fact that a 
man has shouldered a rifle in the ser- 
vice of his country in no way entitles 
him to carry a hod. 

Thursday, Februaj'y 19th . — The im- 
pending advent of a Home Enle Bill is 
greatly perturbing the little remnant of 
Irish Nationalist Members, threatened 
with the extinction of their pet griev- 
ance. Although but seven in number 



Ko-l'o {Sir Gordo:^ Hetvart}. “Pardon me, 
BUT THERE I AM ADAMANT.” 

they made almost noise enough for 
seventy. Question-time was punctuated 
with their plaints. The Chief Secre- 
tary did his best to soothe them, but his 
remark that “ no man in Ireland need 
be in prison if he will obey the law ” 
poured oil on the flames. 

Despite the reduction of the Question- 
ration from eight to four per Member, 
the House collectively grows “curiouser 
and curiouser.” This is partly due to 
the popularity of Premier - baiting, 
now to be enjoyed ‘On Mondays and 
Thursdays. In future, Members are 
to be further restricted to three Ques- 
tioriB jyor diem; but no substantial relief 
is to be hoped for until the House sets 
up its own censorship, with power to 
expunge all Questions that are trivial, 
personal or put for purposes of, self- 
advertisement. Not many — a dozen or 
two daily, perhaps — would survive the 
scrutiny. 


A NEW ISLE OF THE BLEST. 

{The “ Guhanisation ” of Ireland, siig- 
gested by Mr, joe Valeea, is beirig 
seriously discussed in Sinn Fein 
circles,) 

When Ireland is treated like Cuba, 

As great de Valera suggests, 

And the pestilent loyalist Pooh-Bah 
No longer our island infests, 

The Pearl that adorns the Antilles | 
We ’ll speedily duplicate here, ^ ! 
From the Lough in the North, that is i 
Swilly’s, I 

Eight down to Cape Clear. 

The militant minstrels of Tara 

Will change their war-harps for 
guitars, | 

And Clare, to be called Santa Clara, 

Will grow the most splendid cigars; | 
On the banks of the Bann the banana | 
Will yield ns its succulent fruit, 

And the pig with the gentle iguana 
Together will root. 

Our poets, both major and minor, 

Will work the nev^ Manganese vein, I 
And turn out a product diviner 
Than even the Oubans obtain ; 
Limerigo, Galvejo, Doblino — 

How lovely and noble they sound ! 
And think of Don Jos«§ Devlino 
Cavorting around ! 

We 11 borrow a leaf from Havana; 

We 11 cultivate yuccas and yams ; 
The Ourragb shall be our savannah, 
Swept clear of all soldiers and shams; 
And then to the cry of “ Majuba ”' 

We 11 shatter the enemy’s yoke. 
When Ireland is governed like Cuba 
^And grows her own smoke. 

DEAD SEA FRUIT. 

To-day the telephone has been in- ' 
stalled. The members of our staff are ; 
going about their duties in a dazed 
fashion, and I, to whose single-handed 
tenacity the achievement is due, find 
myself unable in these first full mo- 
ments of triumph to concentrate on my 
every-day affairs. 

I can still remember that fresh sum- 
mer morning when with springy step I 
set out to call upon the District Con- 
tract Agent for the first time. Inno- 
cently enough I expected to arrange for 
the installation of a telephone within 
the next two or three days. But I re- 
collect that as I ascended the steps of 
his premises I became depressed by 
that House of Usher foreboding, and 
then, when I witnessed the way in 
which an imperturbable official dis- 
comfited a tempestuous gentleman 
who was giving tongue to a long list of 
his wrongs, my carefully rehearsed and 
resolute address shrivelled on my lips ’ 
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and I found myself asking tamely for a 
form. 

This form, plm the information that 
telephones were more speedily installed 
where ex-Service men were employed, 
was the net result of my first encounter. 

And now, as I turn in reminiscent 
mood to a dusty file, I pause before one 
of my early letters to the District Con- 
tract Agent: “ If you saw our 
staff, who are without exception ex- 
soldiers, you would say at once that 
they are a remarkably fine body of men 
and deserving of a telephone. They 
mark their possessions with their initials 
in indelible pencil. Between them they 
have seen service on every front, from 
Mespot to Ireland, Some have been 
mentioned in despatches, many have 
figured in Oox*s Book of Martyrs, and 
our cashier sa^s that he once opened a 
tin of bully with the key provided for 
that purpose. One of our juniors, 
Major Bays Waller, O.B.B., who came 
to us from a Control Office and who j 
advises us on our filing, says that it is 
like coming from a home to a home. 
You must come round and have a chat 
with him ; you would have so much in 
common. 

“ Trusting that you will expedite the 
little matter of our telephone installa- 
tion, and assuring you that- the spirit 
of our staff continues to be excellent, 
etc. ...” 


Although this letter was signed 
“Henry Thomas, James Sons,” the 
District Contract Agent’s vague reply 
on the file before -me commences : “ Sir 
(or Madam) ; ” and I feel now, as I 
did then, that it is not in the best of 
taste for him to brag as he does about 
his telephone and his “ Private Branch 
Exchange ” on the very paper on which 
he writes to baffled applicants for in- 
stallation. 

Prom this time the correspondence is 
marked by an increasing bitterness on 
my side and a level colourlessness on 
his. Only once did he assume the 
offensive, which took the shape of a 
demand for four pounds for possible 
services to be rendered at some period 
in the future. At Yuletide I hoped 
that “ during this season of goodwill he 
would see his way to give instructions 
for the installation of our telephone,” 
and in the New Year I played once 
I more the ex-Service employees’ card : — 
“ . . . Whatever views you may hold 
on the policy of the withdrawal of 
British troops from Eussia, we are con- 
vinced that you will sympathise with 
our desire to extend a hearty welcome 
to a member of our staff on his return 
to this office from Murmansk ; and we 
feel that, since he served with the E.B. 
Signals, it would be a graceful compli- 
ment to him if we had the telephone 
installed. We therefore cordially invite 


your co-operation so that this may take 
place before his arrival . . . The idea 
of installing a telephone in this office 
is not in itself a novel one, as you 
may recollect that the suggestion has 
cropped up in the correspondence that 
has passed between us ... ” 

ili si? * :1c 

And now, as I have said, the tele- 
phone is installed. The instfument is 
fashioned in a severe style (receiver and 
mouth-piece mounted on an ebonite- 
column of the Eoman Doric Order), and 
it stands for all to see as a symbol that 
in the seclusion of our offices we are in 
touch with the world at large. Bub as 
a symbol only it must remain, for the 
voices of the outer world that call us 
up as they search for other friends or 
obstruct us when we in turn are, as it 
, were, groping after ours, have already 
I frayed the temper of our staff. It was 
inevitable that under such constant 
irritation these ex-Service men of ours 
would one day burst into strong mili- 
tary idiom, so we have disconnected 
our telephone in order to avoid the 
calamity of losing our lady-typist. 


Man Wanted to lift 1,200 square yards of 
Turf at ouGe^r-Provincial JPaper. 

Before applying for the job our young 
friend Foozle would like to know 
whether he will be required to replace 
the divot. 




156 


[Febeuaex 25, 1920, 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAPJ, 


AT THE PLAY. 

*‘JusT Like Judy.” 

Ip the author of Just Like Judy will 
look into that commodious classic, Mrs, 
Beeto7i*s Cookery Booh, he will find a 
formula for light pastry. And if he 
will proceed to the (for him) enlivening 
adventure of essaying a tartlet, he will 
find that most fatal among a host of 
fatal errors will be any failure to pre- 
serve the due proportion of ingredients. 
I do not suggest that there is as rigid 
a formula for light comedy. But cer- 
tainly Mr. Denny threw in too many 
unnecessary mystifications and crude 
explanations in proportion to*the wife, 
wisdom and lively incident of his con- 
fection. In particular he w’as con- 
stantly making some of his characters 
tell the others \Yhat we of the audience 
either already knew or quite easily 
guessed. To exhaust my tedious-homely 
metaphor, if you put in a double measure 
of water the mixture will refuse to rise. 
And that I imagine is essentially what 
happened to J'list Like Judy, 

Irish Judy, a charmingly prettj^ 
busybody, outwardly just like Miss Inis 
Hoey, comes to Peter KeppeVs studio 
and hears that this casual youth has 
got into a deplorable habit of putting 
off his marriage with her friend Milly, 
She {Judy) will see to that! She 
assumes the role of a notorious Chelsea 
model, whom proper Peter has never 
seen. Peter knocks his . head on the 
mantelpiece, just where a shrapnel 
splinter had hit him, and is persuaded 
that she, Judy McCarthy to 
be Trixie 0*Far7'el, is his wife. It all 
seems very horrible to him, but, shell- 
shock or no shell-shock, he sets to 
work to paint her portrait in a business- 
like way, and at the end of four hours it 
doesn’t seem at all horrible. And by the 
time it is explained that it was all a 
joke (some people do have such a nice 
sense of humour) he is all for rushing 
off to the registry-office, Judy agreeing. 

Not that Judy is a minx. She did 
her level best to make two people who 
obviously didn’t love one another fulfil 
their engagement, instead of, like a 
sensible woman, accepting the inevit- 
able, which was, as it happens, so con- 
genial to her. What puzzled me was 
Pete7**s indignation • with poor Milly 
when he found that she really didn’t love 
him (but, on the contrary, a bounder 
called Crawford), yet couldn’t bear to 
cause him unhappiness, and was sacri- 
ficing herself for him. As that was his 
attitude precisely, I suppose he felt an- 
noyed by this lack of originality. If 
we men are^ like that, it wasn’t nice of 
Mr. Dbnny to give us away. 

At any rate I am sure Mr. Donald 
Caltheop didn^t believe in Peter all 


the time. When he did he was very 
good indeed. When he didn’t he was 
horrid. Did Miss Ibis Hoey believe in 
Judy ? 1 am not so sure. I suspect not. 
Did I believe in either ? I did not. 

I was a little surprised that Miss 
Joan Vivian-Eees should so overplay 
her Trixie, Her work is certainly in 
general not like that, and I conjecture 
the influence of some baleful autocrat 
of a producer. It seemed to me that 
Miss Mildeed Evelyn’s Milly was, all 
things considered, a capable and con- 
sistent study of a desperately unsym- 
pathetic character, a more difficult and 
creditable feat than is commonly sup- 
posed. T. 

“ Wild Geese.” 

I should hesitate to accuse Mr. Eon- 
ald Jeans of originality in the design 



Mr, Jack Buciianjk {lion. Bill Malcolm), 
“ What *s the idea ? Aee you by any chance 

TRYING TO GIVE ME THE COLD SHOULDER?” 

Miss Phyllis Monkmjn {Violet Braid), 
“No. I JUST KEEP ON DOING THIS FOR THE 
LOOK OP THE THING.” 

of his musical trifle at the Comedy. 
The idea of a company of women that 
bans the society of men is at least as old 
as the Attic stage. But it is to his 
credit that though the theme invited 
suggestiveness he at least avoided the 
licence of The Lysistrata, Ipdeed there 
were moments when his restraint filled 
me with respectful wonder. Thus, 
though the Pacific Island to which 
the Junior Jumper Club retired — with 
no male attendant but the Club porter 
— clearly indicated a bathing scene, yet 
we had to be satisfied with an occa- 
sional glimpse of an exiguous maillot 
with nobody inside it. 

In fact, the fun throughout had a 
note of reserve and was never boister- 
ous. Mr. Jack Buchanan’s quiet 


methods in the part of the Hon, Bill 
Malcolm, universal philanderer, lent 
themselves to this quality of under- 
statement. In a scene where he tried 
to extricate himself from a number of 
coincident entanglements with various 
members of the Club he was quite 
amusing without the aid of italics. 
Mr. Gilbert Childs, again, as Weekes 
— Club porter and Admnahle Crichton 
of the island — though a little broader in 
his style, was too clever to force the fun. 

The other sex, as was natural with 
women who affected a serious purpose, 
had fewer chances, and Miss Phyllis 
Monkman spoilt hers by a bad trick of 
hunching her shoulders and waggling 
her arms as if she were out for a 
cake-walk on Montmartre. 

There were touches of humour in 
Mr. Cuvillier’s tuneful music and in 
the limited movements of the best- 
looking chorus that I have seen for a 
long time. 

As for the plot, it had at least the 
merit of continuity and conformed to 
the logic, seldom too severe, of this 
kind of entertainment, as distinct from 
the so-called remte. Nearly everything 
was well within my intelligence, the 
chief exception being the title ; for 
never surely did a wild-goose chase 
offer such easy sport. The birds were 
just asking to be put into the bag. 
I should myself have preferred, out 
of compliment to the chorus, to call 
the ’ play “Wild Ducks,” only, of 
course, Ibsen had been there before. 
Not that this would have greatly trou- 
bled an author who showed so little 
regard for the -proprietary rights of 
Aristophanes and Sir James Barrie. 

- O. S. 

WITCHES. 

“ Finns, they ’re witches,” said Murphy, 
“ ’tis born in ’em maybe, 

The same as fits an’ freckles an’ foller- 
in’ the sea, 

An’ ginger hair in some folks — an’ 
likin' beer in me. 

“Finns, they ’re witches,” said Murphy, 
“ an’ powerful strong ones too ; 
They’ll whistle a wind from nowhere 
an’ a storm out o’ the blue 
’Ud sink this here old hooker an’ all 
her bloomin’ crew. 

“Finns, they ’re witches,” said Murphy, 
rubbing his hairy chin, 

“An’ some counts witchcraft bunkum, 
an’ some a deadly sin, 

But — there ain’t no harm as I see in 
standing well with a Finn.” 

C. F. S. 

Our Cynical Press. 

“Ml*. , M.P., is leaving home for a 

fortnight’s rest.” — Scotch Paper, 
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THE INCOEEIGIBLE. 

Ernest \7as a sprightly youth 
"With a passion for the truth, 

“Who, the other day, began 
His career as midshipman, 

’Twas not in the least degree 
Vulgar curiosity 
Urging him to ask the reason 
Why, both in and out of season ; 

'Twas but keenness ; all he lacked 
Was a saving sense of tact. 

Once the Lieut, of Ernie’s watch, 
Dour, meticulous and Scotch, 

Thought he ’d show the timid snotty “ 
(Newly joined) exactly what he 
Wanted when inspecting men. 

Closely Ernest watched, and then 
Said, saluting, Sir, I note . 

Several creases in your coat, 

And I see upon your trouser 
Signs of paint- work; yet just now, 
Sir, 

Did you not think fit to blame 
One poor man who had the same ? ” 

Ere that outraged Lieut, replied 
Suddenly our hero spied 
Coming aft, his labours done, 

Our benignant Number One 
{Most abstemious is he, 

And, in fact, a strict T.T., ■ 

But— it shows how Bate can blunder — i 
No one could be rubicunder). 

Ernest, afte^ one swift glance, 

Said, ** Excuse my ignorance, 

But, Sir, can you tell me ’why 
You are always red, while I, 

Even when I drink a lot, 

Only flush if I am hot ?” 

Just as Number One grew pale 
And collapsed against the rail, 

Striving grimly not to choke, 

Ernest heard the bu-sy Bloke 
Calling loudly, ‘‘ Let her go ! 

To a seaman down below" ; . 

** Pool 1 the cutter ’s bound to ram you, 
Push the pinnaceforrard, damn you 1 ” 
Ernest shook his youthful head 
And he very gently said 
Into his Commander’s ear, 

“ You forget yourself, I fear. 

May I ask what you would do | 

If I used that word to you ? 

Is it worthy, Sir, of an 
Ofiicer and gentleman?” 

Aft ran little Ernest, only 
Pausing when he' saw a lonely 
Pigure bright with golden lace 
Who appeared to own the place. ' 

“Ah 1 ” thought Ernie, “ I know you ; 
You’re the luckless Captain who 
(Though you hadn’t then a beard) 
Most unwillingly appeared 
But a year ago or less 
In the Illustrated Press.” 

“ Tell me. Sir,” the youngster cried, 


Crossing to the Captain’s side 
Of the sacred quarterdeck — 

“ How did you contrive the wreck 
Of the cruiser you cpmmanded 
When she bumped the beach and 
stranded ? ” 

You may say, “ He is so brave he 
Ought some' day'to rule the Navy.” 
Certainly he oughty but still 
I ’m afraid he never w"ill ; 

Por they talked to him so gruffly 
And they handled hirn so roughly 
That, when he was fit to drop 
And the kindly Bloke said, “ Stop ! 
Or you ’ll make him even madder ; 
^iHe is wiser now" and sadder,” 

Ernest simply answered, “ Ay, Sir, 
You have made me sad; but wrhy, 
Sir?” 


.^QUAM MEMENTO. 

“ I WONDER,” said Mary for the third 
time, “if we shall catch the tram at the 
other end.” * . . • 

“ Calmness,” I told her — this for the 
second time — “ is the essence of com- 
fortable travel. Meeting trouble half- 
way ” 

“ It isn’t half-way,” she said indig- 
nantly. “ We ’re nearly there.” 

We were on a J)us whose “route” 
terminated some five miles from home, 
which we proposed to reach by a tram, 
and, the hour being late, it was our 
chances of catching a car that were 
worrying Mary. 

“ Never get flurried,” I went on. “ If 
people would only go ahead calmly 
and steadily . . What causes half 
our traffic congestion ? Plurry. What 
makes it so difficult to move quickly in 
the streets ? Plurry. What is it clogs 
the wheels of progress everywhere ? ” 

“ Don’t tell me,” she implored. “ Let 
me guess, Plurry.” 

“Exactly,” I said, and at this point 
we reached our terminus. ' Two trams 
were'w"aitipg, one behind the other, 
some thirty yards away, and, as we 
descended the steps of the bus, the bell 
of the first one rang warningly. Mary 
would have started ^ running, but I 
detained her. 

“Plurrying again,” I said indul- 
gently. : “ Here are two trams, but of 
course you must have the first one, 
however full it is,” and I led her to- 
wards the second. -As I expected, it 
was quite empty, and I was still using 
it to point my'moral when its conductor 
began juggling with the pole. It w"as 
then that I realised that, though on 
the down lines, this car was going no 
further. It was, in fact, turning round 
for its journey back to London, while 
in the distance the rear lights of our 
last down tram seemed to wink a de- 
risive farewell. 


There was nothing for it but to go 
ahead calmly and steadily, and we did 
so. It was somewhere about the end 
of the fourth mile that Mary asked 
suddenly : — 

“ What was it you said clogged the 
wheels of progress everywhere? ” 

“ Flurry,” 1‘said feebly, 

“Well, I think it’s blisters,” she 
said. - 

FILM NOTES. 

Those who are still inclined to ques- 
tion whethk’ the cinema is to be re- 
garded as a serious force in the realm 
of Art should not only read the frequent 
contributions to The Times and other 
newspapers on this department of the 
drama, but 'Should bear in mind that 
quite recently ifc has been stated that 
both the Eev. Silas K. Hocking and 
Mr. Jack Dempsey have taken part in 
photo-plays. It cannot be doubted that 
the peculiar talent required for making 
the heart of the people throb is being 
revealed in the most unlikely places. 

If proof were needed that the art of 
the film is a dangerous rival to that of 
the stage, we would point to the five- 
reel drama, The Gall ^ of the Thug, of 
which a private trade view was given 
last week. ' Miss Flora Pqudray, who 
is here featured — her name is new to 
us— proves to be a screen actress of 
superb gifts. We have seen nothing 
quite so subtly perfect as her gesture 
of dissent when the villain proposes 
that he and she together should strangle 
the infant heir to the millionaire woollen 
merchant on the raft during the thun- 
der-storm. Patrons of the cinema will 
do well to look out for this delicate yet 
moving passage. The film will be re- 
leased, as early as November, 1921. 


“MR. BALFOUR ON OUR WAR 
CRIMINALS LIST.”- 

Daily Pajicr, 

We simply can’t believe it. 


“The amount of coal available for home 
consumption last year was 4,385 tons per 
head of the population.” — Evem^ig Tajper, 

Then somebody else must have collared 

our share. 

“Live Stock and Pets. 

General, family 2 ; liberal wages and out- 
ings .” — Liveiyool Paper. 

The difficulty with “ pets ” of this kind 
is that they are hard to get and almost 
impossible to keep. 


“An Englishman usually finds it about as j 
difficult to produce an R from his thoat as to 
produce a rabbit from a top-hat — both feats 
require practice .” — Provincial Paper. 

In this case we fear it can’t be done,,^ 
even with practice. 
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MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

Ulirs, P,-W,S, (to P.-’RT.jS., who has been pulled off ai a gate^ consolingly). Never mind, Henry ; the hunting season is nearly 

OVER, and you have THE SATISFACTION OF KNOWING THAT YOU HAVE DONE YOUR DUTY IN THE STATION TO WHICH YOU HAVE BEEN 
CALLED.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. PimcWs Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

The publishers of Peter Jackson : Cigar Merchant (Hut- 
chinson) seem in their announcements to be desperately 
afraid lest anyone should guess it to be a War book. It is, 
they suggest, the story of the flowering of perfect love 
between two married folk who had drifted apart. It is 
really an admirable epitome of the War as seen through 
one pair of eyes and one particular temperament. I don’t 
recall another War novel that is so convincing. The almost 
incredible confusions of the early days of the making of 
K’s army; the gradual shaping of the great instrument; 
the comradeship of fine spirits and the intrigues of meaner; 
leadership good and less good; action witjh its energy, 
glory and horror ; reaction (with incidentally a most moving 
analysis of the agonies of shell-shock and protracted neuras- 
thenia) after the long strain of campaigning — all this is 
brought before you in the most vivid manner. Mr. Gilbert 
Prankau writes with a fierce sincerity and with perhaps 
the defects of that sincerity — a bitterness against the non- 
combatant which was not usual in the fighting-man, at 
least when he was fighting ; or perhaps it was only that 
they were too kind then to say so. Also as ^‘one of us ** 
he is a little overwhelmed by the sterling qualities of the 
rank-and-file — qualities which ought, he would be inclined to 
assume, to be the exclusive product of public-school playing- 
fields. I haven’t said that Peter J ackson gave up cigars and 
cigarettes for the sword, and beat that into a plough- 


share for a small-holding when the War was done. A jolly 
interesting book. 


I found the arrangement of The Clintons and Others 
(Collins) at first a little confusing, because Mr. Archibald 
Marshall, instead of keeping his GUnton^taXes consecutive, 
has mixed them democratically with the Others. Our first 
sight of the family (and incidentally the most agreeable 
thing in the volume) is provided by “ Kencote,” a brightly- 
coloured and engaging anecdote of Eegency times, and of 
the plucking of an honoured house from the ambiguous 
.patronage of the First Gentleman in Europe. I found this 
delightful, spirited, picturesque and original. Thence we 
pass to the Others, to the theme (old, but given here with a 
pleasant freshness of circumstance) of maternal craft in 
averting a threatened mesalliance, to a study of architecture 
in its effect upon character, to a girls’ school tale ; finally 
to the portrait of a modern Squire Clinton, struggling to 
adjust his mind to the complexities of the War. This 
last, a character-study of very moving and sympathetic 
realism, suffers a little from a defect inherent in one of Mr. 
Marshall’s best qualities, his gift for absolutely natural 
dialogue. The danger of t3his is that, as here in the bed- 
room chatter of the Squire’s daughters, his folk are apt to 
repeat themselves, as talk does in nature, but should not 
(I suppose) in art. Still this is a small defect in a book 
that is sincere in quality and convincingly human in effect. 
The Clintons and Others is certainly miles away from the 
collections of reprinted pot-boilers that at one time brought 
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books of sborfe stories into poor repute. Mr. Maesham, , In Memories of a Marine (Mueeay) Major-General Sir 
and Others (a select band) will rapidly correct this by giving Geoege Aston records for us, cosily and anecdotally, a lite 
us in small compass work equal to their own best. spent in service, not only of the active kind in Jigypt and 

^ ^ South Africa— but also as a Staff College Professor, and. 

Shuttered Doors (Lane) is what vou might call a third- more intriguingly,_ as an expert in Secret Intelhgence in 
and-fourtih-generation story — one of those books, so rightly the cloisters of Whitehall or up and down the Mediterranean, 
devastating to the skipper, in which the accidental turning If his book is not so sensational in the matter of revelations 
of two pages together is quite liable to involve you with as the current fashion requires, it has a restful interest all 
the great-grandchildren of the couple whose courtship you its own, varied here and there with some very attiac ive 
have been perusing. Observe that I was careful to say the stories. To give just one example, the author, when setting 
“ accidental ” turning, though I can picture a type of reader out to co-ordinate the work of various authorities in a 
who miaht soon be fluttering the pages of Shuttered Doors certain harbour, found' a signal buoy, a torpedo station, a 
in impatient handfuls. The fact is that Mrs. William Hicks fixed mine and a boom, each under separate control, a 1 in- 
Beach has here written what is less a novel than a treatise, eluded in the defences. But the torpedo could not be 
tasteful, informed and sympathetic, on county life and launched unless the buoy were first cleared a wa^^, and the 
manners and bouses. The last of these themes especially mine, if fired, would blow up the boom. One would have 
has an undisguised fascination for her. When Aletta, the welcomed more of this sort of thing, for the truth is that 
chief heroine, was left pots of money by a Dutch uncle (who even restfulness may be overdone and discretion become 
was so far from filling his proverbial role that he hardly almost too admirable. Occasionally too the writer enlarges 
talked at all) she spent it and her enthusiasm, indeed her a little on— well, he enlarges a little, as anyone would with 
existence, in restoring two variousl}^ dilapidated mansions half his provocation. Still, for all comrades of his service, 
— Graythorpes, her husband^s home, and Doller Place, left at any rate, every word he has written will be of interest; 
her by an appreciative aunt. When not thus employed she and perhaps he does not really mind so^ much about the 


would be reading a paper on i 
Homes (given here in extenso), \ 
or comparing those of other 
persons with her own. I don't 
want you to get the impres- 
sion that Shuttered Doors is 
precisely arid ; it is too full of 
ideas and vitalities for that; 
but it does undoubtedly de- 
mand a special kind of reader. 
Incidentally, Mrs. Hicks 
Beach should revise her chron- 
ology. Bor Aletta, who- was 
married at twenty-eight and 
died at sixty-two, to have had 
at that time a grandson on 
the staff of the Yiceroy of 
India, -he must have received 






«COMB AWAY, BOBERT. YoXJ DOn’t SUPPOSE THEY PUT 
CHEESE IN THERE JUST FOR FUN AT TWO SHILLINGS A POUND ? ” 


general public, though he has 
had the good sense to crown 
his work with an apposite 
quotation from Punch, 

The Specials (Heinbmann) 
is the story of the Metropo- 
litan Special Constabulary, 
and it would have been a 
thousand pities if it had not 
been told. Colonel W. T. 
Beay’s book will stand as a 
record of invaluable service 
performed by a devoted body 
of men, service for which the 
whole nation— and London in 
particular — has every reason 
to be grateful. If I understand 


his appointment before the age of fifteen — ^which even in Colonel Be ay rightly he doesn t wish bouquets to be thrown 
these experimental days sounds a little premature. at the Specials, but he would not, I think, discourage me 

"" from saying that they performed dangerous and ticklish 

Do not allow yourself to be misled by the fact that the work with unfailing resource and tact. All of us know 
portrait on the paper cover of Maureen (Jenkins) does, I that they desire no other reward^ for their services than the 
admit, remarkably suggest a lady whose mission in life is satisfaction of having done their duty ; but our gratitude 
the advertisement of complexion soap. You probably know demands to be heard ; and I for one take this occasion to 
already that the methods of Mr. Patrick Maogill are made trumpet forth the “All clear" signal with feelings of 

of sterner stuff. This “ Story of Donegal," which t have affectionate pride. 

no intention of giving in detail, is the history of the course x . « 

of true love in an Irish village, full of types which, I dare If By Way of Bohemia (Seepfington) is a fair sample of 
say, are realistically observed ; verbose in places to an Mr. Mark Alleeton's work I have been missing a number 
almost infuriating degree (not till page 61 does the heroine of very readable stories. His hero, Hugh Kelvin, a journalist 
so much as put her nose round the scenery), but working up (they must be rare) who had no very good conceit of him- 
to a climax of considerable power. Maureen, 1 need hardly self, married a barmaid, and she ran his house as if it were 
say, was as fair as moonrrse, but suffered from the draw- a third-class drinking saloon. She was one of those women 
back of an irregular origin, which took the poor girl a great who for want of a better- word we call impossible j but she 
deal of living' down. Nor need I specify the fact that most found Hugh as unsatisfactory as he found her. In the cir- 
: of the male characters in the district are soon claimants for cumstances the union had to be dissolved, and* although I 
her hand. Beally this is the plot. Having betrayed so suspect Mr. Almrton's tongue of being very near his cheek 
much, however, nothing shall persuade me to expose the when he contrived Hugh's escape fropa^ a life of sordid 
bogie scenes on the midnight moor, where the villain com- misery* I admit that his solution of the difficulty is cleverly 
bines bis illicit whiskey manufacture with his courtship, told. And, after all, coincidences do happen in real liie, 
and where finally the three protagonists come by a startling and it would be unfair to Providence to suppose that, they 
feiMi. Maureen is not a story that I should recommend save were not put there for a useful purpose. 

ter readers with abundant leisure ; but those whose pluck =■-. ■ ' = 

and endurance carry them to the kill will certainly have “ Gentlman washes to he received as Baying Guest.”— 

reward. * A very proper preliminary. 
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CHARIVARIA- 

A LUNATIC who recently escaped from 
an asylum was eventually recaptured 


probably, like the Government, have are in the unhappy position of having 
changed its mind at the last minute. nothin^: to attach them to. 


an asylum was eventually recaptured ** One of the problems of civilized In order to raise funds for the build- 
in a large dancing-hall in the West- hum'anity,” says a writer in The Daily ing of a new church -porch in a Bir- 
End. The fact that he was waltzing Mail, “ is the avoidance of pain-pro- mingham parish a member of the 
divinely and keeping perfect time with ducing elements in ordinary diet/’ committee suggested the sale of small 
the music aroused the other dancers' Nowadays it is impossible to eat even flags in the street. Struck by the 


suspicions and led to his recapture. 


Nowadays it is impossible to eat even flags in the street. Struck by the 
so simple a thing as a boiled egg in a originality of this novel idea the chair- 
restaurant without the risk of being man agreed to go into the matter in 


The latest type of Tank, Mr. W^inston stung. ... order to see if it was practicable. 

Churchill informed the House of *•' 

Commons, weighs thirty tons and can The identity of the gentleman who, A farmer writing from Bridgnorth, 
pass over a brick without crushing it. under the initials “ A. G.,” recently Salop, to a daily paper states that he 

It is said to be modelled on the Pro- advertised in the Press for the thyroid has a tame fox which guards the house 

fiteering Act. ... gland of Proteus diplomat ieus remains at night and shepherds the sheep by 

* unrevealed. ... ... day. 'We understand that the Dogs’ 

The proposal of the Home Sec- ^ Trade Union takes a serious view of the 

RETARY to add fifty per cent, to taxi-cab It appears that the Government whole matter, but is not without hope 


fiteering Act. 


The proposal of the Home Sec- 
retary to add fifty per cent, to taxi-cab 


fares and abolish the initial charge I have undertaken nob to engage in j of being able to avert a strike. 


of sixpence is said to ^ Y/N-o/ 

find favour both -with 
o wners and drivers . 

The men in particular A y v m 

have always chafed at ..3^ Sv W W 

the necessity of mess- ^ 

ing about with small 

menr seems to have ' ' . ..have von axv-eb-hats?” 

grown very lax oi late. — — — — ■ 

any mere war with the Bolshevists, 
A welcome case of judicial sympathy if they, for their part, will endeavour 
is reported from West London, It ap-^ to quell the peace which is still raging, 
pears that a Society lady charged with’ ’ ' '*, 5 :* '' 

I shop-lifting pleaded that she was the “ Englishmen will never forget 



The real value of co- 
operation was illustrat- 
ed the other day on the 
Underground Kailway 
when a lady complained 
that a straphanger was 
standing on her foot. 
Word was immediately 
passed down the car- 
riage, with the I'esulb 
that by a combined 
swaying movement in 
one direction the of- 
fender was enabled to 
remove his foot.' 


It- is estimated that 
mWm three hundred and forty 
thousand persons made 
fortunes out of fche W ar. 
~ - Qf these it is only fair 

to say that the number 

who actually encouraged the'W arto hap- 
pen are few. The vast majority simply 
allowed it to comealongand do its worst. 


jJCOjlO UllCIJU OI KJUfUAOUjr JLCiliAJ VYIUH ^ ^ 

shop-lifting pleaded that she was the “ Englishmen will never forget The Corporation of London made £18 
sole support of two kennel-ridden pood- America/’ says a Service paper. For on the sale of waste paper in the 


les, and was immediately discharged. 

The Press reports the existence of 
miles and miles of war-material in huge 


ourselves we had hoped that 
American bacon affair was closed. 


burglar broke into a barrister’s 


the year 1919-1920, as compared with over 
£9000 in the year 1918-1919. It looks 
as if in the last-named year the Cor- 
er’s poration was in communication with a 


dumps near Calais and Boulogne. War chambers in the Temple last week. We Government Department. 
Office officials, we hear, are greatly understand that he got away without ^ . 


relieved, as they have been trying for having any money taken off him, “ Why will not Scotsmen eat eels?^’ 

several months to remember whex'e ' asks The Manchester (Piiardian. ^ e 

they had left the stuff. A woman w’ho said she had had six cannot say, but we have always under- 

husbands asked a London magistrate stood that the attitude is reciprocal. 

A lady with smali capital would like to grant her a separation. It is sup- ================= 

to meet another similarly situated, with posed that she is breaking up her col- The Post-War Hero, 

a view to the joint purchase of a reel lection. It was ,a stainless patriot, who could 

of thread. ,,, * not bear to fight 

' Owing to the thick fog experienced For England the oppressoi', or own 
' At Jerusalem a tree has been uprooted in London last week several daylight that she was right ; 
whose fall is locally believed to presage hold-ups were unavoidably postponed. But when the War was over, to show 
the destruction of the Turkish Empire. ^ ^ . bis martial breed, 

It is only fair to the tree to point out With the present fashion in ladies’ He shot down three policemen and. 
that if it had known of this it would wear many owners of beautiful brooches- made a woman bleed. 


made a woman bleed. 


VOL. CLYITI. 
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PAISLEY TO THE RESCUE OF 
THE COALITION, 

{The Pbime Ministeb to Mr. Asquith), 

Welcome, for Old Long Since’s sake, 
Home to your ancient seat ! 

It needed only this to make 
My cup of joy complete ; 

The weary waiting time is past; 

The yawning vacuum is mended ; 
And here we have you back at last — 
Oh, Herbert, this is splendid 1 

As one whose wisdom overflows 
With human nature’s lore, 

You know they make the keenest foes 
Who have been friends before ; 

We loved as only Liberals do 
Until their rival sabres rattle 
And Greek joins Greek (like me and 
yon)— - 

Then is the tug of battle. 

As an old Parliamentary hand 
Familiar with the ropes, 

Those perils you will understand 
With which a Premier copes 
Whose big battalions run to seed, 
Having indulged a taste for slacking, 
And let their muscles moult for need 
Of foemen worth the whacking. 

Such was my case. By habit’s use 
They still obeyed the whip, 

But loyal zeal grew limp and loose 
And things were left to rip ; 

I had no hope to stay the rot 
And fortify their old affections 
(Save for the stimulus they got 
From losing by-elections) . 

Daily I took, to keep me fit, 

’ My tonic in The Times ; 

Daily recovered tone and grit 
Beading about my crimes ; 

But one strong foe is what we lack 
To put us on our best behaviour ; 
That ’s why in you I welcome back 
The Coalition’s saviour. O. S. 


AUCTION IN THE SPACIOUS TIMES. 

It is Our Eoyal pleasure to will and 
declare one diamond,” said tlie Virgin 
Queen, when the Keeper of the Privy 
Purse had arranged her hand for her. 
Sir Walter Ealeigh, who sat on her 
left, was on his feet in a twinkling. 
‘'Like to like, ’twas ever thus,” he 
murmured, bowing low to his Sovereign. 
“I crave leave to call two humble 
clubs, as becometh so mean a subject 
of Your Majesty.” It is not known 
whether his allusion to the Queen’s call 
was intended to refer to the diamond 
rings upon Her Majesty’s fingers or to 
the scintillating glint in Her Majesty’s 
eyes^ but she inclined her head graci- 
ously in acknowledgment of his re- 
marks before turning to ber partner. 

, “What say you, my Lord of Leices- 


ter ? ” she asked. “ Wilt support a poor 
weak woman?” His Lordship, how- 
ever, looked down his noble nose and 
said nothing for quite a long time. He 
found himself, to use a vulgar phrase, in 
the conscytyime. His hand contained the 
ace, king and six other spades, nothing 
to write home about in hearts or clubs, 
and one small diamond. To take from 
his partner the right to play the hand 
would be the act of a fool — the mere 
thought made him raise a hand to his 
neck as though to assure himself of its 
continuity. Even failure to support 
her call would be looked on as un- 
gallant, if nothing worse. 

“ How now, sirrah ? Art sleeping in 
Our presence ? ” prompted the Queen 
sharply. ■- . 

The Earl swallowed noisily once or 
twice, just to show that he was awake, 
and then plunged. 

“An it please you, Madam, two 
diamonds,” he muttered, with but a 
sorry show of his habitual arrogance. 

“ Double ! ” said Sir Francis Drake 
in crisp seamanlike tones, whereat the 
Earl of Leicester was seen to fumble 
for the hilt of his rapier. 

“Stay, my Lord,” his liege com- 
manded ; “ ’tis true the Knight hath left 
his manners in Devonshire, or on the 
Spanish main mayhap, but keep your 
brawl for an hour and place more fitting. 
Wip redouble.” ! 

A momentary silence followed the 
Queen’s discourse, cut short by the un- 
ooutii ejaculation “ ’Ods fish 1 ” which 
^scaped from Sir Francis apparently 
without his consent. He embarked on 
an apology at once, based on the fact 
that he was but an honest sailor; but, 
meeting with no encouragement, he 
gave it up and fell to sucking his teeth. 

Sir Walter meanwhile made good 
use of the interval to perfect a flower of 
speech signifying, in a manner worthy , 
a courtier of his reputation, that he 
was content. His effort drew from the 
Queen a glance as nearly approaching 
the “ glad eye ” as any that august 
spinster was ever known to dispense. 
The Laird of Kenilworth announced 
that he also was content; but historians 
should accept the statement with re- 
serve. Sir Francis either wasn’t sure 
whether the rules of the game allowed 
him to double again, or else had just 
enough tact not to do so. The game 
then proceeded. 

Sir Walter led the ace of clubs. 
The appearance of the noble lord’s 
solitary little diamond, as he laid down 
his hand, was greeted by a loud hic- 
cough from the old salt, and the Queen 
herself was only saved from swooning 
by the timely administrations of a page 
with a flask of sal-volatile. 

When, fourth in hand, she trumped 


the honest sailor’s ace, her partner bad 
the hardihood to make conventional 
inquiry as to whether she had any 
clubs. Her MAJESTY'uttered in beply 
.the one dreadful word, ‘“Treason,” thus 
avoiding ’with true statesmanship any 
direct answer to the question, and in- 
dicating clearly her opinion of his two- 
diamond call. The Keeper of the 
Privy Purse shot out a lean hand and ‘ 
gathered in the trick. 

With the help of the ace of spades 
in dummy, the ace of hearts in her own 
hand, and a discriminating use of her 
Eoyal prerogative in the matter of fol- 
lowing suit, all went well until the odd 
trick bad been won. After that, how- 
ever, Sir Francis, who had nor doubled 
without good reason, proceeded to deal 
out six diamonds, led by the ace, king and 
quefen. His partner unwisely allowed 
his feelings to get the better of him. 
“As Will Shakspeabe hath it,” he 
observed with unction, ‘“now is the 
winter of our discontent made glorious 

summer ’ ” but stopped on a sudden, 

with ears and scalp twitching horribly. 

“Ho without! Summon the guard 1” 
roared the last of the Tudors, and imme- 
diately an N.C.O. and six private beef- 
eaters appeared on the scene. “ Convey 
Our compliments to the Governor of 
the Tower,” she continued, addressing 
the N.C.O., “ and bid him confine the 
Earl of Leicester during Our pleasure. 
My Lord,” she added, turning to her 
luckless partner, “ ’twerewell,methinks, 
you should have leisure in which to 
reflect on the folly of trifling with a 
woman.” 

It is greatly to the Earl’s credit that 
at this point he made strenuous endea- 
vours to surrender his sword in accord- 
ance with the drill-book, but as it re- 
fused to come out of its scabbard he 
was obliged to unbutton the frog from 
his belt and hand over the weapon 
complete with leather gear. This for- 
mality achieved, he was led away to 
durance vile. 

"Sir Francis, poor fellow, fared scarcely 
better than the Earl. “ Begone to sea, 
Sir Knight,” hissed the Queen ; “ may- 
hap the Dons will teach you more be- 
coming manners. Begone, I say, and 
look to ’t your ships return not empty, 
else shall you not receive payment of 
ygur winnings.” 

Sir Francis wfent. 

^ A glance at the pitiable condition of 
Sir Walter caused Her Majesty’s 
heart to soften somewhat. “ Come, Sir,” 
she cooed, “ an arm, prithee, and We 
will seek a place where you may read 
to Us the mummings of this strange 
bard, Will Shakspeare.” 

Sir Walter at once regained control 
of his nerve-centres and escorted Her 
Majesty from the painful scene. 








Patient, And yod eeally think thebe is nothing weong with my eyesight ? ” 
Oculist, “Nothing at all. Peefectly normal.^’ 

Patient, “Ah, then it must be the way I^ve been holding my putteb.” 


GEORGE AND THE COW-DRAGON. 

The “ rockerfey - tockerty - took ” re- 
frain of the carriage-wheels below me 
changed into a jarring. whine as the 
train cam e^. to a full stop. I looked out 
on a dim-lit platform which seemed to 
be peopled only by a squad of milk- 
cans standing shoulder to shoulder like 
Noah's Ark soldiers. 

As the engine shrieked and plunged 
into its collar again the door was 
jerked open and a man projected him- 
self into the carriage and, opening the 
wundow so that the compartment was 
flooded with cold air, leaned out and 
resumed his conversation with a friend 
till the train bore him out of shouting 
range. He then pulled up the window, 
trod on my foot, sat on" my lap and 
eventually came to rest on the seat 
opposite me. 

It was a small man, red of head and 
bright of eye. He wore his cap at the 
back of his head, so as to exhibit to an 
admiring world a carefully - cultured 
> nurl of the quiff ” vai’iety, which was 
ij^feslered across his forehead with a 
■ great expenditure .of grease. His tie 
^'Wajs a* ready-made bow of shot-colours, 


red, green, blue and purplo, and from 
his glittering watch-chain hung many 
fanciful medals, like soles upon a line. 

^ “ Brother-in-law to me," he remarked, 
jerking his thumb towards the back- 
rushing lights of Exeter. 

“ Who? " I inquired. 

“That young feller I was talking to 
just* now. Didn't you see me talking 
to a young feller ? ” 

“ Oh, yes, I believe I did hear you 
talking to somebody." 

Well, him. Married a sister to me, 
so he’s my brother-in-law, ain’t ’he?" 

Certainly." 

“Well, you’re wrong then. He’s 
only a half-brother-in-law, because she 
is only a half-sister to me, her ma 
marrying my old man. Understand ? " 

I said I did and pulled up my rug as 
a signal that I was going to sleep and 
the conversation was at an end, 

I “ Anyhow, whatever he is, he ’s good 
enough for her." 

I remarked that that was most sat- 
isfactory and closed my eyes, 

^ He drew out a yellow packet of 
cigarettes, selected one and held them 
in my direction. I declined and again 
closed my eyes. 


“ Very good, please yourself, it ’s one 
more for little Willie. All I can say is 
that you’re foolish not taking a good 
fag when it don't cost you nothing. 
You don’t catch me refusing a free fag 
even -when I don’t want to smoke. I 
takes it and puts it in my cap for when 
I do. Pounds I 've saved that way, 
pounds and pounds." 

He lit his limp tube of paper and 
mystery, stamped out the match and 
spat deliberately on the floor, 

“ See me do that ? ” 

I nodded with as much disgust as I 
could contrive. 

“Know what them notices say I can 
get for that? Pined or imprisoned." 

He paused for me to marvel at his 
daring. 

! “ Think I ’m mad to take risks like 

that, don’t cher ? Well, I aren’t neither. 
They CQuldn’t catch me out, not they." 

He brushed some 'ash off his lap on 
to mine and winked sagely. 

“ Suppose the guard was to come in 
here and start fining and imprisoning 
me for it, do you know what I 'd do? 

I ’4 swear you did it." 

“But I should deny it," I retorted 
hotly. 
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Robinson , “It's about time you chaps started to do something. Hard' wore 

ITEVER KILLED ANYBODY.” 

Mendicant , “You are mistaken, Sir. I lost three wives' through it.” ' 


“Of course you would, old chum, 
and I shouldn't blame you neither, but 
you wouldn't stand no chance against 
me" — he leaned forward and tapped 
me on the knee as though to emphasize 
his words — “ J could lie you?' lifeaivay” 

He sank back in his seat, his face 
aglow with conscious superiority. The 
clamour of the wheels increased as if 
they were live things burniDg^with the 
fever of some bloodthirsty hunt. 

“Firing her up,” said the red man; 

“ always racing time, these passenger 
wagons. It 's a dog's life and no bloom- 
ing error.” He prodded my foot with 
his. “ I said ‘ it 's a dog's life and no 
error.' ” 

“ What is ? '* I growled. 

“ Engine-dnving, of course, I 'm on 
the road myself. Goods-pushing just 
now, but I *ve been on the expresses off 
and on, though it don't suit me — too 
much faring hurry.” 

He rattled off into technicalities of 
his trade, embroidered with tales of 
hair-bristling adventures and escapes.' 

“ Yes, old chum, there 's more in our 
trade than what most fat-headed pas- 
sengers thinks. As long as an accident 
don’t occur they don’t know what 
trouble we've been to avoiding of it, 

I 've a good mind to give ’em a smash- 
up now and again just to teach ’em 
gratitood. F' instance, me and me 
mate was running a local down Ilfra- 
combe way last week when what d’you 
think we runned into ? ” 

“ Ilfracombe ? ” I hazarded sleepily. 

“An old cow! Now what d’you 
think of that ? ” 

“ It was so much the worse for the 
coo,” I quoted. 

“ What say? ” 

“ It was so much the worse for the 
cow,” 

“ Worse for the cow ? ” 

“ So George Stephenson said, and 
he invented the locomotive and ought 
to know, you 11 admit.” 

The little man stared at me, his 
mouth open ; for once he seemed bereft 
of words.* We had slowed to a mo- 
mentary stop in -a small station and 
pulled out again before he regained 
control of his tongue, then he broke 
loose. 

“ No, I don't admit it neither. I 
don’t care if your friend George invented | 
the moon, he talks like a fool, and you 
can tell him so from me,” 

“ I can't, unfortunately ; be 's 

“ A chap that talks disrespectful and 
ignorant of cows like that didn’t oughter 
be allowed to live. A cow is one of 
the worstest things you can run up 
against. I 'd rather run into a row of 
brick houses than one of them nasty 
leathery old devils ; and you can hand 
; the information to your chum George.” 


“ I tell you I can’t ; he 's ” 

“ Ask any driver or fireman on the 
road, and if he don't slip you one with 
a shovel for your withering ignorance 
he 'll tell you just what I 'm telling you 
now. Yes, you and your funny friend.” 

“Look here, George Stephenson 
has been ” 

“Let your funny friend try running 
into a cow just for 'speriment. Just 
let him try it once. They tangle up in 
your bogies, all slippery bones and 
hide, slither along with you a yard or 
two, and the next thing you know is 
you *re over an embankment and your 


widder is putting in for insurance. Tell 
your, pal George from me.” 

• The brakes ground on and the lights 
of a station flickered past the windows. 

“ My gosh I ” exclaimed the x*ed- 
headed .man, springing to his feet, 
“ this is Cullumpton, and I oughk to 
have got out at the station before.” He 
wrestled with the door-handle. “And 
it 's all through sitting here listening 
to your everlasting damfool chatter 
about you and your friend George.” 

“ Who died forty years before I was 
born,” said I, “ Good night.” ^ 

Patlandeb. 
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WIZARDS: KLINGSOR AND ANOTHER. 

‘‘Another Parsifal ought to be written from the angle 
of Klingsor, who was an enlightened Arabian, physician, 
scientist and probably Aristotelian . . . The Knights, and 
Wagner with them, call him a wizard, which was a crude 
mediaeval way of ‘ slanging ’ any man who preferred know-' 
ledge to superstition.*' 

This remarkable' utterance by the musical critic of The 
Daily Mail in the issue of February 25th has created a' 
sensation in the political world fully equal to that caused 
by the announcement of Mr. Asquith’s return for Paisley. 
Scientific and artistic circles have also been deeply moved. 

Sir Philip Sassoon, Mr. Lloyd George’s new secre- 
tary, interviewed by our representative, said that tlie 
tribute to bis chief was all the more welcome considering 
its source. His only criticism was that, instead of calling 
the charge of wiza* dry a “ crude mediaeval ” mode of invec- 
tive, he should prefer to style it an ultra-modern applica- 
tion of the art of obloquy. 

Sir Oliver Lodge, in a wireless message from New York, 
entirely approved of The Daily MaiVs reading of Kling- 
sor’s character. He was clearly a scientist and a spiritualist 
of remarkable attainments. The defection of Kundry to 
the side of the Knights was a sad instance — but not with- 
out modern parallels — of the unrelenting pressure exerted 
on weak w’omen by the zealots of orthodoxy.' 

Mr. A. B. Walkley said that he had long suspected 
Klingsor of being a crypto-Aristotelian, but the arguments 
of the writer in The Daily Mail bad converted his suspic- 
ion to a certainty. He proposed to deal with the matter 
more fully in an imaginary dialogue between Klingsor and 
Sir Oswald Stoll (who w^as a devout follower of Herbert 
Spencer) which would shortly appear in The Times. ' 

Mr. Levant professed himself delighted with. |he vindi- 
cation of Klingsor, who was undoubtedly," like Roger 
Bacon, a first-rate conjurer, far in advance of his time, and 
with limited resources was yet capable of producing illusions 
which would not have disgraced the stage of St. George's 
Hall. . - 

The Archbishop of Canterbury 'excused himself from 
pronouncing a definite opinion qii the subject, but pointed 
out tha:^ it^ would doubtless come within the purview of the 
inquiry into Spiritualism undertaken by high clerical’ 
authority. ' * 4 - 

Mr. Jacob Epstein made the gratifying announcement 
that he was' engaged on “a colossal statue of Mr. Lloyd 
George inf the character of th'e'modern Merlin. - His -treat- 
ment might 'not cornmend itself to the leaders of Noncon- 
formity in "Wales, but his own artistic conscience was' clear, 
and bef/elt be could coun.t on ,thej benevolent sympathy of 
the Northcliffe Press. 

The Editor of The 'strongly demuTred to the state- 
ment thafe-KLiNGsaR'waS'an -Arabian. The great authority 
on Klingsor was the '‘anonymous thirteenth-cenfcuryepie 
poem on Lohengrin, the -father • of and he had no' 
doubt' (1) that the author was either a OzechO’-Slovak -or ^ 
Yugo-Slav; (2) that Klingsor,' as' the etymology suggested,’ 
was of the latter race. In these circumstances the attempt 
to establish an affinity between Mr. Lloyd George and 
Klingsor was nothing 'short of an outrage, which might 
have disastrous results on otir relations 'with the new States 
of Central Europe.* ' 5 ' ^ : 

Mr;' J. Maynard Keynes observed that the character- 
isation of 'Mr. Lloyd George, implicit in the defence of 
Klingwr 'made by the musical critic of The Daily Mail, 
indirectly confirmed his own impressions. It was true that' 
the Premier did not physically resemble an Arab sheikh, 
and his knowledge of medicine, science or philosophy, to 


say nothing of geography, was decidedly jejune, but the sad 
case of President Wilson made it all too clear that he was 
capable of exerting a hypnotic influence on his colleagues. 
Mr. Keynes did not think Mr. Lloyd George was an 
Aristotelian ; he preferred to consider him* an unconscious 
Pragmatist. This view he proposed to develop in his 
forthcoming volume on the Subliminal Conscience of 
Nonconformity. „ , 

TO JAMES (MULE) WHO HAS PLAYED ME FALSE. 

[JMany mules are appearing upon the streets of London and are 
showing an extraordinary and unexpected docility amidst the traffic.] 

James, when I note your air supremely docile, 

Your well-fed look of undisturbed content 
(Doubtless you find this land an adipose isle 
After lean times on^active service spent), 

I do not join with those who hymn your praises 
For calmness mid the turmoil of the town ; 

I find myself consigning you to blazes — 

James, you have let me down. 

For I am one who, after having striven, 

A hero {vide Press) though far from bold. 

Has come back home and, naturally, given 
Artistic touches to the tales he ’s told ; 

The Transport \yas my scene of martial labours 
That was the section where I saw it through ; 

And I have told astonied friends and neighbours . 

Some lurid yarns of you. 

You are the theme I have been wont to brag on ; 

I ’ve told how you, my now innocuous moke, 

Would chew the tail-board off a G.S. wagon 
By way of mere plaisanterie (or joke) ; 

Dubbed you most diabolical of ragers, ; 

, A rampant hooligan, a fetid tough, - * . 

A thing without' respect for sergeant-majors — 

That is to say, hot stuff. 

Full many a fair young thing I Ve seen displaying 
A sympathetic pallor on her cheek 
And wonder in her e^yo, when I Ve been saying 
How almost every day in Salonique 
^ You jazzed with me on brinks of precipices ; 

But when I. talk to-day they cannot fail 
To think of you in town and murmur, “ This is 
A likely sort of tale.” 

To take, without one thought of evil plotting, 

Even without one last protesting kick, 

„ Thus kindly to somnambulistic trotting — 

Oh, James, old pal, it was a dirty trick ; 

*'To show the yarns I ’d told of you and written 
(In letters home) were not entirely. swank 
At very least, I think, you might Have bitten 
The policeman at the Bank. 


^ Boat Race ‘‘ Intelligence.’^ 

“The Oxford University crew arrived at Henley yesterday for a 
week’s practice. The Cambridge president, Mr.' E. A. Berrisford, 
accompanied the crew as spare man.”-^ProvmciaZ Pa^eri 

“The Government, said Mr. Bonar Law, had not received any 
intimation from th.e Netherlands Government that Holland had, 
decided to keep the exi-Kaiser in Cura9oa ,” — Evenbig Standard. ’ 

Good news for Mr. Pussyfoot. 


“Essex and Sussex Boepebs.— To he Let, well-built Mansion, 
surrounded by fine gardens, situate in one of the finest parts of this 
delightful country.”— jDuiZ?/ Paper. 

But it must be rather a nuisance to cross the Thames every] 
time you want to go from the Essex to the Sussex wing. 
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SUZANNE'S BANKING ACOOUNL 

“ These want paying/' said Suzanne 
as she bounced into my nominally sacred 
den at a strictly prohibited hour. There- 
with she thrust a dossier of tradesmen’s 
bills into my feebly-resisting hands, and 
bang went an idea I had been tenderly 
nursing since breakfast. 

“But I can’t spend the rest of the 
morning writing cheques,” I protested. 
“ I 'm engaged just now on a most im- 
portant article.” 

^ “ With your eyes shut,” commented 


synopsis is attached,” said Suzanne. 
“They're mostly small items; for in- 
stance, Madame'Pillby — she 's the little 
dressmaker round the corner, you know ; 
though' ' why an all-British ' spinster 
should call herself ‘ Madame ’ I can’t im- 
agine — five-apd-fourpence-ha’penny.” 

“ Suzanne,; I will not write a cheque 
for five-and-fourpence-ha’pehny ! Are 
they all like that ? ” 

“ The biggest is two guineas ; .that ’s 
what it cost to have my last dance-hat 
altered to your specifications, because 
you said it tickled your nose. There 


morning settling your miserable little 
bills. What we 11 do is this : you shall 
have your own banking-account, and in 
future you can write your own cheques 
— as long' as the Bank will stick it.” 

“ Oh, how perfectly splendid ! ” cried 
Suzanne. “ I ’ ve always wanted to have 
a cheque-book of my own, but Father 
thought it unsexing. Do let 's go and 
take out the licence at once.” 

The precious hour of fertilisation was 
already wasted, so there and then I 
escorted Suzanne to the Bank. At my 
demand we were ushered into the 



BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

THE BAGE EXHIBITED BY AN AUTHOE WHILE HAVING ONE OF HIS NOVELS FIL]\IED IS UTILISED BY 
THE INTELLIGENT .MANAGEK OF THE FILM COMPANY FOE A NEW “THREE-EEEL COMIC,” ENTITLED “HOW 


AUTHORS WORK.” 


Suzanne, stooping to a grossly unfair 
insinuation. “ I must tell Cook to rdake 
the breakfast coffee stronger in future ; 

then ‘you might manage to ” 

“Look here,' Suzanne, j^'cnVe been 
married to me long enough to know 
my methods of work I can’t begin an 
article until I ’ve got the whole thing 
shaped in my mind, and to do that I 
must shut out everything else.” 

“Especially your wife, I suppose. 
Well, 1 won’t stay. You ’ve got all the 
bills there ; but don’t start writing the 
cheques till you ’ ve got them well shaped 
in your mind.” 

“But what on earth does all this 
mass.-, of accounting literature repre- 
sent? ” I asked.. , 

“ For. the benefit of new readers a 


are seventeen' of them in all — bills, not 
hats ; total, twelve pounds fifteen shil- 
lings and elevenpence three farthings, 
pa-pa.” 

“ I 'll tell you what I ’m going to do,” 
I said. “I 'm going to advertise in the 
Personal Columns of the papers that I 
will not be responsible for payment of 
any debts incurred by my wife under 
the sum of one pound. That’ll stop 
this half-crown cheque nuisance. Why 
don’t you go out and buy yourself a 
packet of assorted postal-orders ? ” 

“ I did once ; but I got in with a nice 
long list just before closing-time, and 
there was very nearly a riot on both 
sides of the counter.” ' < 

“Well, anyhow, this sort of thing 
has got to stop ; I can’t Waste all the 


Manager’s room, where we were received 
with a courtesy only too obviously 
tempered by the suspicion that I had 
come to suggest an overdraft. On my 
explaining our errand, however, the 
Manager’s features relaxed, their ^tense- 
ness, and as I wrote the cheque that 
brought Suzanne’s account into a sordid' 
world he even attempted a vein of 
fatherly benediction. 

“Now we shall require a specimen 
of the lady’s signature,” he said as he 
produced an amazingly obese ledger 
and indicated where Suzanne w^as to 
sign her name. “Remove the glove, 
please,” he added hastily. , , 

“Just like old times in the vestry,” 
said Suzanne to me in a whisper. Then 
she wrote her name— “ Suzanne D^sir^e 





Beverley Trumpingfcon-Jones ” — all of 
ifc. By the time she had finished she 
had trespassed into several columns 
reserved for entirely different uses. The 
Manager surveyed the effect with con- 
sternation. 

“ Bather a long name, isn’t it ? ” he 
asked diffidently. “ I was only wonder- 
ing if our cheque-forms would accommo- 
date it all.” 

“ Well, I ’m not really responsible for 
it all,” she replied. “The Trumpington- 
Jones part is the more or less permanent : 
result of a serious accident when I was 
! little more than a child. But I* might 
shorten it a bit. 1 sometimes answer 
to the name of Soozles, but I suppose 
that would only do for really intimate 
cheques. How would ‘ S. Beverley 
T.- Jones ’do? I shouldn’t like to lose 
the ‘ Beverley ’ as it ’s a kind of family 
heirloom, and I always use it, even when 
I ’m writing to the sweep.” 

I edged away to the window and left 
them to settle the signature question 
among themselves. 

“And what kind of cheques would 
you like — * Order ’ or * Bearer ’ ? ” I 
next heard the Manager asking. 

“Show me some patterns, please,” 
commanded Suzanne. 

On the wall was a frame containing 
a number of different cheque varieties, 
to which her attention was directed. 


“ Haven’t you any other colours ? ” 
she asked. “I thought a black-and- 
yellow cheque would be rather becom- 
ing; but don’t bother about it if it’s 
not in stock.” 

She ended by taking one book of blue 
and one of purple cheques, and with 
these and a paying-in-book (which she 
said would do so nicely for spills) we 
at last departed. From behind the 
closed door of the private office I dis- 
tinctly heard a prolonged sigh of relief. 

A few days later I came upon Suzanne 
sitting at her writing-table and examin- 
ing a cheque with a mystified air. 

“ Anything wrong? ” I asked. 

“I don’t quite know,” she replied. 
“ I sent Angela this cheque the other 
day to pay for my ticket for the Law- 
Courts’ Bevel, and she says the Bank 
people have returned it to her. And 
it ’s marked ‘ B. D.’ in red ink. Who 
is‘B. D.’?” 

“He’s the gentleman who censors 
cheques ; and he has a way of dis"*- 
qualifying them when there ’s not 
enough cash to pay them. Suzanne, 
what have you done with all that 
money I paid into your account last 
Monday ? ” 

“ But I ’ve only paid those footling 
little bills. There must’ be tons of 
'money left, unless the Bank’s been 
speculating with it,” 


“Let me have a look at that cheque,” 
I said. 

She handed it to me and I examined 
it carefully. 

“ I see it ’s signed * Thine, Suzanne.’ ” 

“ But that ’s how I always sign my- 
self to Angela,” she said ; “ and the 
Manager distinctly told me to use my 
customary signature.” 

“Signature — not signatures,” I ex- 
plained gently. “ They ’re rooted in 
convention at the Bank and can’t bear 
the least approach to variety. And 
what’s this scribbled on the back of 
it?” 

“ Oh, that ’s only a note I dashed off 
to Angela'telling her what I was going 
to wear. It seemed such a pity to 
waste a sheet of notepaper when there 
was all that space to spare.” 

I gave her a quarter-of-an-hour’s ' 
lesson in the art of,^ drawing cheques. * 
Then I took up the paying-in book; 
which was lying on the table. I knew - 
it ought to be in a virgin state as I had 
added nothing to the entrance-money, 

“ And what might all these figures por- ; 
tend ? ” I asked: ' ; 

“ Those ? Oh, that ’s baby’s weight- ; 
chart. I ’m always going to keep it ! 
there.” 

Well, well, if Suzanne looks after the 
weighing-in I can at least control the 
paying-in. And I left it at that. 
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IF THE AEMY ADYERTISEI). 

BattaliIo::^ Orders. - • 

(1) DutieSj Officers —Ovdevlj OfiBcer 
for to-morrow : Second- Lieutenant W. 
Jenks. 

W. Jenks is prepared to undertake 
duty for any brother subaltern; Terms 
—one day’s pay, plus fifty per cent, for 
Saturdays or Sundays (handsome dis- 
count for cash in advance). Sleepless 
activity. Guards visited courteously 
but firmly. Any^unusual occurrence 
handled with prec^ion and despatch. 
Engage W. Jenks to do youivduty, then 
sign your report with a clear conscience. 
Testimonials from all rankss - . 

(2) Parades . — 0830 hours and 1130 
hours, as per routine. 

Hello 1 Hello ! ! Hello ! ! ! Come in 
your hundreds. Amusing and health- 
giving. Bracing barrack-square ; mag- 
nificent pedestrian exercise. Come and 
be experimented on by Sergt.-Major 
Whizbang, the great military spell- 
binder. See the Adjutant put Com- 
pany Commanders through the hoop. 
Screaihs of laughter at every perform- 
; anea. Be^t places in the ranks for 
f those who arrive early. Twice daily 


(Sundays excepted) till further notice; 
Breakfast kept for those attending first 
house. ' / 

(3) Dress, etc., Officers . — Attention is 
again drawn to recent instructions on 
these matters. 

Why invite trouble when the local 
A.P.M. is simply yearning to advise 
you on points of etiquette? A kindly 
benevolent man who never forgets that 
he himself was once a regimental officer. 
He will tell you whether or not you 
may arm your aged grandmother across 
a busy London street without risk- 
ing your commission. If' you favour 
whiskers, call and see his inimitable 
museum of permissiblepatterns. Always 
at your service. 

(4) Musketry . — The next party to fire 
General Musketry Course will proceed 
on the 2nd prox. 

The finest form of outdooy sport (for 
these who prefer it to any other) is 
shooting. We are making up a little 
party to proceed to camp next week. 
Will you join us? Sylvan scenery; 
country air; simple wholesome diet; 
young and cheery society. Cigars or 
cocoanuts every time you hit the bull’s- 
eye. Practice at stray dogs about camp 


is encourp/ged. . Secure the skin of one 
of these beautifully-marked creatures 
for your own barrack-room bedside. 

(5) Hair, ^ Length of . — The practice 
of allowing the hair to grow beyond 
the regulation length must cease. 

Why suffer- the inconvenience of 
long hair when our own regimental 
tonsorial artist is waiting to bob it 
for you free of charge ? Luxurious sa- 
loon ; deft workmanship ; no tips. His 
speciality — memento locks. Twelve 
such souvenirs guaranteed from one 
crop. Bald soldiers supplied to taste 
from surplus clippings. A delicate, 
lasting and inexpensive compliment 
to lady friends on leaving a station. 
Start collecting now. 

Inns of Court Reserve Corps. 

A psychical stance of the above dis- 
embodied Corps “will be held on Friday 
the 26th March; in the Common Boom 
of the Law Society in Chancery Lane 
(by kind permission of the Council), 
commencing 7.30 p.m. 

Astral members desirous of attending 
should apply to their late Platoon Ser- 
geants, or to Mr. H. L. Bolton, 1, The 
Sanctuary, Westminster. 
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nc dadi lAnACAi-r imfilial sneer at “pious America/* the Bolshevist Government until it is 
NO Ur rAKLIAiYlcNT, himself advised “not to de- ready to adopt civilised methods, but 

Monday, February 2Srd , — The High- velop more indignation than he could ' in the meantime will heartily encourage 
land Ming involves, I understand, some contain/’ | trade with Eussia. It would seem that 


complicated figures, but it 
is nothing to the Lowland 
Eeel (Coats* variety), on 
which subject Sir Auck- 
land Geddes was rather 
badly heckled this after- 
noon. A suggestion that 
Messrs. Coats might use 
the profits of their foreign 
trade to reduce the price 
to the home consumer 
drove the harassed Minis- 
ter into an unconscious 
mot. “Suppose,” he said, 
“ they cut the thread 
, . . where should we be 
then?” 

Mr. Chahles Palmer, 
the well-known Globe-trot- 
ter, has just completed a 
remarkable journey. With- 
in the space of a few weeks 
he has traversed the dis- 
tance from the Press Gal- 



THE TANK AND THE LITTLE BEIGK. 
{!Me. Ohubchill and Captain Wedgwood Benn.) 


the practical genius of our 
race has once more dis- 
covered a means of in- 
^ dulging sentiment without 
interfering with business. 
^ Lord Birkenhead (not 
^ I Brokenhead, by the way, 
^ as the Co7'k Goiistitution, 
^ inadvertently or not, calls 
him) chaffed Lord Hal- 
DANE on his “ How’ Happy 
Q could I be with Either” 

^ attitude between Liberal- 

ism and Labour, and ad- 
c vised him definitely to be 
o . off with the old love and 
^ on with the new, in order 

^ that when Labour came 

V into its own the Woolsack 

: might be adequately filled. 

Sir Alfred Mond did 
not allow himself to be 
perturbed by the descrip- 
tion of certain pictures in 


W C “The tank, weighing thirty tons, is able to pass over a brick lying on the xu 

mry to the Mooi of the road without crushing it. This is a very important point.” — Mr . Cuuucsill. the Imperial War Museum 
Chamber, going round by as “freaks”and“ libels,” for 

the Wrekin. During the last stage Tuesday, Februaiy 24th . — In both he had observed “ with some astonish- 
of the route the intrepid traveller was Houses the new policy of the Allies in ment” that most of the art critics had 
accompanied by Sir Henry Dalziel regard to Soviet Eussia was unfolded, pronounced them to be very fine works 
and Mr. Bottomley. The gist of it is that they will not of art. But when Mr, Jeremiah Mac- 

In introducing a Vote on Account of enter into diiDlomatic relations with Yeagh asked if some of these pictures 


the Army for a trifle of seventy- 
four millions the War Minis- 
ter proudty announced that 
Britain and Germany were the 
only countries in the world 
that had abolished conscription 
— and Germany’s action was 
not exactly voluntary. 

Mr. Churchill’s description 
of a new tank, so fast that it 
could outstrip a foxhound 
“ over a country,” so cool that 
even in the tropics its crew 
would preserve their sangfroid 
traditionnel, and so delicately 
sprung that it could run over 
a brick without hurting itself 
— or the brick — momentarily 
encouraged the belief that here 
was the weapon to make war 
impossible. But almost in the 
same breath Mr. Churchill 
stated that simultaneously the 
War Office had invented a rifle 
grenade which would put the 
super-tank out of action. “As 
you were 1 ” 

Criticism was not entirely 
disarmed. Mr.DsvLiN of course 
talked of Ireland — “ the only 
country with which the Em- 
pire is at war to-day;” and 
little Cap!;. Wedgwood Benn 
rebuked Mr. Churchill for 






THE LABOUR LORD CHANCELLOR. 
A forecast . 

Lord Haldane. 


were not portraits of Cabinet 
Ministers, “ and if so how can 
they possibly be works of art ? ” 
the First Commissioner’s art- 
istic conscience was stirred, 
and compelled him to give the 
questioner a little instruction 
in first principles. “ Whether 
a portrait is a work of art 
depends,” he pointed out, “ on 
the artist and not on the sub- 
ject painted.” 

The evening was devoted to 
drink. Sir John Bees, who 
urged the abolition of all war- 
time restrictions, would have 
been more effective, perhaps, 
if he had h%t striven so hard 
to be lively. One of his sallies, 
evoked by the impending debut 
of Lady Astor as a Parlia- 
mentary orator, was indeed, 
as she observed, “ more than 
polite.” 

She herseff had her mo- 
ments of gaiety, but was best, 
I thought, when seriously ar- 
guing for the continuance of 
tlie restrictions on alcohol in 
the special interests of women. 

I am afraid, however, that 
the unregenerate were more 
intrigued by Mr. Carr’s claim 
that the Carlisle experiment 
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had fceen a great" success — “it \vas 
the only city in the cpuntry in 'which 
a man could buy a bottle of whisky 
to take home/’ 

Wednesday^ Fehrnary 25th. — Ques- 
tion-time in the Commons was domin- 
ated by the news that Mr. Asquith was 
in for Paisley, and Members ^Yere more 
concerned in discussing the effect of 
his return upon the Government and 
Opposition than in listpning to Minis- 
terial replies. Sir Donalu Maclean 
was “all smiles” over his approach- 
ing release from the responsibilities of 
leadership ; but Mr. Hogge, I thought, 
looked rather like. Ar?*5. Quvmudge\ih.Qi[i 
“ thinking of the old ’un.” 

A nod -frorn^ Mi\ Macpherson and 
the Government of Ireland Bill was 
formally and^ silently introduced — 
. strange contrast to the long debates and 
exciting scenes that attended the birth 
of the Bill’s three predecessors in 1886, 
1893 and 1912. 

Sir Eobert Horne explained with 
his usual clarity and persuasiveness 
the new Unemployment Insurance Bill. 
The debate o:i it was interrupted to 
allow the discussion of a motion by Sir 
J. Eemnant advocating the increase of 
police pensions to meet the present cost 
of living. The police are, with good 
reason, very popular with the House. 
In vain the Home Secretary pointed 
out that the Government even in this 
cause did not feel justified in “out- 
running the constable.” Forgetting aU 
tbeir recent zeal for economy Members 
trooped in»to the Bobbies’ Lobby and 
beat the Government by 123 to 57. 

The , idea that Irishmen, however 
much they may dislike British rule, 
never miss an opportunity of raiding 
the British Treasury, has received a 
rude shock. Captain Eedmond, in- 
quiring about the allocation of a sum 
of a quarteir-of-a-million for reconstruc- 
tion in Ireland, was surprised to learn 
that ten thousand pounds had been 
allotted to his own constituency, but 
not claimed. Mr. Devlin , supplied the 
key to the mystery^. “The reason it 
was not asked foi^as because we did 
not know it was there.” 

I learn from Who's Who f that the 
recreations of Sir Alfred Monp include 
“ golf, motoring and all forms of sport,” 
It must have been with keen regret, 
therefore, that he felt himself compelled 
to refuse facilities for cricket in Hyde 
Park, owing to the risk to the public. 
Viscount CuRzoN asked if cricket was 
liiore dangerous than inflammatory 
speeches. But the First Commissioner, 
speaking no doubt from personal ex- 
perience, expressed the view that there 
was considerably more danger from a 
cricket-ball. 

' The Opposition had rather bad luck 


on the Constantinople debate. If they 
had waited till Monday, as originally 
arranged, they, could have trained their 
big gun from Paisley oh to the Govern- 
ment entrenchments. Through insist- 
ing on' the earliest possible date, they 
had to content themselves with the far 
lighter artillery of Sir Donald Maclean. 
Much, however, was hoped from Lord 
Egbert Cecil, who was believed to be 
heavily' charged. w'ith high explosives. 
But before he could come into range 
up jumped Sir Edward Carson, and 
ir^ a few ‘brief, sentences pointed out 
that until the Prime Minister had told 
them tlie grounds for the decision to 
leave the Turk his capital, 'and the 
conditions'-under whicli he was to stay 
there, the House was talking in the air. 
Members thereupon clamoured for the 



“ Whether a portrait is a work of art depends 
on the artist and not on the subject painted.” 
—Sir A. Moyn oil the Imperial War Museum 
F'bctures, 

Prime Mintst!er, who accordingly had 
to make his defence when he had heard 
only half the indietment, and to expend 
most of the ammunition he had pre- 
pared for Lord Egbert, including some 
remarkable specimens of the “deadly 
parallel,” before receiving his adver- 
sary’s fire. 

That in turn rather upset Lord 
Egbert’s plan of campaign, and he was 
not much more destructive than Sir 
Donald Maclean had been. TheHouse 
as a whole seemed satisfied that the 
Allies bad done their best with a 
problem for which there is no perfect 
solution, and that there was at least a 
chance that the Sultan would findthe 
guns of an international fleet pointing 
at his palace windows a strong in- 
centive to good behaviour. 


Anotlier Lady M.P. ? 

“Mr. Asquith was accompanied by Mrs. 
Asquith and the audience singing *He’s a 
jolly good Lady Bonham-Carter.* ” 

Scotch Taper. 


A FANCY BIRD. 

' When any friend of ming is in 
trouble I always make a point of writ- 
ing and asking if there is anything I 
can do. As a rule there isn’t, but it 
is a satisfaction to me to know I have 
made the offer. When I heard that 
Filmer was leaving his spacious house 
and grounds at Hampstead, selling 
half his furniture and moving into a 
third storey flat at Battersea, I wrote 
at once. I received in reply one of 
his usual barely decipherable scrawls: 
“ Yes, old dear, you might find a home 
for my raven ; it ’s ancient and a bit 
rusty, but lots of life in it yet. .I’m 
parting with all my garden things.” 

I busied myself about the matter at 
once. When a man you have known 
and respected for years is driven by 
high prices and income-tax to vacate 
a beautiful home and asks suqIi a 
simple thing of you as to find a shelter 
for his bird, you like to do your best. 
Personally I knew nothing of ravens, 
but I x'ecognized the inadequacy of my 
garden for the accommodation of a 
bird of any kind, therefore I could not 
think of taking it. But I had a sur- 
face acquaintance with the owner of a 
carriage drive, and I approached him 
without delay. He was cold in his 
manner and said with so many calls 
upon him he could not see his way 
to contribute towards the expense of 
Filmer’s move, although - he had no 
doubt, from my representation, that it 
was a deserving case. 

The misunderstanding arose from my 
leading up to the object of my visit 
gradually instead of coming to the point 
at once and asking him to give a com- 
fortable home to a raven. When I 
explained further he unbent and said 
he would think it over, 

■ Later he wrote : — 

Be Eaven. 

“Dear Sir, — I have consulted an 
authority on this bird and find that its 
bad character has brought about its 
practical extinction in this country save 
in the mountain fastnesses of Wales 
and the craggy moors of Yorkshire. 
I also learn that its extended wings 
measure thirty-six inches on an aver- 
age. I must decline to provide an 
asylum for such an extensive mass of 
depravity.” 

I confess I was discpux*aged and 
also somewhat shocked. I felt Filmpr 
should have enlightened me more bn 
the characteristics of his proUgi, The 
episode taught me to avoid preamble 
in my next quest for a domicile. Also 
I thought it only right to express 
myself wuth absolute frankness. The 
address of a lady with a reputation for 




TO <^'3 merely a emvate 


a love of animals was given to me > 
and I hastened to call upon her. She 
answered the door herself. 

“Madam,” I said, “may I ask you 
of your kind heart to give a home to 
an almost extinct bird of evil character 
I about la yard across ? 

She looked startled for a moment 
and then quietly closed the door. 

T Trrort 4? il T _ _ ■ 


1 was still further discouraged. I 
felt bound in honour to comply, if 
possible, with Klmer^s comparatively 
simple request. By chance I ran across 
limbeiiey, a man brimful of resource 
and suggestion. “ You want a brewery ” 
he said ; ** that ’s the 7mlieu for a raven. 
To my mind no brewery is artistically 
complete without one. A raven hop- 
ping about the casks gives a je jie sais 
quoi, a cachet, to the premises. You 
should get an introduction to a 
manager.'* 

With some difficulty I did, and I 
[ waited upon him in his private office. 
He seemed immersed in business and 
asked me to be seated in such a brusque j 


e, > manner that I had no alternative but 
te to remain standing. 

Imust apologise for trespassing upon 
u your valuable time, but it bas been su^- 

0 gested to me that no brewery is com- 

ir plete without a raven ” I be^an 

stai^ering slightly from nervousness. 

;a , got ooe. What about 

It I he said. 

1 In face of this unlooked-for develop- 
f ment I could do nothing but bow and 
J retire. 

’ , . 4^tei' this third failure to house the 
3 bird I threw convention to the winds 
and took to accosting utter strangers 
. m the street with, “ Will you ha^ -a 
^ raven? I went rides in trams and 
■ tubes and canvassed the passengers. 

! “Not to-day, thank you,” was the 
L response, save in a few instances. One 
p man invited me to ask him again and 
he would do me in. A lady to whom 
I propounded the query as we were ! 
descending the moving staircase side ( 
.by side precipitated herself forward 
J With such liastc that but for the inter- 1 ( 


t vening travellers she must have fallen 
headlong to the bottom. The mother 
1 of a family to whom I appealed shook 
her head politely and said she was 

■ obliged to me for the offer, but it was 
, tiai’d enough to pay for butcher’s meat : 

■ she couldn’t afford poultry. 

i Tlien at last, all my Efforts having 
aiied, X rcluctantljw^ook my pen and 
wrote to Klmer. In reply I received 
another of his sciawls : 

‘‘ What ’s this about a raven ? Don’t 
let it grow on you. The Victory Croquet 
Club IS taking my Holler, £7 carriage 
forward. I gave £3 10a. for it second- 
band ten years ago. 

^ N.B. I had great difficulty in read- 

ing your yiting. Don’t cultivate illegi- 
bility ; it ’s tiresome for your friends.” 

drankeuness the 
Oliainaan sMd there 'were 18 men and five 
women feed for drunkenness and residin'^ at 
Ohiswiok.’’— iocol -Ba^er. ° 

To reside at Chiswick may be an ec- 
oentricity, but surely is not an offence. 





AT THE- PLAY. 

“John Ferguson.*’ 

After the unsatisfying theatre-.diet 
which has fallen to me of late I was 
doubly glad to get my teeth into Mr. 
St. John Ervinb’s good meaty ration 
at the Lyric Theatre, Hammersmith, 
His theme is as old and new as Job. 
JolmFergiiscm is a saintly Ulster farmer, 
apostle of the doctrine of non-resistance 
(rare type in those parts, I understand) 
andeager justifier of the ways of God to 
men. Ferguson's beloved farm is mort- 
gaged ; foreclosure imminent. Help is 
confidently expected from brother it 7z- 
drm in America, but does not come. 
Daughter sent with a message 

to the brutal mortgagee', is outraged by 
him. Prospective son-in-law James, 
man of. great words but little heart, 
rushes into, the night to kill the ravisber. 
But it is silent son Andrew (destined 
for the ministry) who does the killing, 
because he knows James to be a'craven. 

John Ferguson urges confidently the 
will oi God that James, whom he be- 
lieves blood-guilty,^" should not avoid 
arrest, and refuses to -hide him. .But 
when young Andreto insists on giving 
himself up to save James and his own 
peace the old ihan’s faith, weakened, 


falters ; he protests in his anguish, but 
rallies to accept this last blow from the 
hand of God — made none the easier to 
bear by the arrival, just a fatal fortnight 
late, of the money from his brother, a 
forgetful sort of man, who had mis- 
taken the date of the mail. The tragic 
irony of the whole is skilfully height- 
ened by the fact that it is half-witted 
“ Glutie,” with his penny whistle and 
his random words, who -goads young 
Andrew to his vengeance. ^ 

' A grim tale finely (perhaps just a 
little too difiusely) told. and admirably 
presented. Mr, Ervinb’s most effective 
stroke was, I thinki the character of 
James Gcesar, with his pathetic yet re- 
volting self-condemnation, interpreted 
with a real mastery of art without 
artifice by Mr. J. M. EhsRRiGAN, of the 
old* band of Irish Players.** > Miss 
Moyna MAcGiLL^'(a name new to me) 
played her Hafinak with an ’exquisite 
sincerity and restraint. A particular 
moment when, from her hysterical 
•laughter at the careful choice made by 
her father’s God of 'the moment for the 
.arrival olthe money, she. breaks into a 
, passionate .“It *s not right! It’s not 
just!” was very fine. The whole 
character was skilfully built up. The 
part by no means played- itself. 


Mr. Herbert Marshall’s Andreiu 
was also an excellent performance. 
Was it quite right, however, that the 
morning after the murder he should 
appear so completely unruffled? (I 
admit I don’t know my Ulster inti- 
mately). I rather think that Mr. Miles 
Malleson’s well-studied might 

have been a little less coherent, with 
more fawning in his manner. He 
seemed something too normal for his 
purpose in the piece. The way in which 
the other characters staved off his 
piping was beyond all praise. .J should 
guess, from specimens submitted, that 
his 'reperfcory was not extensive. 

Mr. Eea, as the father, was of course 
competent, but surely a little over- 
placid throughout. He accepted the 
blow of his daughter’s dishonour with 
scarcely a' sign that submission caused 
him any serious pang — a seeming indif- 
ference shared by Miss Maibe O’Neill 
(Hannah's mother), who appeared quite 
untroubled a few minutes after the 
harrowing relation, and indeed seemed 
.throughout to be playing too easily. 
Mr. Eaymond Valentine had a “ fat ” 
part as the villain-, and well and fatly he 
played it. 

1 realise more than ever the diffi- 
culties of an Irish Settlement. T. 
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FAME. 

Job a long time past I had felt that 
something ought to be done about it;, 
and then one evening as I opened my 
paper in the Tube I came suddenly 
upon the follow’ing paragraph : — 

“ Lunching yesterday witli Jack Pop- 
pington at the Bitz, -where, by "the way, 
M. Caramel treated us to a superbly 
priceless 7noitssa d la Canadienne. liQ 
told me that his LiitU Pests is selling 
like wildfire and proving a real bo- 
nanza to the lucky publishers, Messrs. 
Painter and Lilley. Had a pleasant 
chat with him about old times in the 
Army Pay Corps, in which w^e served to- 
gether for nearly sixteen months during 
one of the hottest periods of hostilities 
‘out yonder.* More famous- amongst 
the general public for his black-ribboned 
tortoiseshell monocle and invariable 
presence at all truly semi-smart Bo- 
hemian functions, Poppington keeps 'a 
brindled bulldog, grows primulas and 
is, of course, known to a select circle 
as the energetic Organising Secretary 
of the North Bafctersea Entomological 
Society.’* 

The letterpress which 1 have quoted 
above was headed “ Popular Pap ” and 
formed a kind of frame for a photograph 
of Mr. Poppingtop, which seemed to 
show that his luncheon at the Bitz had 
not really agreed with him after all, 
and at the bottom of the column I 
noted the familiar signature of “ Mar- 
chand du Betirfe'' 

As usual when I read paragraphs 
of this kind I first of all blushed guiltily 
and glanced round to see whether any- 
one had ^noticed how eagerly I was 
drinking it all in. ' Then I put on the 
faint superior smile of recognition which 
I felt that the situation obviously de- 
manded. Good old Poppington ! One 
of the best. ’ What .recollections it 
stirred 1 Marchaiid and he and I . 

^When I left the Tube I carefully 
crumpled the paper -up and threw it 
away, and in the middle of dinner I 
took care to remark casually to Ara- 
minta, “ By the way, I suppose you put 
Little Pests on the library list ? ” 

“ Awfully sorry,” she said, “ but I *m 
afraid I hadn’t heard of them.” 

“ Poppington’s latest,” I said- curtly. 

“ I ’m afraid I haven’t heard of Pop- 
pington either.” 

I gave a sigh of desperation and 
leant back in my chair. 

“Well, really ! ” I protested. “ Surely 
the man himself — everybody — I mean 
— ^his — his eye-glass — his bulldog — of 
course only a few of us fully appreciate 
the extent of his actual research work 
— but still 

“All right, 1 11 get it,” she replied. 

. That finished off Araminta easily 


enough, but the situation none the less 
was serious. Paragraphs exactly like 
this had been meeting my eye in almost 
every popular paper for month after 
month, and, though I use two memory 
systems and have an electric scalp 
shampoo each week, I find them in- 
creasingly difficult to cope with. Who's 
Which already transgresses the es- 
tablished canons of literary art. It is 
almost as tall lying down as standing 
up, and fellows like Poppington are not 
even in Who’s Which. He had not, 
you observed, even obtained an O.B.E. 
What would happen if I met him at 
some public gathering or dinner and 
by some awful mischance forgot those 
salient facts 

It appeared to'me that a process for 
reproducing Abort biographies of this 
nature, in a slightly Jarger type onjlie 
shirt-fronts of eminent personages was 
badly needed ; it should be' coupled, I 
felt, with an arrangement of periscopes 
to help one when sitting beside the great 
man or standing behind his back. Or he 
might perhaps wear upon his sleeve 
something X like the divisional signs 
which were so useful in France. Old 
Poppington, for instance, might have a 
— might wear an — I mean there might 
be something or other on bis coat in 
red or green or blue to indicate the 
nature and scope ’of his secretarial 
activities and give a fellow the right 
lead. And to think that every week 
dozens and dozens of new Poppingtons 
are springing up like crocuses about 
me! It was a bewildering thought.' 
They were' becoming perhaps the most 
numerous and influential class in the 
community..^ I had visions of mass 
meetings of “ well - known ” men — 
“well-known” -ihefi marching -in pro- 
cession with flags to Downing Street 
to demand. State recognition, statues 
and, pensions, and insisting that it 
should be made a penal off'ence not to 
recognise their well-known features in 
the street. I made a great resolve. 
Why should I. be .left out of it ? . I de- 
termined to join the crowd. 

I had got rather out of touch with old 
Marchand for some time, and had in- 
deed forgotten exactly what he looked 
like, but I persuaded a mutual friend to 
point him out to me, and, selecting the 
psychological moment, cannoned into 
him heavily in the street. His spectacles 
dropped off and his note-book feU out 
of his hand. 

“Why, if it isn’t Die Beurre!^' I 
shouted, feigning an ecstatic surprise. 

“ I am sorry,” he said rather stiffly, 
when be had recovered his breath, 
“ but I am afraid I haven’t the 
pleasure ” 

“ I am John Smith,” I said. 

“ I am afraid I still ” 


“ Allow me to tell you all about my- 
self,” I said. And I did. 

I was a little nervous as to how he 
would take it, but the event justified 
me. When I opened my paper next 
evening I found the following words : — 

“Ean across John Smith of Havens- 
court Park yesterday afternoon. Chat- 
ting with him about one thing and 
another, he told me something of the 
methods he has employed to bring 
about his present celebrity in that 
salubrious suburb. He has never, it 
appears, written a book, collaborated 
in a review, appeared in a night-club, 
lunched at the Bitz, sat on a committee, 
or been summoned as a witness in a 
sensational divorce case. His record, 
I fancy, must be one of the most 
thoroughly unique in Greater London.” 

-There was no photograph of John 
Smith, but, biting partly into this 
paragraph and partly into another on 
the opposite side of theAolumn, was 
one of Mortimer Despenseiv the new 
film star, featured in Scented Sin, which 
really did almost as well. Dear old 
Du Beurre ! Evoe. 


MUSIC A LA MODE. 

There was a young singer whose 
moans 

Struck a chill to her auditors’ bones ; 

So she had to explain 
That she wasn’t in pain, 

But was trying to sing quarter-tones. 

There once was a basso, a swain 
Who came from the rolling Ukraine ; t 
He could sing double D 
From breakfast till tea 
Without any symptom of strain. 

There was a benevolent peer 
Who wished to make Art less severe. 
So he learned the Jazz drum 
And bids fair to become 
The black man’s most terrible fear. 

There once was a critic whose bane 
Was his dread of a style that was 
’plain, 

So, resolved to refresh us, 

He strove to be precious, 

But sank to the nether inane. 


“ Amateur Snooker Pool Championship : 
S. H. Pry Deflated.” 

Provincial Pa'per, 

It was noticed even during the Billiard 
competition that he never really got 
the wind up. 


“The chief obstacle to the development of 
water-power is usnalljr the question of finance, 
and if the scheme will not hold water from 
that point of view it is not likely to float.” 

Electrical Beview. 

And if it holds too much water it is 
certain to sink. 




The 


MORE ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

recently purcJuised by P.^W,S,), ‘‘Veby well ehowh, she was, wid the Wabd Uhioh Stag Hounds 

E BOYS USED TO CALL HER THE WIDDA, FOB WHY THEY SAID YE COULD ALWAYS HEAR HER SOBBIN* AETHER THE DEER DEPARTED.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Undbnubly Mr. Caradoc Evans is the bold boy. No 
doubt you remember (since they are so difficult to forget) 
the two volumes in which he dealt faithfully (and a bit over) 
with the manners of bis countrymen in the land of their 
fathers. I have heard, and can well .believe, that some of 
Mr. Evans’ own people were moved by this tribute even 
to the extent of threatening its author with personal violence. 
And now he has turned from Welsh Wales to English Lon- 
don, and gives. us in My Neighboicrs (Melrose) a further 
collection of sketches pleasantly calculated to prove that 
the general detestability of his compatriots remains un- 
changed by their migration from a whitewashed cottage to 
a villa in Suburbia. Whatever you may think of Mr. 
Evans* work, whether it attracts or violently repels, there 
can be no question of its devastating skill. His sketches, 
no more than a few pages in length, contain never an idle 
word, and the phrases bite like vitriol. Moreover he employs 
an idiom that is (I conjecture) a direct transcription from 
native speech, which adds enormously to the effect. Under- 
stand me, not for worlds would I commend these volumes 
haphazard to the fastidious; I only say they are clever, 
arresting and violently individual. Also that, if you have 
not so far met the work of Mr. Evans, here is your oppor- 
tunity in a volume that shows it at its best, or worst. 
Half-an-hour’s reading will give you an excellent idea of it.' 
At the end of that time you will probably send either to the 


chemist for a restorative or to the bookseller for the two 
previous volumes. Meanwhile, if I were the writer, I 
should purchase a bulldog. 


^ Mrs. George Wemyss has for some time past specialised 
in spinster- aunts, bachelor-uncles and charming nieces. In 
Oranges and Lemofis (Constable) she introduces us pleas- 
antly to some more. The plot, in fact, is chiefly concerned 
with the violent squabbles of an uncle and aunt, who belong 
to different sides of the family, for the good graces of Diana 
{who is nineteen, or thereabouts, and radiant), and Shant, 
(who says so — just like that — and is five). There are also 
several young men. To test his abilities in the AdmwabU 
Crichton line Diana maroons the most favoured of these, 
together with three other aspirants to her hand, and her 
bachelor uncle, on an island in a Scottish loch, hamperless, 
on a soft day. As the affections of all the lovers remain 
undimmed, you can guess what kind of a girl Diana must 
have been. Shant's even more responsible job is to tumble 
off a pony and allay the temporary tartness which existed 
between her two elderly admirers, so that nothing but 
oranges and orange-blossoms remain. Eeally, of course, 
none of the story much matters. But if you want the 
sensation of having stayed with delightful people in de- 
lightful places, where rising prices are not even mentioned 
or thought of, Mrs. Wemyss can give it you all the time.. 

Night and Day (Duckworth) is the title oi Virginia 
Woolf’s last book ; but there is no night for the author’s 
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clarity of vision, or her cleverness in describing every 
detail she has seen, or her delicate precision of style; 
there is only daylight, temperate, pervading, but at times, 
I am afraid, almost irritatingly calm. Give me one indis- 
cretion of sympathy or emotion on beha.lf of your char- 
acters,’' the reader is tempted to implore her ; “ let me feel 
that you are a little bit excited about them and I shall feel 
excited too.” The story, after all, is the simple one (to put 
it in th'e shudderingly crude language of former days) of a 
girhs change of heart from an unreal love to one of whose sin- 
cerity she eventually convinces herself. Katharine Hilbery, 
the granddaughter of a gi'eat. poet, brought up by a father 
whose only interest is in literature, and a charming mother 
who wanders in fields of Victorian romance, breaks ofT 
her engagement with a civil servant who has more taste 
than talent for letters, and chooses instead a man 
slightly below her in social position, but with firmness 
and decision of character 
and genuine skill in — what ? 

Ironmongery ? No, litera- 
ture. All through the book 
I found myself wondering 
whether a mind so finely 
tempered as Katharine s, a 
perception so acute, was 
really fitted for anything so 
cofibmonplace as, after all, 
love is. And I longed for the 
authoress, who explained 
every mood so amazingly 
well, to explain this too. 

Mrs. Norms is evidently 
a specialist in unconven- 
tional situations. In her 
last novel her theme was 
the intrigue between a man 
and his step-mother. In 
Sisters (Murray) it is the 
passion of a man for his 
living wife's married sister, 
and in neither case does the 
author seem to be conscious 
of anything out of the ordin- 
ary. Not that there is any 
air of naughtiness about 
the business. .Peter, a rich 
cripple, loved Cherry, the 
youngest and prettiest of the three Strickland girls. But 
Martin, a casual impecunious stranger, stepped in and took 
her in one bite before Peter could quite realise she was no 
longer a child. So in default he married Alix, who was, 
incidentally’, worth six of her. Meeting his Cherry, disillu- 
sioned about an unsatisfactory and unsuccessful Martin, he 
reaches out his hand for this forbidden fruit. Whereupon 
Alix, the selfless, drives herself and Martin over a cliff by 
way of making things smooth for Peter and Cherry, which 
was inconsiderate, if resourceful; for, while Alix is happily 
killed, poor Martin only breaks his back, so that all may 
end with the balance on the credit side of the Eecording 
Angel’s ledger with Cherry nursing her hopeless invalid. 
An unlikely story, pleasantly and competently told. 


My appreciation of The Ancient Allan (Cassblii) maybe 
measured by my keen disappointment on finding that the 
concluding pages of the book were absent in the copy 
vouchsafed to me, and that (apparently) in their place a 
double dose of pages 279 — 294 was offered. Nevertheless 
I can' “Safely’ assert that you will find this a yarn worth 


reading, for here Sir Eider Haggard is in as good form as 
ever he was, when both he and Allan Quateinnain were 
younger. Lady Bagnall, who is an old friend to readers of 
The Ivory Child, reappears here, having in her possession a 
mysterious and potent herb, which she persuades Allan to 
inhale. Then the fun takes on a great liveliness. Allaii is 
wafted back to the days when Egypt was under the 
domination of the Persians, and he in his ancient existence 
performed some of the very doughtiest of deeds. No one 
living can tell such a tale with a greater dexterity and zest 
than Sir Eider. And at that I will leave it, with one more 
regret that I was not allowed to be present when Allan 
recovered from the effects of Taduki (the herb that did it). 


I find that when the medicine of thought is wrapped up 
in the jam of fiction I generally take both more willingly 
than either- alone. “ But if my author, holding out the 

spoonful, protests that the 
jam isn’t jam at all but part 
of the dose, then my mouth 
does not open with quite 
its usual happy confidence. 
Miss W. M, Letts has said 
something of the sort about 
her great little book, Cor- 
poraVs Corner (Wells, 
Gardner, Barton), and I 
wish she hadn’t. It is cast 
in the form of letters written 
by a soldier in hospital to a 
nurse who has been good 
to him and whose lover has 
,be8n killed at the Front. 
Miss Letts introduces it 
with a foreword which con- 
veys the impression that a 
real Corporal Jack wrote 
these letters to a I'eal nurse ; 
but the letters themselves 
convince — or very nearly 
convince — me that the fore- 
word itself is a mere de- 
vice of authorship, and one 
which defeats its own in- 
tention of adding weight to 
the wise and tender and 
often humorous things the 
writer has to say. From his 
own death-bed Corporal Jack, together with his own love- 
story and' that of his chum Mac, writes what he can of com- 
fort to his friend, and whether his hand or Miss Letts’s held 
the pen the book is the work of someone who knows all' 
about sorrow; and only the initiated — who must be many 
for a decade to come — will know quite how well it is done. 

Of the late Mr. Noel Eoss, who, to the infinite loss of 
British journalism, died at the early age of twenty-seven, 
Mr. Punch cannot trust himself to speak with the cold 
detachment of the critic. He saw life with the clear eye of 
happy youth and set it down with the easy pen of a ready 
writer. Coming from New Zealand, through the War, to 
England, his natural talents were at once recognised^ and 
he won a position for himself on the staff of The Times. In 
the leisure^ moments spared from the' service of the Old 
Lady of Printing House Square, he would crack a jest, now 
and then, with the Old Sage of Bouverie Street. Mr. Edwin 
Arnold now publishes a collection of his writings under 
the title, Noel Boss and Sis Work, and Mr. Punch confines 
himself to commending the volume to his readers. 
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u understand that the Foreign class of worker, the argument, so pop- 

CHARlVARiA. Office takes a serious view of the large ular with the advocates of nationalisa- 

There are one hundred thousand number of public-houses w^hich have tion, that a miner's occupation is a most 
more people living in London than in been burgled during the last few weeks, unhealthy one, has been given a rest. 
New York. But they are only just It is feared that it may be the work of 

living. ... a foreign spy wdio is endeavouring to “ I doubt if even the youngest child 


living. 


“ The Home Buie Bill,*' says The ment ale. 
L'ish Unionist Alliance, “would, if put 
into operation, cause friction in Ire- ** A lar< 


a foreign spy wdio is endeavouring to “ I doubt if even the youngest child 
secure the recipe of British Govern- to-day will live to see the real fruits of 
ment ale. ^ ^ the War," said the Bishop of Lincoln 


* last week. I 

A large number of arnay tanks have on the O.B.E, 


Another unmerited slight 


land.” We are sorry to hear this, for been sent to Africa,” announces an 
friction is the last thing we want to article in a daily paper. However, as 


see in Ireland. ^ 

M. Geabski, who has just ' 
asked for the loan of three 
thousand million francs, is the 
Polish Minister of Finance. 
Yet people say there is nothing 
in a name. ^ 

A Welsh Prohibition Bill is 
suggested. We think it should 
be pointed out that the Welsh 
language is natural and not due 
to over-indulgence. 

:,i s;*. 

Dempsey, the American Box- 
er, is to be charged with “draft- 
dodging.” The other charge of 
CoGHRAN-dodging will not be 
proceeded with. 

si: 

Gold in the mouth, says the 
American Academy of Dental 
Science, is out of date. Much 
the same applies to gold in the 
pocket. ' „c 

We understand that an Ameri- 
can syndicate has been formed 
for the purpose of acquiring the 
sole rights ih-a suit of clothes 

by a London tailor. 

* 

* 

American whisky is said to 
create in consumers a desire to 
climb trees. British whisky, on 
the other hand, seems to create 
in the Am"erioans a desire to 
cross the Atlantic. 

: 5 : 5 ?: 


the brontosaurus is supposed to devour 


“ Visitors to the Zoo,” says The Daily 
Mail, “ should nob miss the rare 


I four of these delicacies at every meal, | spectacle of the highest iSve animals 

I under one roof — the gorilla, the 






/^i': . iR! 


With reference to the road-mender dainty animal may be faced with ex- 
who fell down last week and injured termination. ^ ... 


chimpanzee, the orang-’outang. 
the gibbon and man.” Natu- 

S rally everybody is asking, “ Who 

is the lucky man ? ” 

A merciless campaign against 
rats is to be waged by the in- 
habitants of a large Yorkshire 
town. This is supposed to be 
the outcome of the continued 
indifference with which these 
rodents have treated the many 
propaganda campaigns which j 
the town has organised. 

Liverpool City Council is to 
consider the appointment of 
women park-keepers. In sup- 
port it is urged that 'when it 
comes to persuading a paper bag 
to go along quietly the superior 
tact of a woman is bound to tell. ^ 

tin nation of the Food Ministry, 
it is stated, are still incomplete. 
It would be a thousand pities if 
a mere abundance of food should 
lead to the disappearance of this 

“ WiU the gentlemeu oa the 
day-maker difficulties), “Oh, dash it! Thebe Allied Surrender List,” says the 

THAT LETTER MY WIFE GAVE ME TO POST A WEEK OfficM GazettO, “ inform 

the German authorities of their 

it is feared that unless a great -many address?” This is a typical piece of 
more are sent out immediately this Teutonic duplicity. There are, of 




Holiday-maker (m difficulties), “Oh, dash it! Thebe 

GOES that LETTER MY WIPE GAVE ME TO POST A WEEK 


course, no gentlemen on the List. 


himself an explanation has now beenl 
given. It appears that the colleague 
next to him must have moved. 


No fewer than twenty- seven poems in each of ours, 
on Spring have been received by one 
weekly paper editor. Yet there are From Irelan 


The chiffchaff has been heard in 
A morning paper announces that all Hampshire and a couple of road-peckers 
airships of “ E 34 ” type are now obso- were observed last week hovering in the 
lete. We have decided to stick a pin neighbourhood of Wellington Street. 


From Ireland comes the* pleasingv 


Another Impending Apology. 

“Principal said there was a historical 


people who still maintain that the news that the wife of a well-known connection between the Boyal Asylum for the 
crime wave is on the wane. Sinn Feiner has just presented her [ Insane and the University of Edmbu^/’ 


husband with a little b'omberette, 


Scots Pa^er, 


‘‘The Irish swear by two staple bever- “The British rule in India is as savage as 

2 i,ges” sdi>js The Daily Mail, We feel, Since the publication of Professor that of the Turk iu Armenia.” ^ 
however, that an Irishman who was Keith's statistics of efficiency, showing Washmgton Times, 

really trying could swear by more than the superiority of the physical condition Not the “ George Washington Times,” 
this. " of miners over that of almost every other you 11 note. 
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MEN AND THINGS OF THE MOMENT. 

fMr. Punch cannot hold himself responsible 
for the vie^73 expressed in the following cor- 
respondence.] 

The Mallaby-Deeley Emporium. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I want you to 
use your influence with that great phil- 
anthropist, Mr. Mallaby-Dbeley. I 
know that he is too modest to claim to 
be a benefactor of the race, but I am at 
le^st right in calling him “ Mr.,*’ for 
that is how he describes himself on his 
shop-window, and he would never have 
done that if he had not desired to 
avoid confusion with the common 
tradesman. Well, I want you to enlist 
his powerful sympathy in the cause 
of the struggling middle classes, to 
which body I belong. I refer parti- 
cularly to our crying need for dinner- 
jackets at reasonable prices. I am one 
of those who spend their holidays at 
seaside hotels, where people make a 
point of dressing for dinner in the hope 
of giving their fellow-guests the im- 
pression that this is their daily habit 
in the home circle. In view of the 
early advent of Spring I approached 
my tailor, the other day, with inquiries 
as to the cost of an abbreviated dinner- 
suit. His prices were as follows: — 
jacket £10 10s,Qd.;~ waistcoat £3 SsM.; 
trousers £4 10s, 0d„ ; ‘ total £18 35. Od, 
I am old enough to recall the time 
when the most dlite tailors of Savile 
Eow charged no more than £10 IO 5 . Od, 
for a complete evening costume, un- 
curtaiied. 

I am all for the cheap supply of gen- 
tlemen’s lounge-suits ” for the so-called 
working-classes to lounge in. I know 
of no surer antidote to the spirit of 
Bolshevism. But let us not forget the 
claims of the middle classes, who are 
the backbone of the Empirjs. If Mr. 
Maleaby-Deeley cannot lielp us in 
the direction I have indicated, then,let 
Mr. Kennedy Jones, on behalf of the 
Middle Class Union, put a hyphen' to 
his’ name and open a 'shop for the sale 
of evening wear at'demi-popular prices. 

Yours faithfully, ‘ Surbitonian. 

Dear Me. Punch, — It would be a thou- 
sand pities if Mr. Mallaby-Deeley’s 
beneficent scheme should fail for lack 
of advertisement. Could you not per- 
suade your colleagues of the Press tq 
publish from day to day the route of 
his car’s progress from his private resi- 
dence (or the terminus from which -he 
debouches) to his place of business, as 
in the case of the new Member for 
Paisley ? My only fear is that the Goali- 
. tion Goyernment might be suspected of 
' adopting the Wee Free methods of pub- 
I licifey for political ends ; but this would 
Lsurely be an unworthy suspicion in the 


case of a movement designed for the 
benefit not of a party, but of mankind. 

Yours faithfully, Stage Manager. 

The Decline op Learning. 

Dear Sir, — I look for your sym- 
pathy when I say that I regard the 
abolition of compulsory Greek at Oxford 
as tantamount to the collapse of the 
last bulwark of British Culture. It is 
idle for the advocates of this act of 
vandalism to protest that the spirit 
of Ancient Hellas can be adequately 
conveyed in the form of translations, 
and ' to illustrate this futile argu- 
ment by reference to the authorised 
version of the Hebrew Scriptures. 
Admirable as that version may be, is it 
for a moment to be supposed that it 
can take the place of the original as 
a source of spiritual education? or 
that our appreciation of Holy Writ 
would not be a hundred-fold increased 
if it were fortified by a knowledge of 
the first principles of Hebraic syntax 
and by an elementary acquaintance with 
Hebraic composition. It is impossible 
to estimate the influence of such know- 
ledge in tending to endear the Bible to 
our youth. To me indeed it has always 
been incomprehensible that our Pre- 
lates, who presumably have the welfare 
of the Church at heart, have never in- 
sisted on making Hebrew a compulsory 
subject for Eesponsions. 

And now Greek has gone and Oxford 
is the home of one more lost cause. 
The gods (of the gallery) may be with 
the winners, but it is the losing side 
that still appeals to 

Tours incorruptibly, ‘ Cato. 

"Thh Times' Plight.” 

Dear Mr. Punch, — His many friends 
(among whom I take leave to count 
myself) will heartily syijppathise with 
Dr. Chalmers Mitchell on the engine 
troubles he h'as passed through, cul- 
minating' in the 'enforced curtailment 
of his scientific expedition..,. It, is 
gratifying to think that the pure and 
lofty spirit of research which animated 
the great newspaper-proprietor who 
sent him forth on this mission has been 
vindicated by the Doctor’s discovery of 
an unmapped volcano. Eegrettably the 
conditions under which he observed it 
precluded him from making an expert 
survey of it, and even from securing 
specimens of its geological structure. 
The possibility of such 4n unfortunate 
contingency, which may have escaped 
the consideration of the promoter of 
the expedition, was recognised by other 
scientists. But it was confidently exr 
pecbed by his Zoological confreres that 
bis voyage of exploration would add 
'largely to our knowledge of the habits 
and customs of the fauna of Africa, and 


notably of the giraffe, as coming, by the 
exceptional development of its neck, 
within closest range of his vision as he 
flew through the vast inane. 

Even better opportunities for the 
observation of animal life would, it 
was thought, occur during the occa- 
sional intervals spent on teira fimia 
for purposes of repose or repair. And 
indeed one is greatly intrigued by the 
following terse and airmanlike entry in 
the log for Eebruary 20th : “ Much dis- 
turbed by lions.” Nothing is said of 
the actual capture of one of these 
interesting denizens of the jungle,' but 
reference to such a feat might well 
have been omitted out of regard for 
brevity. Is it too much to hope that 
the enterprise of The Times' may yet 
be rewarded by the addition of a live 
lion to the Zoological Gardens ? 

In any case, by the exceptional 
opportunities he enjoyed for a careful 
study of leaking cylinder jackets insu- 
lating tape, red-leaded joints and miss- 
ing engines, the intrepid Doctor must 
have added largely to his knowledge of 
mechanical science, to say nothing of 
the botanical discoveries he made when 
his machine came within a few inches of 
contact with a banana- tree. ' 

I, for one, look forward eagerly to his 
return, when he will be able to narrate 
his experience with a fulness and free- 
dom of language impossible in cabled 
despatches. 

Yours faithfully, 

Stanley Livingstone Jones. 

A ‘^Malade Imaginaire’’ ? 

Bath-chair granted, small lady good con- 
dition.” — Ladies' Pajper, 



A Choice of Sinecures. 

’ Lady-nuese-help ; three girls (12, 10, 
eight) ; two maids kept ; month’s holiday 
(fortnightly) ; salary £.4:0,"— Daily Paper, 

“ Wanted, a Housemaid, wages 27s. 6d. , no 
duties.” — New Zealand Paper, 

“Lady would like to Join jolly Eamily for 
Dinner every night.”— in Daily Paper, 

Yes, but how long would they remain 
jolly? 

“ Windsor Castle Niggers, from His Majesty’s 
Chapel Royal, gave an excellent programme.” 

Local Paper', 

The programme merely announced 
them as “ Windsor Castle Singers,” but 
this no doubt was to give the audience 
a greater surprise. 

“The revival of the Hunt Ball, and the 
intelligence that the Race Ball is also to be 
re-introduced next month, has restored the 

dance season to its pre-war brilliance. 

The Hunt event passed off with 4claw," 

_ " Local Paper. 

Supper seems to have been all right, 
anyhow. 
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Mayfair Goig'g&\t\ ‘‘Now thek, get a move on, Tabzan. This ain’t a monkey neighboubhood.” 


WON ON THE POSTS. 

{With the British Army in Frmice,) 

The decisive victory of the Kaciag 
Club de Petiteville — late the deuxihne 
equipage of the Sportif Club de 
Petiteville — over the troisieme eqzdpage 
of the Soci4t4 Athl6tique de Pont Neuf 
would not appear to have any bearing 
on the washing of Percival’s collars 
and pyjamas; but, according to Elfred 
Fry, there was a poignant connection 
between the two. 

When the Sportif Club received the 
challenge they doubted whether to 
accept it, as the Soci^t^ Athl4tique was 
rumoured to include several veterans 
approaching fifteen years of age and of 
tremerfdous physique. On being con- 
ceded the choice of ground, however, 
they took up the gage and trained and 
practised with such vigour that two 
days before the date of the match 
Georges Barr^, right back, punted his 
toe through a previously suspected 
weak spot in the ball and irreparably 
ruined it. The Soci4t6 Athletique w"as 
informed of the disaster and asked to 
supply a ball, but they answered that 
no known authority or precedent existed 


for visiting tearhs providing the acces- 
sories. There was also an insinuation ' 
that the story of -the burst ball was a 
fabrication, designed to give the Sportif 
Club a loophole of .escape from a con- 
test that spelt certain defeat. 

Stung to the quick, the deuxihne 
eqidpage made an urgent appeal to the 
premier Equipage of the Sportif Club, 
who replied that this was the first inti- 
mation they had had of the existence of 
a deuxieme Equipage, and recommended i 
a tourney at marbles or a combat of 
peg-tops as being more suitable to their 
tender years. 

Naturally this insult could not be 
brooked, and it was decided to break 
away from the parent body and re- 
organise under the title of the Facing 
Club de Petiteville ; but this did not 
help them to solve the question of a new 
ball. Then it was that Th^o Navet, 
left half, and son of the bla?ichisseuse in 
the rue Napol6on, had an inspiration, 
and Percival’s pyjamas became linked 
up with the destinies of the club. 

^ 5j» Jjt Sj' 

“It wouldn’t surprise me, Sir,” said 
Blfi’ed on the ‘evening when Petiteville 
was ringing with the news of the 


Facing Club’s victory by 4 buts to 2, 
“if you are the only orficer in Mess 
to-night with a reelly clean collar.” 

“And why am I singled out for so 
much honour? ” asked Percival, taking 
the slacks which Elfred produced from 
between the mattresses. “Has the 
Washer -women’s Union handed in 
notices and made a complimentary ex- 
ception in my case ? ” 

“ Well, Sir, you 'ave been favoured, 
but it weren’t a strike,” explained 
Elfred. “ You know, Sir, there ’s been 
an alarming short ration of coal an’ 
fuel down in the village for a long 
time, an’ two days ago Madame Navet, 
who does the orficers’ washing, came 
up an’ said she was bokoo fashay but 
the washing was napood for the week, 
becos she couldn’t buy, beg, borrer nor 
steal enough fuel to keep her copper , 
biling , . , Do we wear the yaller boots 
to-night, Sir, or the very yaller ones? ” 

^ “ The light pair,” said' Percival, “ to 
give tone to the clean collar. But goon.” 

“Well, I put it to Madam j as my 
orficer was a very partickler gent, an’ 
she’d gotter do our washing even if 
she ’ad to light ’er fire with the family ' 
dresser. She said she was desolated ; 
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she ’adn't sufficient coal to take the 
chill off a mouchoir. I thought of 
trying to borrer a sack for ’er from the 
quarter bloke, but our relations 'ave 
never been the same since the time I 
took my weekly ration of ‘Pink Prin- 
cesses* back an’ ai'sked *im to change 
'em for cigarettes with a bit o* tobacco in. 

“ After she 'd gone I took a kit inven- 
tory 'an found we was down to our last 
clean collar, an* we looked like bein’ a 
bit grubby in the matter of pyjamas. I 
went a walk to the canteen to think it 
over, an* on my way Madame’s lad 
came up an* said 'is team *ad an im- 
portant match for two daj^s later an’ 
could I possibly oblige ’em with a foot- 
ball. Being a sportsman — I take a 
franc chance in the camp football 
sweep every week — I said I *d try what 
I could do, knowin’. of a ball which me 
an’ the other batmen punt about in 
our rare hintervals of leisure. But 
then the thought of that washing that 
wasn’t washed came into my mind. 

“‘See 'ere, Meredith,' I says. ‘Je 
voo donneray a ball si .votre mere does 
our washing toot sweet.* ” 

“ 'E looked blue at this an’ said they 
couldn’t get fuel nohow. 

“ * Gompree scrounge ? ' says I. 

“ It seems 'e did. It seems scroung- 
ing for fuel 'ad reached such a pitch in 
the village that people took their back- 
yard fences in at night, 'an they 'ad 
posted a policeman on the station to 
prevent *em sawing away the waiting- 
room. But our washing ’ad to be done, 
'an I thought if I got the whole of this 
football team scrounging they might 
find something as everyone else 'ad over- 
looked. So I pretended to be indifferink. 

“ ‘ Very well,' says L ‘ San fairy 
ann. Napoo washing — napoo ball,’ 

“That set ’em to work. Next day 
little boys were scraping the village 
over like fowls in a farmyard, getting 
a chip 'ere an* a shaving there, an* 
making themselves such a nuisance 
that there was talk of calling the gen- 
darmerie out. They would *ave done, 
too, only he 'd laid down for a nap an' 
left strict orders 'e wasn't to be dis- 
turbed. Then they slipped into the 
Camp, trying to lay nefarious 'ands on 
empty ration boxes, but the Camp 
police spotted 'em an* chivied them off. 
I never seen our police so exhausted as 
they were at the end of that day. 

“ ‘ I can’t think what 's taken the 
little varmints,’ said the Provost-Ser- 
geant. ‘It ain’t the Fifth of November.’ 

“ On the whole it wasn't a good day’s 
'unting, but this morning I was waited 
on by a deputation wearing striped 
jerseys, which they appeared to 'ave 
put on at early dawn. They said the 
fire was lit under the copper, 'an could 
they 'ave the ball ? 
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“I SAY, EXCUSE ME, DEAR OLD TOP, BUT YOU MUSTN'T WEAR THAT GUIifNE] 

NOW you’re demobbed. It simply isn’t done!” 


“ ‘ Doucemong ! ’ says I. ‘ Allay 
along, an' let 's see the fire first.' 

“ Yes, it were lit, but only just. The 
water was lukewarm an' the fuel *ad 
nearly all burned away, an* Madame 
was standing looking at it hopelessly. 

“ ‘ Pas bong,' says I to the lads. ‘ Pas 
assay cbaud. Voo scroungerez'ongcore.’ 

“They was frantic, becos it was 
nearly match time. I felt inclined to 
give 'em the ball, but the thought of 
you, Sir, in a dirty collar " 

“ You may keep the pair of old riding- 
breeches you borrowed without per- 
mission," interrupted Percy. 

“Thank you, Sir. Then all at once 
the lads 'ad a confab an' went away, 
an’ in a few -minutes they was back 
with some lovely straight planed props 


of timber, an’ they chopped 'em 
a jiffy 'an got the fire roaring 'o1 
gave 'em the ball, an’ your col 
done an’ the rest of your things 
drying an’ will be finished to-mc 
“ Of course I 'm grateful," sai 
cival. “You might tell your 
friends I ’m willing to be a vic€ 
dent of their club — on the usual 
What 's the name of it ? ” 

“They tell me it ’s called ‘ The 
Club,’ " said Elfred. “ But I thi: 
you ’d better give your subscrip 
the other club in the village- 
Sportif Club.’ You see. Sir, the 
match on to-day as well, an’ 
they arrived on the ground the;; 
someone 'ad been and scrounge 
goal-posts 1 " 


186 PUNCH. OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI [Mauoh 10,1920.- 


THE ANNIVERSARY. 

Having unexpectedly retained possession of nay seat in 
the Tube the other evening I over- read myself and ran past 
my station, so it was'rather late wHen I reached home. 

Hullo ! ” I called out cheerily. 

“ Hullo ! ” echoed Margaret in a flat sort of voice ; “ you 
back?”; 

I refrained from" facetiousness and told her that I was. 

“ Oh 1 ” ske' said. 

“ Well, well, Margaret,” I said in a bright and bustling 
manner, we haven’t got on very well so far,- have we ? 
Can’t you think of some subject on which' we can conduct 
a conversation in words of more than one syllable ? The 
skilful hostess should so frame her questions that not even 
the shyest visitor can fall back on a simple Yes or No. 
Now,” I continued, spreading myself luxuriously over the 
chesterfield, “ you know how shy I am. Try to draw me 
out, dear. I ’m waiting.” 

I lit a cigarette. Margaret looked' reproachfully at me. 

What was yesterday ? ” she said. = _ ! 

“Tuesday, my dear. We will now have a little chat 
about Tuesday. Coming as it does so soon after Monday, 
it not unnaturally exhibits ” 

“ Tuesday the 25th of February,” said Margaret solemnly. 

“Possibly, -my dear, possibly. But I cannot say that I 
find your remarks very interesting. They may be true, or 
they may not, but they certainly seem to me to lack that 
agreeable whimsicality usually so characteristic of you.” 

“ Our wedding-day,” said Margaret impressively. 

“ Was it really ? ” I said in a whisper. “ And you let it 
pass without reminding me. Oh, how could you ? ” 

Margaret smiled. 

“ I didn’t think of it till this morning— after you had 
gone,” she said. , ‘ - 

We both smiled. Then we laughed. 

“You know, we really are a dreadful couple,” I said. 
“ Your fault is greater than mine, tliough, I ’ll tell you why. 
Everyone knows that a man — especially a manly man — ” 
I tugged my moustache and let my biceps out for a run — 
“never remembers anniversaries, -whereas a woman — a 
womanly woman — does.” Here I plucked a daffodil from 
a bowl near by and tucked it coyly behind her ear. 

“ It really is rather awful of us.” Margaret restored the 
daff^odil to its young companions. V We ’ve only been 

married three years, too,' and yet already ” She threw 

out her arms in a hopeless gesture. 

“ Still,” I said presently, with my hand full of her hand — 
“ still I daresay we shall get used to it in time — forgetting 
the day, I mean. After about the fourth lapse there will be 
hardly any sting in our little piece of annual forgetfulness.” 

“We mustn’t forget to remember we’ve forgotten it, 
though, Gerald, so that we can test the waning powers of 
the sting.” _ ^ 

“ I can see this habit growing on us,” I said dreamily; 
“a few more years and we shall forget we are married even. 
I shall come home one day — provided I remember where 
we live — and be horrified to find you established in my 
house and using my sealing-wax. Or maybe I shall arrive 
with some little offering of early rhubarb or forced arti- 
chokes only to be sternly ordered away by a wife who does 
not recognise me. ‘ Please take your greens round to the 
tradesmen’s entrance,’ you will say coldly.” 

“ I think,” said Margaret, “ that we ought to be extra 
nice to each other now, seeing how short our married life 
may be. Let ’s begin at once. You let me tidy your desk 
every day for you and ” 

“ Won’t twice a week satisfy you ? ” I asked desperately. 

“Perhaps; and anyway” — she put a little packet. into 


my hand— “ here ’s my present to you, even though you did 
forget yesterday.” 

' “ You are a dear, Margaret, And now I ’ll tell you some- 
thing. It was ” 

Just then James 'came in and announced dinner. James 
is all our staff’ ; but her other name is Keziah, so we had 
no choice. 

As we sat down I took a small box out of my pocket. 

“ Give this to your mistress, please,” I said to James. 
“O-o-o. How rippirig'of you, Gerald! So you did re- 
member, after all.” 

“As soon as I got to the station this morning,” I said, 
“ I remembered that our wedding-day was to-day.” 
Margaret lifted her eyebrows at me. “ To-day? ” 

“ Yes. You are a little behind — or in 'front of — the times, 
I ’m afraid. The twenty-fifth was a Tuesday last year, but 
it’s trying Wednesday for a change now. Many Happy 
Eeturns of the Day, dear.” 

We both laughed. 

“ Now let ’s look at our presents,” said Margaret happily. 

DORA AT THE PLAY. 

[“You cannot buy a cigarette, or an ice, or a box of chocolates in a 
theatre after eight o’clock — by order of D.O.R.A.” — Advt, yassim.l 

Attentive swain, whose lady has commanded you to be at 
her 

Disposal as an escort on a visit to-the theatre, 

I give you precious doctrine that is certainly worth stick- 
.ing to, 

At least as long as Dora is alive oh earth and kicking too. 

If you would keep your fair companion satisfied and cheery, 
some . ' 

Provision must be made to fill the intervals so wearisome, 
For many a gallant fellow has discovered with a shock o’ 

. late 

That after 8 p.m. it ’s s6ll a crime to sell a chocolate. 

Though you may haunt the bar till ten and confidently 
mutter “ Scotch,” 

She may not evert clamour for a humble slab of butter- 
scotch, 

And should the heat suggest an ice — may I be rolled out 
; fiat if I 

Distort the truth — it ’s courting gaol that harmless wish to 
gratify. , ' . 

As for yourself, if you should yearn for blest tobacco’s 
medium 

In those long waits between the Acts to while away the 
tedium, 

And find you ’re out of cigarettes, remember that to sell any 
A minute past the fatal hour is counted as a felony. 

Unless the pair of you affect the life ascetic, you ’ll 
Be well advised to carry in a hamper or a reticule 
A goodly store of provender, both smokeable and eatable, 
For Dora ’s in the saddle yet and seemingly unseatable. 

Broody. 

Will the Imperial Government hen proceed to a new conquest of 
Southern Ireland? Daily Da]per. 

No, we expect it will be left sitting. 

“HIDDEK MUMMIES. 

The Museum authorities are receiving numerous inquiries when 
the mummies will be on view, particularly for school children.” 

Daily Pajyer, 

We hope that the N.S.P.C.C. will see to it that all mum- 
mies are allowed to return to their families without 
further delay. 
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MANNERS AND 

MODES. 


THEN AND 

NOW. 


IFrom an Early-Vieiorian packet “EtigueUe for Gentlemen" :-“If you so far forget what is elegant as to smoke in the ste 
park, at least never omit to fling 'away your cigar if you speak to a lafly. ] 
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GOLF NOTES. 

(With achiowledgjiients to Mr, A, G.M, 
Groome) 

Approaching. 

Taylor — or was ife James Braid ? — 
begins one of his classic and illuminat- 
ing chapters with the quotation Ex 
^ede Hef'culem^^' nor can even we of the 
Oxford and Cambridge Golfing Society 
venture to differ from so eminent an 
authority or grudge him so apt a 
phrase. Verb, sap, and, let me add, 
sat. To, those, few perhaps in actual 
reckoning (though I, wearing of right 
the wine-dark vesture— were there half- 


those who have also enjoyed a Univer- 
sity education will pick up — even as 
partner failed to do — what I, who 
write, am driving at. 

Bemembering how dear old W.G. — 
in those halcyon days when Gloucester 
was worthy of the cheese whereof she 
is now so chary a producer — used to 
score with that heavy cut‘ between 
point and cover, I too, greatly daring, 
cut it and laid .it (the ball, not the 
cheese) dead. De morUiis ; . . Bor as- 
suredly it was good— " 

The one adornment of this episode 
should have been a quotation from 
Aristophanes. It is not, however, 


the weight and the corollary is length 
increased 

Then arose a certain justly eminent 
author, whose list of tales is equalled 
only by the tale of his handicap, and , 
demonstrably discounted weight with- ' 
out pace. ' 

It was then agreed that a test ad 
hominem should be applied, and that 
the result of such test should determine 
the individuality ' of him who should: 
settle with our Ganymede. Partner 
and I pushed — ge^nitic et fremitu — a 
bulky sideboard against a paper ball. 
The inertia of the object was barely 
overcome. 



BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

IT IS A TERRIBLE MOMENT FOR THE FILM ACTOR WHEN HE REALISES THAT HE IS GETTING TOO 
FAT TO PLAY HERO, AND NOT FAT ENOUGH TO BE FUNNY. 


Blues in Homer's time ? — cannot com- 
pete with John Low et hoc gemtso^n'e, 
Cantabs confessed, in the prestidigita- 
tion of numerals and weird signs of 
values) — to those, then, few, but of 
many parts appreciative, who followed 
a certain foursome at Addington last 
week, my premiss should be intrinsi- 
cally incontrovertible. Partner, whom 
I had “made" with a drive well and 
truly apportioned — ex came ictum — 
partner, after much self-searching and 
mental recursion to the maxims of 
Tom Morris and La Eochbfoucauld, 
took his ball on the — 0 hori^ihile dictu 
(or shall I say horresco ref evens ?) — ^well, 
to '< be meticulously exact, partner 
shanked it. And it is just here that 


given to all men always to remember. 
Non cuivis, in fact. 

Op Impact. 

It was at the ensuing consumption of 
Bohea, or of its substitute as provided 
by a paternal Government, that one 
of the party, with the rashness of a 
d*Artagnan, reverted to the question 
of weight of clubs. Abb Mitchell’s 
driver, of course, gave him a handle ; 
but himself he, unaided, gave away. 
Bor it is not to be boasted by every 
man that he has been blessed with an 
Alma Mater, and that consequently 
logic is to him even as hair and teeth — 
save only that these twain be not false. 
Bor, said this unhappy wight, increase 


Then the man of letters flicked it 
across the room with finger and thumb. 
And the original theorist; became the 
poorer by the commercial estimate of 
four teas and jam. 

Putting. 

It has been said elsewhere, yet may 
not therefore be wholly lacking in 
elemental veracity, that putting is the 
devil. Systems more numerous than 
dactyls and spondees in Classic versei 
patent putters outnumbered only by 
howlers in Oxford responsions, bear 
witness to this graceless statement. 
Quite lately in these columns have I 
confessed — pulvere cinerihusque — ^that 
our side had twice failed at the incon- 
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Embient London Architect (submitting Ms designs to our Village Victory Memorial Committee and toarming to his work), “ 
SUBMOUNTING THB WHOLE, A GRACEFUL FIGURE OF YiCTORY, WITH WREATH — SO.” 


siderable distance of two yards, even 
after discarding the small thirty-two. 
But that further confession will be 
forthcoming is now wildly and pre- 
posterously problematical. For I have 
discovered the true exorcism for de- 
moniac influence in putting. It is this: 
First catch your putter. Put the 
whole length of the shaft up your 
sleeve. Then — but I must retain some- 
thing for next Saturday’s notes, and, 
besides, -I fancy the secretary of the 
Club where I am inditing these words 
has his frugal eye on the consumption 
of the note-paper. But what I have 
written I have written. Litera scripta 
maneL • 

THE COALITION OF 1950. 

“ Aren’t you being rather badly hit 
by the price of tobacco?” I asked 
Charles, whose pipe is a kind of extra 
limb to him. 

‘‘I have just been composing the plot 
of a novel,” he replied with apparent 
irrelevance. “ It begins something like 
this ; — 

“ ‘ Slowly and softly the violet dusk 
set in. The beautiful young Premiere 
stood at the window of her yellow- an d- 
black boudoir, gazing a little wistfully 
at the almost deserted pavements of 
Downing Street. A white pigeon 
perched * ” 


They aren’t white,” I said ; “ they ’i^e 
a sort of purply p'nky grey.” 

“ All right,” said Charles, unmoved, 

“ only it rather spoils the sentence. , ‘ A 
sort of purply pinky grey pigeon perched 
pompously * ” 

“Never mind the pigeon,” I said, 

“ tell me what was the trouble with 
the B.Y.P.” 

' “ A change in the leadership of the 
Opposition. The old leaderess had just 
retired and her place had been taken 
by a new one, a man this time, young 
and handsome as Apollo, who had 
thrown up the Chair of Cinemato- 
graphy at the London University to 
plunge bn to a political platform.” 

“ What was the programme,” I in- 
quired, “ of this — er — furniture- re- 
mover? ” 

“He was a reactionary,” said Charles. 
“ The Premiere’s party had won a not 
too sweeping victory at the polls on 
prohibition (not of alcohol, of course — 
that had been done long ago — but of 
tobacco).” 

“ How on earth did she do it ? ” 

“National economy, mostly,” an- 
swered Charles. “She had the wives’ 
vote solid, and they earned the more 
docile of the husbands with them. She 
had to throw out bribes to the un- ! 
married electorate of both sexes, of 
course, bribes which she had since 


been attempting to pay. Powde 
chocolates bad been made ch< 
There was the Endowment of Cir 
Act of 1948, and the Subsidized 
ball Bill of ’49. But all these i 
vagances had largely ruined the 
of the abolition of tobacco. A 
beginning of that year she had 
obliged to cancel the State holid 
Mondays ” 

“ Why Mondays ? ” I inquired 
“ Everyone feels beastly on Mor 
“But I don’t see why they s 
feel any better on Tuesday.” 

“It was twenty-four hours i 
Saturday,” he replied, “ and Sat 
was also a State holiday. Labe 
course, was infuriated, and unres 
every day becoming more app 
The by-elections were going agair 
Premiere, And now this new hani 
young hero had arisen not only te 
tallise the support of his own se 
capture the hearts of all the i 
electorate under twenty.” 

“ Twenty 1 ” I gasped, 

“ Everyone over fifteen had the 
chise,” said Charles calmly. “Now 
you, the programme of the Oppe 
was very cunning. They only pre 
to reintroduce cigar and cigarette 
ing. Edward Oburn, the young ' 
being a film actor, naturally s 
nothing but exquisite Havanas 
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Knowledgeable Female {j,ntei'jgreting costumes Jo the avwd). ** And [im— *s a Esquimoke/* 


this he had the support of the wealthier 
employers, but the enormous’' army of 
cigarette-suckers, male and female, was 
with him. 

‘‘ But I don’t see how he_proposed to 
cut down expenses,” I objected, ^ . 

> “ He was going to tax the printing of 
all words over two syllables in length,” 
replied Charles. The Press of those 
days was nob affected by the proposal, 
but a considerable revenue was expected 
from scientific books, high-brow -novels 
and Socialistic publications. Well, the 
Premiere, as I say, was a prey to sad 
reflections,' when suddenly the chur- 

chur of a taxi ” . - . ’ I 

Aren’t you thinking of night-jars ?” 
I, said. » ^ , 

“Possibly I am,” he admitted; “it 
may have been a chug-chug. Anyway, 
it threw a wide arc of light into the 
gloom and stopped at the door of No. 10. 
A few moments later the door of the 
boudoir was flung open and the Ohan- 
ceUorof the Exchequer was announced.” 
“ What did she want ? ” 

“ She .was a he this time, and had 
come to announce the inevitable — the 
very thing that the Premiere was think- 


ing about and fearing. ‘.We must have 
the Bachelor Tax,!. ”-he said.: ^ 

“Now, the Bachelor Tax had been 
tried some twenty years before, but had 
failed, partly owing to the number, of 
passive resisters who had had to be 
forcibly fed, and partly owing to the 
number of men who had shown sub- 
stantial proof of recurrent rejections. 
How were they to bring in a reason- 
able and satisfactory Bill? After a long 
consultation, lasting severar tours be- 
yond midnight ” 

“Did the taxi go on chugging?” 
I asked.’ ‘ ' - 

„ “ Shut up. ■ They, decided eventually 
that if a bachelor made a written pro- 
posal and, was rejected he was entitled 
to have his case tried before a jury of 
women, who should decide whether it 
was a reasonable offer and one that 
should normally have been accepted. 
If they found that it was, he was bo.be 
exempt from further efforts. The Bill 
was accordingly drafted, and carried 
easily, arid the sequel no doubt you have 
guessed. On the day after it became 
law the beautiful young Premiere re- 
ceived a neatly-typed offer of marriage 


from Edward Oburn. ^Tbey met; there 
was a scene of tte utmost beauty and 
pathos;; they became engaged, and the 
Coalition Government of the rniddle of 


1950 began.” . ^ ^ 

• “ How long did it go on ? ” I inquired. 

“Until the day of "revolution,” said 
Charles pleasantly, refilling his foul old 
briar! — the great day when Pleet Street 
ran with blood and the pipe-smokers 
put up barricades in the Strand, and 
Piccadilly became a reeking* shambles; 
Have you got a match? ” Evoe. 

“ The chauffeur, who sprang, into the vehicle 
as it started off, was injured when it collided 
with a lamppost. Both were removed to hos- 
pital.”— Fdjger, 

It is hoped that when the lamp-post 
has recovered it may throw some light 
on the accident. 

“ ‘,In a few more fleeting years I 

, The — will still be Earning Money for its | 
owner when other cars have caused their 
owners to become but a memory.” 

Provinddl Pamper, 

The advertiser ought not, we think, to 
have suppressed the names .of these 
murderous machines. 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI.— March 10. 1920. 














'<5';5‘<5 

h:'!;'-S 


iUjts^Si 




^7; 














*'*.#^*t 




iS;5 


r# 


w !i<? t 


r //C a 




’r 










^0§0m 




.ir^ S 








j^liS 


nWl 


'/' ■' ‘14 






m 




I.W 


?« 


r,y/^' 




l«- 


<ll 


l/r'i-'Micf 

7ll''^ 


®i 




>v I 






il'',i;Vi.. 

I ''Wv,'. 

hi' 




jlWSH . 
[fO^ClL 


'i^ 


'Ui 


iM. 


% 


m 


'^.■ 






THE KINDEST CUT OF ALL. 

Welsh Wizard. “I NOW PROCEED TO CUT THIS MAP INTO TWO PARTS AND PLACE 
THEM IN THE HAT. AETER A SUITABLE INTERVAL THEY WILL BE FOUND TO HAVE 
COME TOGETHER OF THEIR OWN ACCORD— (ASIDE)— AT LEAST LET’S HOPE SO; I’VE 
NEVER DONE THIS TRICE BEFORE.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, March is^.—Calendar note 
(extracted from The Wee Free Alma- 
nack) : ‘‘ Asquith comes in like a lion/' 

Everybody wanted to see the victor 
of Paisley make hisrentree. 

The Peers' Gallery was so 
crowded with his former 
colleagues that Lord Eoth- 
ERiiERE had scarcely room 
for the big stick which 
typifies his present atti- 
tude towards the Govern- 
ment. Poor Lord Beaver- 
brook was quite in the 
background ; but I am told 
that on historic occasions 
he always prefers, with 
characteristic modesty, to 
be behind the scenes. 

As the hero of the hour 
walked up the floor, es- 
corted by Sir Donald 
Maclean and Mr.THORNE, 
his supporters did their 
best to give him a rousing 
welcome. But they were 
too few to produce much 
effect, and a moment or 
two later, when Mr. Lloyd 
George left the Treasury 
Bench to greet his old chief 
behind the Speaker's 
Chair, they were compelled 
to hear the young bloods 
of the Coalition “give a 
louder roar." 

Binding the traditional 
seat of the Leader of the 
Opposition still in the oc- 
cupation of Mr. Adamson, 

Mr. Asquith bestowed himself between 
the Labour Leader and Mr. Neil Mac- 
lean, with whom he entered into con- 
versation. If he was endeavouring to ex- 



MB. ASQUITH SITS UP AND TAIGES 
NOTICE. 

“The Manchester School op politics 

IS DEAD AND THERE IS NO GOING BACK TO 
IT.” — Mr, Neil Macleae, 


poundfor his benefit themoral of Paisley 
I am afraid he had but a poor success, 
for in the ensuing debate on food-control 
the Member for Govan shocked his 
Liberal hearers by declaring that “the 
Manchester School is dead and there is 


no going back to it." In opposing 
the continuance of D.O.RA. Captain 
Elliot was again in good form. His 
best mot, “ With the Cabinet a thing is 
always either sub judice or chose jtigee,"’ 
will take a good deal of beating as a 
summary of the Ministerial method of 
answering Questions. 

I understand that Mr. Mallaby- 
Deeley disclaims being the customer 
to whom the Disposals Board sold 
577,000 suits of Government clothing. 
He makes a point of never being over- 
dressed. 

A suggestion that in view of the 
difficulty of filling diplomatic vacancies 
the Government should appoint suit- 
able women to some of these posts was 
declined by the Prime Minister on 
the ground that it was not practicable 
at present. I doubt if he would have had 
the hardihood to make this avowal but 
that Lady Astor had been ousted from 
her usual seat by Mr. Pemberton 
Billing. 

Tuesday, March 2fid. — Lieut. -Com- 
mander I^nworthy might be described 


as a pacificist who conducts a persist 
ent offensive. He accused the War Min 
ister of having made a false statemen 
about Conscription in America, and late 
on made an allusion to General Denikii 
wdiich Mr. Churchill, to the satisfac 
tion of the House, w^hicl 
does not exactly love th< 
Central Hullaballoonist 
described as “a singularb 
ill-condifcioned sneer." 

Lord WiNTERTON, onc( 
the “ baby " of the House 
is still one of its most popu 
lar figures. Members wen 
quite interested as he pro 
ceeded to explain, with ar 
engaging blush, that i 
“ hard case " which he hac 
brought to the notice o 
the War Minister was his 
own, and sorry vrhen tht 
Speaker brought the nar 
rative to a sudden stop b] 
observing, “This is no 
the moment for autobio 
graphy." 

The First Commissionei 
OP Works was roundb 
abused for having spen 
£3,250 on tapestry fo 
Hampton Court Palace 
But when it turned ou 
that the panel in questioi 
was the long - missing 
number of a set belonging 
to Cardinal Wolsey, auc 
that its recovery was large 
ly due to the enterprise 
and munificence of the 
right hon. gentleman him 
self, the House agreed tha 
bis completion of “ Seven Deadly Sins ’ 
was a venial offence. 

Other Estimates evoked more health; 



Lieut.-Commander Eenworthy. 



SUPPLEMENTAEY QUESTIONS ON THE CLOTHINCf 
DIFFICULTY. 

Me. G. E. Thorne to ask Mr. IVIallaby-Deeley (Controller op 
Suitings) what is the price op his latest cut. 

Lt.-Col. Will Thorne to ask whether any reduction is made in 
proportion to quantity op cloth purchased. 
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Hawker {to lady who is in Utter need of fuel). Eager as I am, IMaeam, to explain the merits op these logs at fourteen 

SHILLINGS A HUNDRED, I CANNOT 'IGNORE THE NOTICE EMBLAZONED ON TOUR GATE, AND THEREFORE WISH YOU A VERY GOOD DAY.” 


criticism . Sir Frederick Banbury was 
eloquent upon what he called a “ hotel 
for gardeners " at Kew. Mr. Hogge 
was for rooting up the Eoyal Botanical 
Gardens, since they were hardly ever 
visited by Scotsmen, and Captain Stan- 
liEY Wilson inveighed against the ex- 
travagance with which the British dele- 
gates were housed in Paris. Sir Alfred 
Mond admitted that they “did them- 
selves very well,” but pleaded that they 
could hardly be expected to go to Mont* 
martre — at least not collectively — and 
pointed out that some of the criticisms 
should be addressed to other Depart- 
ments. He was not responsible, for 
example, for “ clothes of typists.” 

Wednesday t March 8rd . — Among the 
things that they do better in France, 
according to Lord Sudeley, is the 
popularisation of picture-galleries and 
museums. He instanced the pictures 
on French match-boxes. But were 
they always confined to reproductions 
of Louvre masterpieces ? My recollec- 
tion is that at one time they took a 
wider range and were distinctly more 
striking than the matches. . 

One was reminded of Prabd’s lines — 

“Hume, no doubt, will be taking the sense 

Of the House on a question of thirteen- 
jience “ — 

when the Government very . nearly 
came to grief to-night over a question 
of five pounds for the Inland Eevenue 
offices ’in Manchester. In vain Mr. 
Baldwin pointed out the desirability 


of giving proper accommodation to the 
gentlemen who pick our pockets in the 
interest of the State. The House was 
-still obstinate, until Mr. Bonar Law 
declared that the Government would 
resign if they did not get their “ fiver.” 
As lie undertook, however, not to spend 
it without further leave, the vote at 
last went through. 

Thursday, ^ March MJi . — Lord Buck- 
master’s scheme for preventing the 
bankruptcy of the State is to make every- 
body invest a portion of his capital in 
Government securities and to withhold 
the interest until such time as the 
State should find it convenient to pay. 
This, he explained to his own satisfac- 
tion, was quite different from that 
dangerous expedient, a levy on capital. 
Lord Peel took a more cheerful view 
of the situation, and indicated that it 
was quite unnecessary for noble lords to 
get the wind up, since the Govern- 
ment would have no difficulty in 
raising it. 

Even the most rigid economists will 
not cavil at the latest addition to our 
financial burdens. The Pensions Min- 
ister announced an addibion of close 
on two millions a year to the annual 
charge. The increase is chiefly for a 
much-needed improvement in the allow- 
ances made- to disabled officers, who 
have hitherto been but scurvily treated. 

Mr. Higham objected to receiving an 
answer about the telephones from Mr. 
Pike Pease. He demanded a reply 


from the Prime Minister, not from 
a representative of the departnaenb 
impugned. The Speaker, however, 
pointed out that there were limits to 
the Premier’s responsibilities : “ He 
does not run the whole show.” After 
this descent into the vernacular I half- 
expected that Mr. Lowther would dam 
the stream of Supplementaries that fol- 
lowed with, “Oh, ring off 1” but he con- 
tented himself with calling the next 
Question. 

The debate on the Third Reading of 
the War Emergency Laws (Continu- 
ance) Bill was chiefly devoted to Ireland. 
Gap tain Wedgwood Benn, after spend- 
ing a whole week in that country, is 
convinced that all the trouble is due 
to the Government’s reliance upon 
D.O.E.A., and declared that the only 
people who were not in gaol were the 
murderers. That would mean that 
there are some four million assassins in 
Ireland; which I feel sure is an exagger- 
ation. The two hundred thousand 
mentioned by the Chief Secretary 
would seem to be ample for any country 
save Russia. 

Scarcely was this gloomy episode 
over than the House was called upon 
to pass a Supplementary Estimate of 
£860 for “Peace Celebrations in Ire- 
land.” As £500 of this sum was for 
flags and decorations, which, in Mr. 
Baldwin’s phrase, “ remain for future 
use,” the Irish outlook may, after all, 
be not quite so black as it is painted. 
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DEMODE. 

She, ^‘Somewhat aechaic — ^what?” 

Be, “Ye — es. All eight six weeks ago. Quits academical xow.” 


A BUY ELECTION, 

[The excellent precedent set by Mr. 
!Mallaby-Deeley in supplying needed goods 
at cheap rates may prove" a little -awkward 
if adopted by Parliamentary^ Candidates, as 
shown in the following anticipatory report.] 

Quiet confidence reigned in the 
ranks of the Muddleboro Labour Party. 
The action of their Candidate, Mr. 
Dulham, in arranging for a co-operative 
milk supply at sixpence per quart, was 
supposed to have won the hearts of 
all householders. They had no fear of 
Mr. Coddem, the representative of the 
great Bottomley party. It was true 
that Mr. Coddem had taken over a 
local brewery and was supplying beer 
at threepence per pint. But the Labour 
stalwarts argued that, in the first place, 
this would lose him the women’s and 
temperance vote, and, in the second 
place, the electors would drink the brew- 
ery dry in double-quick time. All those 
who failed to get cheap beer would 
revenge themselves on the Candidate 
who hid failed to keep his promise. 

The Wee Free cause was nearly hope- 
less. Their candid.! ate, Mr. Gulf, had 
made a desperate bid for popularity by 
offering, in conjunction with The Daily 
Netvs, cocoa at reduced rates. But the 
Labour Candidate had put the pointed 
question, “ Who made cocoa dear in 
the first place?” and Mr. Guff had 
evaded the question. 

When Mr. Stilts, the National Party 
Candidate, promised the public cheaper 
honours — urging that, if he were re- 
turned', it would be unnecessary to sub- 
scribe to party funds to get a title — the 
voters were quite unmoved. Perhaps 
they knew that they could get the 
O.B.E. for nothing, anyhow, and had 
no higher ambitions. 

The Coalition Candidate, Mr. Jenkins, 
alone said nothing. The Star, that 
famous organ of the Anti-Gambling 
Party, proclaimed triumphantly that 
the odds offered in the constituency 
were ten to one against Jenkins. But 
Mr. Jenkins lay low and said nothing 
Or rather he achieved the not impos- 
sible feat in a Parliamentary contest of 
saying nothing and saying a good deal. 

But the day before the poll Mr. 
Jenkins’s polling cards were delivered. 
They were headed, “ Vote for Jenkins 
and Kill Profiteering. Give up this 
card at your polling-station for freej 
samples of silks in my great blouse 
offer. I sell for 9^. llfcZ. a blouse 
usually priced at two guineas. Not 
more than six sold to any one voter. 
Out Sizes no Extra Charge.” 

A quai"ter-mile queue of lady-voters 
was standing outside the polling booths 
at eight o’clock. Hundreds of them had 
their husbands in custody with them. 
In vain were representations of the 


Pull Milk Jug and the Plowing Pint 
Pot paraded before them. The Wee 
Pree procession, headed by a Brimming 
Cocoa Cup, was received with jeers. 

When the poll was declared the 
figures ran — 

Jenkins (Coalition) . . . .20 428 
Coddem (Bottomley) . - • 9,344 
Dnlham (Labour) .... 9 028 

Guff (Wee iree) 2,008 

Stilts (National Party) ... 49 

And The Daily Ne%vs' headline the 
next day was — 

‘‘Corrupt Minority Candidate 
Carries Muddleboro.” 


Commercial Candour. 

Prom a poultry- breeder’s advertise- 
ment ; — 

‘*My strains of Rhodes are only too'wfell 
known.”' — 

^‘Miss Winnie , the charming and 

talented actress, writes : — ‘ I am quite positive 

I owe my present health and spirits to ” 

Advt, in Daily Pape7\ 

“Poor Miss Winnie has had to retire 

suddenly from the revue— doctor's orders.” 

Same paper, same day. 

We should have liked to bear the 
Advertisement Manager’s view of the 
News Editor. 


FREUD AND JUNG. 

[A reviewer in a recent issue of The Times Literary 
asks, “ Why should the characters in the psychological novel be in- 
variably horrid ? ” and is inclined to explain tMs state of aSairs by the 
undiscriminating study of “ the theories of’ two very estimable gentle- 
men, the sound of whose names one is beginning to dislike — ^Messrs. 
Freud and Jung.”] 

In Queen Victoela.’s placid reign, the novelists of note 
In one respect, at any rate, were all in the same boat ; ' 
Alike in Bichard Fever el and in Aurora Floyd 
You 'll seek in vain for any trace of Messrs. Juno and Feeud. 

They did not fail in colour, for they had their Peacock’s 
tales ; 

Their heroines, I must admit, ran seldom off the rails ; 
They bad their apes and angels, but they never once 
employed 

The psycho-analytic rules devised by Jung and Feeud, 

They ran a tilt at fraud and guilt, at snobbery and shams ; 
They had no lack of Meredithyrambic epigrams ; 

The types that most appealed to them were not neuras- 
thenoid ; 

They lived, you see, before the day of Messrs. Jung and 
Freud. 

(I Ve searched the last edition of the famous E7icy, BriL 
And neither of this noble pair is even named in it ; 

Only the men since Nineteen-Ten have properly enjoyed 
The privilege of studying the works of Jung and Freud.) 

Their characters, I grieve to say, were never more unclean 
Than those of ordinary life, in morals or in mien ; 


They had not slummed or fully plumbed with rapture 
unalloyed 

The unconscious mind as now defined by Messrs. Jung 
and Freud. 

The spiritual shell-shock which these scientists impart 

Had not enlarged or cleared the dim’ horizons of their art ; 

They had not learned that mutual love by wedlock is 
destroyed, 

As proved by the disciples of the school of Jung and Freud, 

The hierophants of pure romance, ev'n in its recent mood, 

From Stevenson to Conrad, such excesses have eschewed ; 

But the psycho-pathologic *route was neither mapped nor 
buoyed 

Until the new discoveries of Messrs. Jung and Freud. 

That fiction should be tonic all may readily agree ; 

That its function is emetic I, for one, could never see ; . 

And so 1 ’m glad to find The Times Lit. Supj^. has grown 
annoyed 

At the undiscriminating cult of Messrs. Jung and Freud, 

Let earnest ** educationists ** assiduously preach 

The value of psychology in training those who teach ; 

Let publicists who speak of Mr. George, without the 
Lloyd, 

Confound him with quotations from the works of Jung and 
Freud 

But I, were I a despot, quite benevolent, of course, 

Armed with the last developments of high-explosive force, 

I 'd build a bigger “ Bertha,*' and discharge it in the void 

Crammed with the novelists who brood on Messrs. Jung 
and Freud. 
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OPEEATICS. 

It has been suggested before now 
fchat Opera might be improved if the 
singing were done behind the scenes 
and the performance on the stage were 
carried out in dumb show by compe- 
tent actors who looked their parts. 
But the idea that the movements on 
the stage would correspond with the 
utterances olf it is not encouraged by 
the present lack of collusion between 
singers and orchestra — I refer to cases 
where a performer is required to simu- 
late music on a dummy instrument. 

This reflection was forced upon me 
at a recent performance of Taniihauser. 
It is true that Miss LiIiLIAn Stanford 
as the Shepherd fingered her pipe in 
precise accord with the gentleman who 
played the music for her. But Mr. 
MulIiINGS, as Tannhduser, took the 
greatest liberties with his harp. He 
.just slapped it whenever he liked, with- 
out any regard to the motions of his 
collaborator. As for Mr. Michael, 
who played Wolfram, he was content 
to fill in the vocal pauses with a little 
suitable strumming; but when he sang 
he was so distracted by his own voice 
that he left his harp to play the accom- 
paniment without visible assistance 
from his hand. 


I Eor the fine performance which Mr. 
Albert Coates conducted I have no 
word but of praise, except that I cbuld 
have wished that Miss Elsa Stralia 
had borne a closer resemblance to what 
is expected of Elisabeth. She seemed 
to want to look as much as possible 
like Venus, whose very opposite shei 
should have been in type as in nature. 
Her colouring upset the whole scheme 
of contrast, and one never began to 
believe in the sincerity of her spiritual 
ideals or that her death from a broken 
heart was anything but an affectation, 

O.S. 

A LEONINE EEVIVAL. 
Amongst the dead lions of the past, 
some of us have prematurely reekoned 
those of Peterborough Court. Matt. 
Arnold was supposed to have adminis- 
tered, if not the cothp de grace, at any 
rate a serious blow to their gambollings 
in Friendship's Garland. 

It is therefore a matter for unfeigned 
rejoicing to find that they are not only 
alive but rampant, with all their old, 
splendid command of polysyllabic peri- 
phrasis, One need only turn to the 
notice of "‘The John Exhibition” in 
last Thursday's Daily Telegraph, from 
which we select the following page: — 
‘"It [the exhibition] is a display of 


purposeful portraiture that helps one to 
realise the effect which Theotokopoulos 
produced upon his watchful cbntempo- 
raries, and to understand why the Cre- 
tan continued to walk alone on his way. 
If some insist on finding modern El 
Greco versions of Inspectors and In- 
quisitors-general in this John gather- 
ing, compounded of comparatively in- 
nocuous personalities, the privilege is, 
of course, permissible, and incidentally 
brightens conversation in irresponsible 
circles.” | 

But a higher level of full-throated | 
bravura is attained later on : — 

“ If reiteration may also be the mark 
of the best portraiture, pace Lord 
Eisher, commendation should be given 
to Mr. John for continuing to visualize 
the great seaman as Jupiter Tonans 
flashing in gold lace.” 

How delightful it is, after the arid 
methods of the modern' critics, bred 
up on Benedetto Groce, to hear 
the old authentic leonine ecstasy of 
Sala, “monarch of the florid quill!” | 
Mr. Punch, once hailed by the D.T. as 
“ the Democritus of Eleet Street,” on 
the strength of his “ memorable mono- 
syllabic monition,” in turn salutes the 
immortal protagonist of the purple 
polysyllable. 








198 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL [Mabch 10. 1920; 


WITGHCEAFT. 

{A liediaval Tragedy.) 

I WANT,” said the maiden, glancing 
round her with tremulous distaste at 
the stuffed crocodile, the black cat and 
the cauldron simmering on the hearth, 
“to see some of your complexion speci- 
alities.” ^ ) 

“You want nothing of the kind,” 
retorted the witch. “ Why prevaricate 
A maid with your colour hath small 
need even of my triple extract of toads*, 
livers. What you have really come for 
is either a love-potion — ’* she paused 
and glanced keenly at her visitor or 
the means to avenge love unrequited.” 

The maiden had flushed crimson. “I 
wish he were dead 1 ” she whispered. 

“ Now 'you are talking. That wish 
is, of course, the simplest thing in the 
world to gratify, if only you are pre- 
pared to pay for it. I presume Moddam 
would not desire anything too easy? ’* 
“He had promised,” "broke out the 
maiden uncontrollably, “ to take me to 
the charity bear-baiting matinee in aid 
of unemployed ex-Grusaders. The whole 
thing was arranged. And then at the 
last moment — * 

“Precisely as I had supposed. A case 
for one of "our superior. wax images, 
made to model, with pins complete. 
Melted' befoi^e a slbw-^fire 'ensures the 
gradual wasting .of. the original with 
pangs corresponding to the insertion of 
each^pin.” ^ 

The customer’s fine eyes gleamed. 
“Give me one.” • 

“twill sell you one,” corrected the 
witch. “But I should warn you.' They 
are not cheap.” r - . 

“ No matter.” ' 

“ Good. 1 was about to observe that 
since our sovereign liege Ejng Eichard 
granted peace to the Saracen the cost 
both of material and labour hath so 
parlously risen , that I am^ unable to 
supply a really reliable article under 
fifty golden angels.” ... ^ 

“ I have them here.” ^ - 

“ With special pins, of course, extra.” 

■ “ Take what you will.” The maiden 
flung 'down a leathern' wallet that 
chinked pleasingly. - The witch, having 
transferred the contents of this to her 
own pocket, proceeded to fashion the 
required charm, watched by her client 
with half-repelled eagerness. . 

“ Hawk’s eye, falcon’s nose, raven’s 
lock, peacock’s , clothes,” cha_nted the 
crone, following the words with her 
cunning fingers. 

“How — how know you him?” Panic 
was in the voice. 

The other laughed unpleasantly, 
“Poth not the whole district know the 
Lord OEil-de-Veau by reputation?” 
She held out the image. “ Handle him 


carefully and use a fresh pin for each 
record.” 

The maid snatched it from her hands 
and was turning towards the door of the 
hut when a low tap on its outer surface 
caused her ' to ' shrink back alarmed. 
The witch had again been watching her 
with an ambiguous smile. “Should 
Moddam wish to avoid observation,” 
she suggested, “the side exit behind 

yonder curtain ” - In an instant 

she was alone.. Flinging the empty 
waUet into the darkest corner the witch 
(not 'without sundry chuckles) slowly 
unbarred the entrance. 

On thp,threshold stood a slim female 
figure enveloped in a cloak. ' “ The love 
potion I had here last week,” began a 
timid voice, “seems hardly satisfac- 
tory. If you stock a stronger quality, 

no matter how expensive^^ ” 

“ Step inside,” said the witch. 

i{i :1c ' :1c Hs ^ " 

Some couple of months later the 
ladies of the house-party assembled at 
Sangazure Castle for the Victofy jousts 
were gathered in the ^ great hall, ex- 
'changing gossip and serf-stories in the 
firelight while awaiting the return of 
their mankind. ' 

t.“Hath 'any heard,” lisped one fair 
young thing, * “ how fareth the Lord 
CEil-de-Veau ? They tell me that some 
mysterious ailment hath himinthraU.” 
'-'At the words the Lady Ycflande 
Sangazure (whom we have met before) 
was aware ,of a crimson flood mounting 
swiftly to her exquisite temples. Strange 
to add, the same, phenomenon might 
have_ been ' observed in a score of 
damosels belonging.tp the best families 
in the district. The hall seemed suf- 
fused m a ruddy^glow that was certainly 
not reflected, from^ the exiguous pile of 
ppst-Orusading fuel smouldering on the 
great hearth. > > .... 

; Tush 1 ” broke in the. cracked voice 
of a withered old dame, “your news is 
old. - Not only hath, the so-called feyer 
vanished but my lord himself hath 
followed it.” 

“Gonel” The* cry was echoed by 
twenty voices twenty embroidery- 
frames fell from forty arrested hands, 
while nine-and-thirty : dismayed eyes 
fixed themselves upon the maliciously- 
amused countenance of the, speaker. 
Only one, belonging to the Lady Beau- 
regarde, whpequintedslightly,remained 
as though'^ unmoved by the general 
commotion. , 

“ Moreover,” continued the old dame, 
“report saith that ^ with him. went his 
leman, who, having some art in necro- 
mancy, transformed her beauty to the 
semblance of a witch and provided her 
own dowry by the sale, to certain addle- 
pated wenches, of charms for which her 
lover himself prepared the market.”* , 


“But — his fever?” an impetuous 
voice broke in. 

“ Cozening, no doubt. Of course the 
tale may be but idle babble; still, if 
true, one would admit that such 
credulous fools got no more than they 
deserved.” 

She ceased, well satisfied. “I fancy,”, 
observed the Lady Yolande coldly, “that 
I hear our lords returning.” And in 
the eloquent silence a score of fair 
young minds slowly assimilated the 
profound truth (as fresh tor.day as 
eight hundred years ago) that Satan 
finds some mischief still for the impe- 
cunious demobilised. 


TO JESSIE 

(“ one of the Zoo's most popular 
, elephants," now deceased). 

Jessie of the melting eye, 

Wreathed trunk and horny tegum- 
Entjjwhom I have joyed to ply 
With the fugitive mince-pie 
And the seasonable legume, 

Youth has left me ; fortune too 
; ' Flounts rciy efforts to annex it ; 
Still, I occupy the view, 

Bored but loath to leave, while you 
"^Make the inevitable exit. 

Ne ’er again for blissful rides 
’ Shall oiir shouting offspring clam- 
ber “ ' ' ^ 

Up your broad and beetling sides ; 
Ne’er again, .when eventide’s 
Coming turns* the "skifes to amber 
And the fluting blackbirds call, 
j Poised above a bale of -fodder 
In your: well-appointed stall 
Will you muse upon it all, 

Patient introspective plodder. 

,.Once, an anxious mother’s care, 

I D^ay.by day you roamed the jungle, 

. Felt the sunshine, sniffed the air ; 
Life, methinks, was passing fair ; 

“ But of that no mortal tongue ’ll 
-.Tell. "Perhaps you never thought 
.If it bored you or enraptured 
Till the wily hunter caught _ * , 

. You and all your friends, and brought 
Home, to England, bound and cap- 
tured, . - 

Jessie, fairest of your race, 

Now you ’re gone and few will miss 
'you;' , ‘ 

There will come to take your place 
Creatures less replete with grace ; 

Elephants of grosses tissue 
Will intrigue the public sight ; 

That, old girl, *s the common atti- 
tude. 

Still, these few poor lines I write 
May preserve your memory bright, 
Since the pen is dipjped in gratitude., 

Algol. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. PimcVs Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Wb are apt to think of Lord Noethclipfb as the “ onlie 
begetter*’ of the New Journalism. But here comes Mr. 
Kennedy Jones, M.P,, to remind us, in Fleet Street and 
Downing Street (Hutchinson), that he too had a very 
large share in its parentage. And up to a point he is a 
proud father. Circulations reckoned in millions instead of 
thousands, journalistic salaries raised from hundreds to 
thousands, advertisement-revenues multiplied many-fold — 
these are some of the outward signs of the success of a 
policy which the author summarised when he told Lord 
Moeley, You left journalism as a profession ; we have 
made it a branch of commerce.” But there is another, side 
to the medal. FrankensteMs monster was perfect in every- 
thing save that it lacked a soul. In all material things the 
New Journalism is a long way ahead of the Old; and yet, 
after chronicling its many triumphs — culminating in the 
capture of The Times — its part-creator is fain to admit that 
“public distrust of news is the most notable feature in 
journalism of recent years,” and that the influence of the 
daily Press on the public mind has hardly ever been at a 
lower ebb. This frankness is characteristic of a book which 
on nearly every page contains something to startle or 
amuse. The author’s experiences on his first day in London, 
including an encounter with a sausage-seller (more' friendly 
than Cleon’s rival) ; his negotiations for the purchase of 


The TimeSy and his offer of the editorship to Lord Cuezon, 
who unfortunately refused it; the provena7ice of “The 
Pekin Massacre,” which originated, it appears, not with 
a “stunt” journalist, but with a Chinese statesman wish- 
ing to pull the Occidental leg — these and many other inci- 
dents are admirably described by a writer who, though he 
long ago doffed his journalistic harness, has not forgotten 
how to write up a “ good story.” Be your opinion of the 
New Journalism what it may I guarantee that you will find 
its champion an agreeable companion. 


There are parts of Mr. W. J. Locke’s latest novel, The 
House of Baltazar (Lane), which will, I fear, make almost 
prohibitive demands upon the faith (considered as belief in 
the incredible) of his vast following. To begin with, he 
introduces us to that problematical personage, whose 
possibility used to be so much debated, the Man Who 
Didn’t Know There Was A War On. John Baltazar had 
preserved this unique ignorance, first by bolting from a 
Cambridge professorship through amorous complications, 
next by living many years in the Par East, and finally by 
settling upon a remote moorland farm (locality unspecified) 
with a* taciturn Chinaman and an Airedale for his only 
companions. This and other contributory circumstances, 
(for which I lack space, just enabled rne to admit the situ- 
ation as possible. Naturally, therefore, when a befogged 
Zeppelin laid a' couple of bombs plonk into the homestead, 
the ex-professor experienced a mental as well as a bodily 
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shake-up. I had no compUint either with the trans- 
formation that developed John Baltazar from the only 
outsider to apparently the big boss of the War ; while the 
scenes between him and the son of whose existence he 
had been unaware (a situation not precisely new to fiction) 
are presented with a sincere and moving simplicity. So far 
so good, even if hardly equal to the author s best. But the 
catastrophe and the melodramatics about War-Office secrets, 
preposterously put on paper, and still more preposterously 
preserved, simply knocked the wind of reality out of the 
whole affair. A pity, since Mr. Locke (though I prefer 
him in more fantastic vein) has clearly spent much care 
upon a tale that, till its final plunge, is at least lively and 
entertaining. 


The amateur of lace, whe-: 
ther as expert or owner, 
will be pleasantly stirred by 
learning that another book 
has been added to the al- 
ready large bibliography of 
a fascinating subject in The 
Bomance of the Lace Pilloio 
(H. H. Armstrong), pub- 
lished at Olney from the 
pen of Mr. Thomas Wright. 

Olney, of course, has two 
claims on our regard — 

OowPER and Lace, and it 
is now evident that Mr. 

Wright has kept as atten- 
tive an eye on the one as 
on the other. His book 
makes no pretence to be 
more than a brief and 
frankly popular survey of 
the art of lace - making 
chiefly in Northampton- 
shire and Bucks; and to 
it he has brought a wealth 
o*t^ various information 
(which the average reader 
must take on trust) and an 
enthusiasm that can be 
judged by his opening state- 
ment that ‘*lace ... is the 
expression of the most rap- 
turous moments of whole 
dynasties of men of genius.”- 
So- now you know. Even 
those of us who regard it 
with a calmer pulse can take* 
pleasure in the many excellent photographs of lace- work of 
different periods and schools that adorn Mr. Wright’s 
volume. As for the letter-press, though I will not call the 
writer’s style wholly equal to his zeal, his chapters are full 
of interesting gossip, ranging from the late Katherine op 
Aragon (the originator, according to one theory, of English 
lace-making), to some jolly stuffs on the literature of ’Bob- 
bins and tbe old Tells, or working-songs, sung by ‘'the 
spinners and the knitters in the sun, and the dree maids 
that weave their threads with bones,” I have a fancy 
that the whole volume has been more or less a labour of 
Ipvo (never certainly did I meet an author with such a list 
of helpers to thank), so I am glad to think that its 
reward in one sense is already assured. - - 

I' , ^ / 

, Jn j[%e Fawy Man (Dent), a most engrossing phantasy, 
^x. 'Xju Cope Ooenpord takes for raw material a family of 


Maida Vale, victims of all those petty, sordid, but deadly 
troubles known only to the middle class. Without warrant, 
explanation or excuse he introduces into their routine a 
sudden touch of magic ; the tired City man, the acid foster- 
mother, the children (mercifully devoid of any priggishness), 
and the pre-eminently human housemaid and cook are 
transplanted for a moment into the age of the knights- 
errant. Thither also are transplanted their special friends 
and enemies, all retaining their modern identities and their 
current troubles, and all getting unpleasantly involved in 
the troubles of the ancients, to boot. Eventually the 
interlude is found to have provided the solution of the diffi- 
culties, pecuniary and other, of the home in Maida Vale; and 

I will say no more than 
that a very telling story 
ends well and naturally. 
No reader should imagine 
he has read all this before ; 
the admixture of fairy ima- 
gination with the intensely 
practical things of life is 
something new, and there 
is a definite purpose in it 
all. The book may be 
labelled intellectual, but the 
characters always remain 
very human; thus 'George, 
finding himself back in the 
times of a thousand years 
ago, says critically, “ It 
looks* pld, but it feels just 
the same ; ” and his father, 
seeing him engaged in an 
assault on the castle, shouts, 
“ George ! put that sword 
down instantly.” Mr.OoRN- 
FORD makes his points with' 
such discretion and_ under- 
standing ' that even" tha 
roost solid materialist must, 
after reading, feel a 'little 
less sure of himself. 

I rather think that if I 
had the "opportunity of dis- 
cussing with Elinor Mor- 
DAUNT her Old Wine in Neiv 
Bottles (Hutchinson) and 
had the courage to say what 
was in my mind: Don’t 
ycm think perhaps that 
your vigorous' and unex- 
pected characters are out of story-land rather than out 
of life?” and if she riposted, “But is it necessary they 
should be like life if they are life-like ? ” I should be left with 
no more effective retort; than “ Quite,” or something just 
as futile. Eor there ’s no doubt that these queer villains, 
Chinese dealers, bold sailormefi, travellers, rapt lovers, do 
get over the footlights in' an effective way. They do the 
things that are only done in magazines, but they do them 
with a gusto which engages the attention. Perhaps indeed 
that’s what the author^ meant by- her ingenious ’title; 
though I suppose her device of setting before each story 
a longer or shorter, more or less televant, passage from the 
Old Testament gives a clearer clue to the precise way in 
which she interprets “nothing new under the sun.” 
I cheerfully prescribe of this old wine one -or two bot- 
tles at bedtime. Better not, I think, the whole case at 
a sitting. ‘ ’ 



Tra^njp. “Yes, Mum, I'm an old soldier; fought in the 

Mrs. Tommy Athim. “D' YOU still remember the Army training?” 
Tramp. “That I do. Mum. Haven’t forgotten a single word 

O’ COMMAND.” 

Mrs. T. A. “ Then, AROUt— turn I Quick— march ! ” 
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Prinx’E Albert Joachim, it appear?, 
did nofc take part in the attack on a 
French officer at the Hotel Adlon. hut 
only gave the signal. Always the little 
Hohenzollern ! , 5 . ... 

It seems that at the last moment i 
lsh\ C. B, CocHRAK broke offi negotia- 
tions for the exclusive right to organise 
the Carpentiee wedding. 


With reference to the pending retire- 
ment of Mr. Egbert Smillie from the 
Presidency of the Sliners* Federation, it 
appears that there is talk of arranging 
a farewell strike. 

The Berlin Vorivaerts states that ex- 
Emperor Carl has been xbscovered in 
Hungary under an assumed name. The 
Hungarian authorities say that unless 
he is claimed within three clays he will 
be sold to defray expenses. 


ference cost two million pounds. The 
latest suggestion is that, before the 
next war starts, tenders for a Peace 
I Conference shall be asked for and the 
I lowest estimate accepted. 

, A Walsall carter has summoned a 
i fellow-w’orker because during a quarrel 
he stepped on his face. It was not so 
miicii that he had stepped on liis face, 
we understand, as the fact tliat he had 
loitered about on it. 


“Will Scotland go dry? 
Daihj E^epress. Not on j: 


[ go dry?” asks The We understand that Mr. Justice A x:)ainful mistake is reported from 
Not on purpose, we Darlixg's weekly denial of the reports North London. It appears that a 
of his retirement will in future be issued young lady who went to a fancy-dress 
'■ TI ^Iball as “The Silent Wife"” was 


A new method of stopping an 
omnibus by a foot-lever has been 
patented. This is much better 
than the old plan of shaking one's 
umbrella at them. 

Mr. Llotd Georoe, we read, 
makes a .study of handwriting. 
The only objection that The Times 
has to this habit is that be posi- 
tively refuses to notice the writing 
on the wall. 

’ * ' 

It is rumoured that the Govern- 
ment will construct an experi- 
mental tunnel between England 
and the United States in order ( 1 ) 
to cement Anglo-American friend- 
ship, and ( 2 ) to ascertain if the 
Channel Tunnel is practicable. 

* 

Dr. C. W. Colby, head of the 
Department of History, has taken 
Sir Auckland Geddes’ place as 
Principal of McGill University. 
The report that Sir Auckland will 
reciprocate by taking a place in 
history awaits confirmation. 










I nail as “ xne buenc wiie was 
I awarded the first prize for her 
clever impersonation of a telephone 

Wg are glad to learn that the 
thoughtless tradesman who, in 
spite of the notice, “ Please ring 
the bell,” deliberately knocked at 
the front-door of a wooden house, 
has now had to pay the full cost of 
rebuilding. ^ 

After reading in her morning 
paper that bumping races were 
held recently at Cambridge, a deal 
old lady expressed sorrow that the 
disgraceful scenes witnessed ir 
many dance-rooms in London hac 
spread to one of our older univer 
sities. ... 


“ It is quite usual nowadays,” a w. 
well-known auctioneer states, “ for ^ — 
mill hands to keep a few orchids. W( 
understand that by way of a counter 
stroke a number of noblemen are 
threatening to go in for runner ducks. 


M \ Tyrolese hats have reappeare 

\ ia London after an interval c 
i ' nearly five years. We understan 

V ^ that the yodel waistcoat will als 

\ ^ ^ heard this spring 

/ / ^ *** 

/ A Welshman was fined fiftee 

“Well, anyhow, no oxe could tell that this pounds last week for fishing f< 
WAS ONCE A British warm.” salmon with a lamp. Defendant 

plea, that he was merely inves 

We [ on Tuesdays, instead of Wednesdays, I igating the scientific^ question 


as hitherto. 


reatening to go in for runner ducks. When hit by a bullet a tiger roars 
■•k;s* until dead, says a weekly paper, but a 

A Eotherham couple who have just tigress dies quietly. Nervous people 


whether salmon yawn in their slee 
was not accepted. 

More Boat-Race ‘^Intelligence.” 
“ The Oxford crew had a hard training 


celebrated their diamond wedding have who suffer from headaches should au hour and a-half under the direction of 1 
never tasted medicine. We ourselves therefore only shoot tigresses. them 


have always maintained that the taste 
is an acquired one. 


Mdoie ody .h<»t^tlgt«ses. “““ 

m , £ j. I.- catch Cambridge 

Two out of tea houses being built at ;o ^ ^ ^ 


A Greenland falcon has been shot in in other parts of the country are asking 
the Orkneys. The view is widely taken who gave the word “ Go.” 
that the wretched bird, which must *** 

have known it wasn't in Greenland, “ Marvellous to relate,” says a Sun- 
brought the trouble on itself, day paper, “ a horse has just died at 


1 Guildford are now complete. Builders i i. i i. i. 

,, i ^ L 1 • - “ The Cambridge people have elected to 

other parts of the country are asking g, ^ or ‘ loom.’ 

ao gave the word “ Go.” “ Oxford are using these sculls, too.” 

Evming 

“ Marvellous to relate,” says a Sun- We have a silly old-fashioned prefere 


brought the trouble on itself, day paper, “ a horse has just died at for the use of oars in this competiti« 

Ingatestone at the age of thirty-six,” 

An alleged anarchist arrested in Surely it is more marvellous that it did « On St. David’s I>ay, Welshmen wear a 

Munich was identified as a poet and not die before. ^ in their hats.”-— Prowirial 

Lest they should suffer from sw€ 
It is said that the Paris Peace Con- head ? 


found Not Guilty — ^not guilty, that is to 
say, of being an anarchist. 


VOL. CLVni. 


M 
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THE “NEW” WORLD. 

[‘‘Direct Action,” which. 'was regarded as a 
novelty suitable for an age of reconstruction, 
has now, by the good sense of the Trades Union 
Congress, been relegated to its proper place in 
the old and discredited order of things.] 

In these, the young Millennium’s years, 
Whereof thev loudly boomed the 
birth, 

Promising by the lips of seers 
New Heavens and a b'rand-new Earth, 
We find the advertised attraction 
In point of novelty is small. 

And argument by force of action 
Would seem the oldest wheeze of all. 

When Prehistoric Man desired 
Communion with his maid elect, 

And arts of suasion left him tired. 

He took to action moi'e direct ; 
Scaring her with a savage whoop or 
Putting his. club across her head, 

He bore her in a state of stupor 
Home to his stony bridal bed. 

In ages rather more refined, 

Gentlemen of the King’s highway, 
Whose democratic tastes inclined 
To easy hours and ample pay, 
Would hardly ever hold their victim 
Engaged in academic strife, 

But raised their blunderbuss and ticked 
him 

Off with “Your money or your life.” 

So when your miners, swift to scout 
The use of reason’s slow appeal, 
Threaten to starve our children out 
And bring the country in to heel, 
There’s nothing, as I understand it, 

So very new in this to show ; 

The cave-man and the cross-roads 
bandit 

Were there before them long ago, 

- 0. S. 

FAIR WEAR AND TEAR. 

In a short time now we shall have 
to return this flat to its proper tenants 
and arrive at some assessment of the 
dajpage done to their effects. With 
regard to the other rooms, even the 
room which Eicbard and Priscilla con- 
descend to use as a nursery, I shall 
accept the owners’ estimate cheerfully 
enough, I think; but the case of the 
drawing-room furniture is different. 
About the nursery I have only heard 
vague rumours, but in. the drawing- 
room I have been an eye-witness of the 
facts. ' 

The proper tenant is a bachelor who 
lived here with his sister; he will 
scarcely idealise, therefore, what happens 
at 5 P.M. every day, when there comes, 
as the satiric poet, Longfellow, has 
so finely sung — 

“A pause in tbc day’s occupations. 

Which is kno-wii as the children’s hour.” 

Drawing-room furniture indeed ! When 


one considers the buildings and muni- 
tion dumps, the live and rolling stock, 
the jungles and forests in that half- 
charted territory ; when one considers 
that even the mere wastepaper basket 
by the writing-desk (and it do^s look a 
bit battered, that w^astepaper basket) is 
sometimes the tin helmet under which 
Eicbard defies the frightfulness of 
Labs Pobsena, and sometimes a neces- 
sary stage property for Priscilla’s two 
favourite dramatic recitations 

“ He plunged with a delighted sciceam 
Into a bowl of clotted eweam,” 

and 

“ This is Mr. Piggy Wee, 

With tail so pink and cuiTy, 

And when I say, ‘ Good mornin’, pig,’ 

He answers veiowy surly, 

‘ Oomph ! Oomph ! ’ ” 

and sometimes the hutch that liarbours 
a cotton-wool creation supposed to be a 
white rabbit, and stated by the owner to 
be “ munsin’ and munsin’ and munsin’ a 
carrot” — when, I say, I consider all 
these things 1 anticipate that the pro- 
ceedings of the Eeparation Commission 
will be something like this : — 

Tie {looking a little ruefully at the 
7-aund music-stool). I suppose your wife 
plays the piano a good deal? 

I (brightly). If you mean the detach- 
able steering-wheel, it is only fair to 
remember that a part interchangeable 
between the motor-omnibus and the 
steam-roller 

He, I don’t understand. 

J. Permit me to reassemble the mech- 
anism. 

He. You mean that when you put 
that armchair at the end of the sofa 
and the music-stool in front of it 

I. I mean that the motor-omnibus 
driver, sitting as he does in front of his 
vehicle and manipulating his steering- 
wheel like this, can do little or no harm 
to the apparatus. On the other hand, 
the steam-roller mechanic, standing 
inside the body of the vehicle, and 
having the steering - wheel in this 
position 

He. On the sofa? • ' 

I. Naturally. Well, supposing he 
happens to have a slight difference of 
opinion with his mate as to which of 
them ought to do the driving, the wheel 
is quite likely to be pushed off on to the 
macadam, where it gets a trifle frayed 
round the edges. 

He. I see. How awfully stupid of 
me 1 And this pouffe, or whatever they 
call it ? 

I. Week in and week out, boy and 
girl, I have seen that dromedary ridden 
over more miles of desert than I can 
tell you, and never once have I known 
it under-fed or under- watered, or struck 
with anything hard.er than the human, 
fist. ” Of course -the hump does get a 


little floppy vrith frequent use, but con- 
sidering bow barren your Sahara 

He. Quite, quite. I was just looking 
at that armchair. Aren’t there a lot 
of scratches on the legs ? 

I. Have you ever panthers ? 
Do you realise how impatiently they 
chafe at times against the bars of their 
cage?- Of course, if you haven’t . . . 

Einally, I imagine he will see how 
reasonable m’y attitude is and how 
little he has to complain of. He will 
recognise that one cannot deal with 
complicated properties of this sort 
witliout a certain amount of inevitable 
dilapidation and loss. 

As a matter of fact I have an even 
stronger line of argument if I choose 
to 'take it. I can put in a counter- 
claim. One of the principal attractions 
of old furniture, after all, is historic 
association. There is the armchair, 
you know, that Dr. Johnson sat in, 
and the inkpot, or whatever it was, 
that Maby, Queen of Scots, threw at 
John Bunyan or spmebody, and I liave 
also seen garden-seats carved out of 
famous, battleships. - And then again, 
if you go to Euston, or it rnay be Dar- 
lington, you will find on tlie platform 
the original tea-kettle out of which 
Geobge Washington constructed the 
first steam-engine. The drawing-room 
furniture that we are relinquishing 
combines the interest of all these things. 
If I like I can put a placard on the 
sd’a, before I take its owner to see it, 
worded something like this : — 
‘“Puffing Billj^ the original steam- 
roller out of which this elegant piece 
w^as carved, held the 1920 record for 
fourteen trips to. Brighton and back 
within half-an-hour.” And after he has 
seen that I can lead him gently on to 
Eoaring Eupert, the arm-chair. Eeally, 
therefore, when one comes to consider 
it, the man owes me a considerable 
sum of money for the enhanced senti- 
mental value that has been given to his j 
•commonplace property. * 

Mind you, I have no wish to be too 
hard on him. I shall be content with i 
a quite moderate claim, or even with 
no claim at all. Possibly, now I come ! 
to think of it, I shall simply say, 

“You know what it is to have a 
couple of bally kids about the place. 
What shall I give you to call it square? ” 
And he will name a sum and offer 
me a cigarette, and we shall talk a 
little about putting or politics. 

But it doesn’t much matter. What- 
ever he asks he can only put it down 
in the receipts’ column of his account- 
book under the heading of ‘Deprecia- 
tion of Eurniture,” whereas in my ex- 
penses it will stand as “ Eicbard and 
Priscilla; for Adventures, Travel and 
Eomance.’' Evoe.I 
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Visiter, '*And how is tour newly-married daughter?” 

Mrs, BrowJi. **Oh, she’s nicely, thank you.^ She rinds her husband a bit dull ; but then, as I tells her, the good 

'UNS ARE DULL.” 


WINTER SPORT IN THE LOWER ALPS. 

About two months ago, after a course 
of travel literature and some back num- 
bers of The Badminton Magazine ^ I 
became infected with a desire to spend 
a winter in the Alps, skating, sliding, 
curling and yodelling in the intervals of 
ski-ing, skijoring, skilacking and ski- 
■ handlung. The very names of the pas- 
times conjured up a picture of swift 
and healthy activity. As the pamphlets 
assured rde, I should return a new man; 
and, though I am greatly attached to 
the old one, I recognised that improve- 
ment w^as possible. 

I don’t remember how it came about 
that I finally chose Ereidegg among 
the multiplicity of winter-sport stations 
whose descriptions approximated to 
those of Heaven. I expect Frederick 
forced the choice upon me ; Frederick 
had been to Switzerland every winter 
! from 1906 to 1913 and knew the ropes. 
I somehow gathered that the ropes 
were of unusual complexity. 

' The entire journey was passed among 
' winter-sporters of a certain type. From 
[ their conversation I was able to learn 
i that Badeloden was formerly overrun 


by Germans ; that Franzheim was ex- 
cellent if you stayed at the Grand, but 
at the Kurhaus the guests were unso- 
ciable, while at the Oberalp you were 
not done well and the central-heating 
was inefficient. 

I ventured a few questions about the 
sport available, but was gently rebuked 
by the silence which followed before 
conversation was resumed in a further 
discussion of comforts and social am- 
enities. 

On arrival at the hotel I took out my 
skates, but, on Frederick’s advice, hid 
them again. “ Don’t let people see that 
you are a new-comer ; there won’t be any 
skating for some weeks yet,” said he. 

But why not ? ” -I objected. “ The 
ice must be at least six inches thick.” 

“ Well, it isn’t done,” he replied. 
“ One’s first week is spent in settling 
down; you can’t go straight on the ice 
without preparation!” 

On the third day a Sports’ Meeting 
was held, as the result of which a pro-^ 
gramme of the season was published. 
It was announced that there would be, 
weekly, three dances and one bridge 
tburnament; a theatrical performance 
would be given once a fortnight, and 


the blank evenings filled with either 
a concert or an entertainment. I began " 
to wonder how I could squeeze in time 
for sleep. 

In order that boredom might not 
overtake the guests before evening 
came, a magnificent tea was served 
from four to six. During the afternoon 
one could visit the other hotels of the 
place and usually found some function 
in prog:rcss. We were not expected to 
breakfast before ten, and the short time 
that remained before lunch was spent 
in a walk to the rink, where we would 
solemnly take a few steps on the ice, 
murmur, ‘*Not in condition yet,” and 
return to the hotel. i 

After about a fortnight of this I an- ^ 
nounced to Frederick. that I was going 
to skate, no matter how far from per- 
fection the ice proved to be. 

Frederick was indignant. 

“ You ’ll make yourself both conspic- 
uous and unpopular. The two Harriotts 
are giving an exhibition to-morrow ; if 
you spoil the ice for them their show 
will be ruined.” 

“Very well, then,” said I, “I will 
borrow'some ski and mess about on the 
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** You ean*fe do that/' he replied, hor- 
rified; “the professionals are coming 
next week for the open competition, and 
if they don't find clean snow " 

“ All right ; I’ll get one of those grid- 
irons and course down the ice-run. I 
suppose that 's what the ice-run is for,’* 
said I bitterly. 

“ And spoil the Alpine Derby, which 
you know is fixed for the "tenth ? ’* 
Frederick addressed me with some se- 
verity. “ Look here — you must choose 
your sport and stick to it. I nin a 
ski-er; you don’t find me skating or 
bobbing or curling.” 

“ Or ski-ing,” I added. 

“Before ski-ing,” he informed me, 
“one must have one’s ski in perfect con- 
dition. Mine are improving daily.” 

• Frederick in fact spent his short 
mornings in giving instructions as to 
how his ski were to be oiled and rubbed. 
All the most complicated operations 
of unction and massage were performed 
upon them, and all the time Frederick 
watched over them as over a sick child. 

- Next I was told. that the height of 
the season had arrived. The round of 
indoor entertainments went on and 
almost daily the guests walked to some 
near point to witness performances by 
professionals who seemed to tour the 
country for that purpose. 

Just when there appeared to be a 
slight prospect of some general outdoor 
activity (and Frederick’s ski were pro- 
nounced perfect) a thaw occurred. I 
atn bound to say that the event was 
received philosophically. Not a single 
member of the company made any 
complaint; they faced adversity like 
true Britons and boldly sat in the warm 
hotel to save themselves for the evening. 
Nor did their distress put them off their 
feed; they punished the tea unmerci- 
fully, showing scarcely a sign of the 
aching sorrow .which devoured them. 

Soon it froze again. The daily visit 
to the ice was made and Frederick’s 
ski were once more put into training. 

As for me I began to believe that 
there was something shameful or dis- 
graceful in my desire to skate. So I left 
secretly for Sicily. Here I can enjoy 
passive entertainment without being 
unpleasantly chilled. 

Well, a few days ago I received from 
Frederick a letter, from which the 
following is a quotation: “The final 
thaw has now occurred and the season : 
is ended. It has been one of the most 
successful on record. The full pro- i 
gramme was carried out to the letter ; ; 
I wish you had been here for the last 
Fancy Dress, My ski were really fit 
and I was looking forward to some 
I great days on the snow. I think I 
I made a bit of a hit too, playing Lm'd 
Twmkles in The Gay LifeJ* 



ANOTHER BLOW FOR THE COALITION.^' 

Sombre Beveller* “Is this Paddistgto^s ? " 

“PaddiijctTON 7 K’o ! It Merstham. Why, you aix't evex ox the 
RAILWAY. This is South-Eastern and Chatham:.” 

Reveller, “There y’are, y' see. That’s what comes op Gov’mext coxtr 
RAILWAYS.” 


The ski will no doubt miss Frederick’s 
affectionate attention; ho w'as very 
fond of them. 

Yesterday, by the purest accident I 
came across Claudia, like myself en- 
joying the warmth and sunshine. 

“ Oh, you ’ve been to Freidegg ; bow 
lovely 1 1 went to Kestaag this year and 
was very glad to leave. Nothing to 


do in the evening but sit round 
All day the hotel was like a wil< 
and outside nothing bub a lot 
falling about in the snow. TLk 
too tired to do anything duri 
evening. It was horrid. Next 
shall be more careful and ehoos 
bright place like Freidegg.” 

Next time I too shall be more 
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HOUND-FOXES. 


It was really IsaM’s idea. Bufi it 
must be admitted that the Foxes took 
it up with remarkable promptitude. 
How it I'eached them is uncertaio, but 
maybe the little bird that nests outside 
her nm^ry window knows more than 
we do. 

Tiae idea owed its inception to my 
attempt at explaining the pink-coated 
horsemen depicted on an old Christmas 
card. I did my best, right up to and 
including the ** worry/’ in which Isabel 
joined with enthusiasm. Then she 
went to bed. 

But not to sleep. As I passed by 
the open door I heard a small excited 
voice expounding to a lymphatic dolly 
the whole mystery of fox-hunting : — 
“And there was a wood, and there 
was a saielL And all the peoploos 
on *narimn$ huge high ho^es. And 
neu all the hound-foxes runned after 
the smell and eated it ail up.*’ 

A fortnight later, taking a short cut 
through the Squire’s coverts, I sat 
do\ya to enjoy the glory of woodland 
springtime. “ There was a wood and 
there was a smell.” Thei*6 certainly 
was ; in fact I was all but sitting upon 
an earth. 

Ail this is credible enough. Now I 
hope you will believe the rest of the 
story. 

A dirty sheet of paper lay near 
Eeynard’s front doorstep. Idly curious, i 
1 picked it up. Strange paper, a form 
of print that I had never seen before ; . 
mat'ked too with dirty pads. ] 

It was a newspaper of sorts. Pro- j 
minent notices adjured the reader to i 
“ Write to Jofm Fox al>out it.” The s 
leading article was headed 

“An Appeal.” a 

“ Foxes of Britain 1 ” it began ; “ op- i 
posed though we have always been to 
revolutionary politics, a clear line is 
indicated to us out of the throes of the s 
Ee-birth. The old feudal relations be- n 
tween Foxes and Men have iiad their s 
day. The England that has been the ij 
paradise of the wealthy, of the pink- h 
coated, of the doubly second-horsed, 
must became that of the oppressed, the c 
hunted, the hand-to-mouth liver. In a f< 
word, we have had enough of Fox- k 
Hounds; henceforth we will have P 
Hound-Foxes.” 

Then the policy was outlined. Foxes ai 
could not hunt hounds — no; but they “ 
could lead them a dog’s life. They had 
been in the past too sporting; thought 
; too little of their own safety, too much 
of the pleasure of the Hunt and of the m 
reputation of its country. hi 

Henceforth the League of Hound- 
Foxes would dispense justice to the 3. 
oppressors. No more forty - minute isi 


bursts over the best line in the country; 
no more grass and easy fences ; no more 
t favourable crossing points at the Whis- 
tc sendine Brook ; no more rhapsodies in 
f. The Field over “ a game and gallant 
t fox,” 

3 A Hound-Fox would be game, but 
1 not gallant. He would carry with him 
a large-scale specially - marked map, 

7 showing where bullfinches were un- 
l stormable; where the only gaps har- 
i boured on the far side a slimy ditch ; 

[ where woods were rideless; where 
[ wire was unmarked; where railways 
y lured to destruction — over and through 
each and every point would the Hound- 
^ Fox entice the cursing Hunt. 

I As for the Hounds, they feared no 
’ obstacles, but they hated mockery. 

They should be led on to the premises 
I of sausage factories ; through villages, 
to be greeted as brothers-in-the-chase 
by forty yelping curs; into infant- 
■ schools (tliat old joke), where the de- 
lighted babes would throw arms around 
their necks and call them “ Doggie,” 
until both men and hounds would begin 
to question whether the game were 
worth the candle. 

Therefore let every eligible vulpine 
enroll himself to-day as a Hound- Fox. 
They niust be dog-foxes, rising three or 
over, of good stamina, with plenty of 
scent, intelligent and preferably unmar- 
ried. The League Secretary was 

(here followed the name, earth and ! 
covert of a well-known veteran). < 

There was other matter, of course. . 
I A “ Grand Prize Competition— A Tur- 
key a Week for Life 1 ” was announced. ■' 
A humorous article on Earth-Stoppers ] 
and, on the “ Vixens’ Page,” a discus- 1 
sion as to the edibility of Pekinese. 1 
Absent-mindedly I crumpled up the 1 
astounding rag and thrust it down the s 
hole. 


I arose stiff, bemused. The hot March 
sunshine and the song of birds had left 
me drowsy. A glance at my watch 
showed me, to my astonishment, that 
it w'as tea-time. So I made my way 
home. 

The reception of my story was as 
cold as the tea. They weren’t such 
fools, they said, as to believe it. So, 
knowing your larger charity, dear Mr. 
Punch, I send it to you. 

And I shall await that retrospective 
article in some Maytime Field, entitled 
“ A Season of Disasters.” 


A Critical Problem. 

The Admirable Crkhton is stili ono of the 
most captivating of modern plays, rich in 
humour, seenieally ‘ telling » and elose-packed 
with Barrieisms.” — Times. 

Crichton* is one of the most agreeable 
Barrie plays, because it is so free frcmi Barrie- 
isms.’^—Majichester Omrdian. 


SURMISES AND SURPRISES. 

s- The appearance of the Dean of St. 
n Paul’s at a recent social gathering not 
it in the character of a wet blanket, but 
as a teller of jocund tales and a retailer 
it of humorous anecdotes, must not be 
n taken as an isolated and transient trans- 
1 , formation, but as foreshadowing a gen- 
i- eral conversion of writers and publicists 
:- hitherto associated with utterances of 
; a mordant, bitter, sardonic and pessi- 
8 mistie tone. 

s It is rumoured at Cambridge that 
h Mr. Maynard Keynes, mollified by the 
I- reception of his momentous w^ork, has 
plunged into an orgy of optimism, the 

0 first-fruits of which will be a treatise 
^ on The Gasironoinic Consequences of 
s the Peace. Those who have been for- 
i, tunate enough to see, the MS. declare 
3 that the personal sketches of Mr. 

- CLYNES.'Mr. G. H. Eobbrts, Mr. Hoo- | 

- VEE and M. Escoffiee are marked by 

1 a coruscating wit unparalleled in the 
annals of Dietetics. The account of a 

i dinner at the “ White Horse ” is per- | 
j haps the gIqh of an exceptionally ex- 
hilarating entertainment. 

) ^ This agreeable swing of the pendulum 
, is further illustrated by the report that 
* Mr. Philip Gibbs, by way of counter- 
: acting the depression caused by his last 
book, is contemplating a palliative under 
the title of JSumotifs of the Some Front. 

It is hoped that the book will come 
out serially in the pages* of The Eibbert 
Journal. 

Very welcome too is the report, not 
yet officially confirmed, that Sir E. 
Bay Lankester is engage^d on*a genial 
biography of Sir Arthue Conan Doyle, 
with s^ial reference to his achieve- 
ments in the domain of psychical re- 
search. 

Othp similar rumours are flying 
atout in Fleet Street, but we give them 
with necessary reserve. One of them 
credits Mr. Lyttgn Steachey with the 
resolve to indite panegyric of the 
Archbishop of Canterbury. Another 
ascribes to Lord Fisher the preparation 
of a treatise on The Evils of Egotism. 

The Week’s Great Thought. 

I “ We are at a crisis, and a cri^tical one at 
;mat . — Sir Archibald Salvidge in ^^The 
Sunday Chromde,'^ 

In a Good Cause* 

A special matinee is to be given by 
Mr. Chaeles Gulliver at tho Pal- 
ladium. on Friday, March 19 fch, for the 
national Children’s Adoption Associa- 
tion. Mrs. Lloxd George, who makes 
a strong appeal for this good work, 
applications for tickets at 
and cheques 

should be made payable.to her. 




the elect are pr ivileged to 

SONGS OF THE HOME. 

IV. — ^The Babbistee Husband. 
Sow doth the Barrister delight ^ 
According to his soi't^ 

To mix in ojiy form of fight 
In any hind of Courts 

When Nurse’s temper runs amok. 
And Cook is by the ears. 

And all the home is terror-struck 
By notices and tears, 

And Madame begs me estimate 
What argument or bounce ’ll 
Restore and keep the peace, I state 
Opinion of Counsel : — 


MANNERS AND MODES. 

SEE THE FINISHED STATUE OP HERCULES BY A CELEBRATED SCULP 


■■ Wiiih language dignified and terse » You ’d say to weep was merelj 
And with a haughty look And, what was more, they ]m< 

I should annihilate the Nurse “ I shouU,’ say I ; 

And coldly crush the Cook ; Is : “ Come along and do it. 

And, if they started in to weep, "Sow doth the Barrister delight 

A word would make them stow resort, 

it : — ^ A^id hurry from the losing fight 

* That ’s not efifective, merely cheap seek a^ioiher Court, 

And, what is more, you know it.’ ” =================== 

. , ^ „ 1 “Mmo. Tetrazzini had not been ] 

“ You-’d bring the Cook, says sney lO foj. five years and some little 

1 * rt-P rtTTTtTXr’W 'rYllOfb'h 


book , ^ , 

By just a look ? ” “I should.’ 

** By something terse you *d make the 
Nurse 

Teel even worse ? ” “I would. 


aaaaaaaay shd cf owyyy might lia 
busy on her voice. Well, it has scan 
Scitih African . 

Her many admirers will he . 
know this. 
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THE BOAT-RACE AGAIN. 

Ih June, 1911, 1 took a bouse on the 
Thames, in order to make sure of a 
good view of the Boat-Eace; then a 
man threw a bomb at Serajevo and 
ruined my plans. But now it is going 
to happen again. And instead of fight- 
ing with a vast crowd at Hammersmith 
Bridge I shall simply walk up into the 
bathroom and look out of the window. 
It is wonderful. 

Yet meanwhile I have lost some of 
my illusions about this race. I have a 
boat myself ; I myself have rowed all 


the crowd w^ould get a good look at 
tiiem, instead of seeing them for ten 
seconds. The race ought to be rowed 
against the tide. Then it really would 
be a feat of strength; then it really 
would take ten years off their lives — 
perhaps more. Then perhaps small boys 
would drop things on them from the 
bridges, as they do on me. I wonder 
they don’t try to do that now. Tliere 
is a certain quiet satisfaction in drop- 
ping things on people, especially if 
they are labouring under Hammer- 
smith Bridge against the tide, and I 
should imagine that the temptation to 


rudder moving at high speed through a 
horse’s legs. If the race w'ere rowed 
against the tide we should all get 
our money’s worth; and the oars- 
men could then put more realism 
into their ** After - the - Finish ” atti- 
tudes. As it is, they roll about in the 
! boat with a praiseworthy suggestion of 
fatigue, but nobody really believes they 
are tired — nobody at least who has 
rowed on the Thames with the tide. 

No, I am afraid the actual race is a 1 
sad hypocrisy. But the training must 
be terrible. Think of it. They started I 
practising in the second week in Jan- 


[WW 





uTT BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND 

‘‘Hand over your iroNEv!’’ v/im&mn 


over the course in my boat. It is only 
ten feet long, but it is very, very heavy. 
Still, I have rowed in it all over the 
course — with ease. Yet people talk as 
if it was a marvellous thing for eight 
men to row a light boat over the same 
water. Why is that? It is because 
the ignorant land-lubber regards tke 
river Thames as a pond; or else he 
1 regards it as a river flowing always to 
' the sea. He forgets about the tide. 
The Boat-Eace is rowed with the tide ; 
they deliberately choose a moment 
when the tide is coming in, and hope 
nobody will notice; and nobody does 
notice. The tide runs about three 
miles an hour, sometimes more; if 
they just sat still in the boat they 
would reach Mortlake eventuallv, and 


'■ drop things on a University crew would 
. be almost irresistible. It is not every- 
i one who can look back and say, “ In 
i 1890 I hit the Oxford stroke in the 
stomach with a stone.” As it is, 
though, I suppose they go too fast for 
that kind of thing. 

But apart from the small boys on the 
bridges, the present system is most un- 
satisfactory for people who know “a 
man in the boat.” Even in a football 
match it is possible for an aunt occa- 
sionally to distinguish her nephew and 
say, “ Look, there is Edward.” But if 
[she says, “Look, there is Edward” 
meaning No. 5 in the Cambridge boat, 
you know she is imagining. All she 
pes is a vague splashing between two 
bowler-hats, or possibly the Oxford 


uary: they row the race in the fourth 
week in March. For ten weeks and 
more they have been “getting those 
bands away” and driving with those 
legs and not washing-out. For ten 
weeks horrible men with huge calves 
have shouted at them and cursed them 
and fold them their sins, like a monktell- 
ing ins beads— “Bow, you 'relate; Two, 
you re early; Three, you 're bucketing; 
xour, you’re not bucketing enough.” 
I listen painfully, hoping against hope 
that at least one of the crew may be 
left out of the catalogue, that Stroke 
at least maj; be rowing properly. But 
forgotten, and- even 
“°^sn t always give complete satis- 

Sometimes I feel that' I ought to 
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Shortsighted and qiiicfc-iem^tred Master of Hounds. “Hi! What d ’se hease by headisg my hoestds with that isezbnai caj 
How THE DEUCE CAN TOU HUNT IN A THING LIKE THAT, SiB?” 


row out in my little boat and offer to 
tow the incompetents back to Putney. 
Yet they seem somehow to travel very 
easily and well. But, however harmoni- 
ously they swing past “ The Doves ” or 
quicken to thirty* five at Chiswick Eyot, 
I know that in their hearts they are 
hating each other. Goodness, how they 
must hate each other ! For ten weeks 
they have been rowing together in the 
same boring boat, behind the same bor- 
ing back. I read with grim interest about 
the periodical shiftings of the crew, how 
Stroke has moved to the Bow thwart, 
and Bow has replaced Number Three, 
and Number Three has shifted to the 
Stroke ► position. They may pretend 
that ail this is a scientific matter of 
adjustment, of balance and weight and 
so forth. I know better. I know that 
Stroke is fed up with the face of Con, 
and that the mole on Number Two’s 
neck has got thoroughly on Bow’s 
nerves, and that if Number Three has 
to sit any longer behind Number Four’s 
expanse of back he will go mad. That 
. is the secret of it all. But I suppose 
they each of them hate the coach, and 
that keeps them together. 

, Of all these sufferers perhaps Cox is 
most to be pitied. They all have to 
eat what they ’re told, no doubt, yards 
. and. yards of. beefsteak, and so on. In 


the old days rowing men had to drink 
beer at breakfast ; i can’t think of any- 
thing worse, except, perhaps, stout. 
But Cox doesn’t eat anything at all. 
He has to get thinner and thinner. 
And if there is one thing worse than 
eating beefsteak at breakfast- it must 
be watching eight rowing men eating 
beefsteak at breakfast and not eating 
anything yourself. 

Yes, beyond question Cox is the real 
hero. I watch him dwindling, day by 
day, from nine stone to eight stone, 
from eight stone to seven stone twelve, 
and my heart goes out to the little 
fellow. And what a job it is ! If any- 
thing goes wrong, Cox did it. He kept 
too far out or he kept too far in, or too 
much in the middle. But who over^ 
heard of Cox doing a brilliant piece of 
steering, or saving the situation, or 
even rising to the occasion ? His high- 
est ambition is for The Times to say 
that lie did his work “adequately” — 
like the Second Murdererin Shakspeare. 

And at the finish he can’t even pro- 
tend that he ’s tired, like the other men ; 
even if there was any spectacular way 
of showing that he was half-frozen he 
couldn’t do it, because he alone is re- 
sponsible if one of the steam.ers runs 
over them and they are all drowned. 
We ought to take pff our hats to Cox; 


though, of course, if we did, St’ 
would think it was intended for hh 

‘ But indeed I take off my hat t< 
of them ; not because of the race, wi 
as^ I say, is a piece of hypocrisy, b 
rowed with the tide, but becaus 
the terrible preparation for the 3 
I wonder if it is worth it, 3 
true that they have lady adorer 
the towing-path at Putney, and 
even rumoured that they receive an 
mous presents of chocolates. But 
sumably they are not allowed t< 
them, so that these can do litt 
alleviate their sufferings. It is 
also that for ever after (if their 
allow it) they can hang an enor 
oar on the wall and contempla 
after dinner. But, after ail, I c€ 
that too, if I like ; for I too have r 
over the course. 

, And I shall have a free view c 
race. But none of them will see 
all. They will all be looking a 
back of the man in front, except S 
whose eye will be riveted on the s 
button of Cox’s blazer. What a 
A.P. 

‘‘To Let, permanent, Famished ^ 
Boots (size 6) ; 20s — Local 

No, thanks; we already have i 
that are no good for walking. 
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Enthusiastic Ladi^ {at Musical At Home). “Do you EEitEMBEB what this tune is out op, Doctor? Used to be all the 

EA.CE WHEN WE WERE IN OUR ^TEENS. TCM— ^TUM — TCM — ^TUM — TUM— TUM— TUM — ^TUH ? ” 

Eminent Dysjaejssia Sjpecialist, *^THi: Yronr>s AivE F.K'MiiA&jSL.'' 


THE SEC^D TIME OF ASKING, * ' 

(The advancbig ^rice of rice feats occupied milch splice in the 
j3aj)eTi of late.) ^ ^ - 

Maud, when you turned me down (a year to:rQorrow), 
Bidding me.vj^a from off niy suppliant knee, 

And, while regretful if you caused me, sorrow; ’ ~ 
Murmured, “Sebastian, it can never be,”' 

I did not lay aside my fond ambition ; i / ’ 

I told myself, in spite of what occurred, 

“ This is her lunch or three o'clock edition, 

And not her final word, 7 

I merely marveliecl at youi* eccentricity. 

Feeling convinced amid my blai\k amaze 
That, though you might “ absent you from felicity ' 
Awhile,” ’twas but a temporary phase ; 

Convinced the mood impelling you to stifle 
^The aspirations that I *d dared outline 
Was simply due to some extraneous trifle, 

Not an^' flaw of mine, 

A chill or toothache might have vexed you greatly; 

Perhaps you had a corn inclined to slioot, 

Or possibly the sugar shortage lately * 

Had proved itself abnormally acute ; 

In short, I felt that, though unkindly treated, 

A happier time to me would surely come, 
ben my request (impassioned) would be greeted 
With no downrrpointing thumb. 


Maud, it occurs to me you shunned a marriage 
Because that function, otherwise “.quite nice,** 
Involved the facing of a friendly “barrage** 

. Mainly composed of valedictory rice, 

Stinging the cheek and nestling in the clothing; 

If that was so, I share the feeling, sweet; 

For rice in puddings I *ve no special loathing, 

But I detest it neat. 

If such your reason was, there *s no material 
Objection to our union to-day ; 

No risk remains of that offensive cereal 
Being employed in such a feckless way ; 

You can say “Yes ’* without one apprehensive 
Thought that your brother is a deadly shot ; 

Eice as a missile now is too expensive. 

Anything doing— wfliat ? 1 

“ Accorcling to a Paris report, an Anglo-British force of 50,000 are' 
on tkoxr way to occupy Constantinople .” — Daily Taper. 

It is, no doubt, the peculiar composition of this force that 
has aroused the apprehensions of French chauvinists. 

“ Denikin’s troops are fleeing partly in steamers, partly along the 
coast, leaving a large booby.” ^ ^ ''‘le 

“ Planters and Commercial Gasette ’’ [Mauritius), 

“A Bolshevist wireless says the Reds captured Tagomog, Denikin’s, 
former headquarters, taking a huge hoohj.^^^^a^m Papef: | 

The booby prize has apparently been awarded to the Eedsj 
Jbu^e feel that our contemporary might have put in a claim,.! ' 
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THE FORGOTTEN CAUSE. 

Mas K IHB STiiEJiT. "WEli, IE THE OTHER ALLIES SAY SO TOO, THERE MUSI 
SOII^NH IN IT, BUT I ALWAYS UNDERSTOOD THE OOrSBNMENT WAS TO BLA 
FOR EYERYTHING,” . 
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to go far. The Government had pro- 1 Mr. Bokab Law promptly pen 
ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT, posed to “guillotine” the remaining the advantage of transferring froj 
Mondmj, March 8th.— 1 should hesi- Supplementary Estimates in order to Government to the House a disi 


tafce to call Sir Hamah Greenwood the ] g' 
Pooh’Bah of the Ministry, 
though he has something of 
that worthy’s sublime self- ^ 

confidence and his capacity W 

for taking any number of 

posts. The House, which ^ 

knows him both as Under- C 
Secretary for Foreign Affairs 
and Secretary to the Overseas 
Trade Department of the 
Board of Trade, was surprised 
to hear him answering ques- 
tions relating to the nascent \ 

oil-wells in the United King- \ 

dom, and to learn that he had. ^ 

become “ Minister for Petrer- 
leum Affairs.” But there the 
likeness ceases to be exact, ~ 

Pooh Ball's interest was in ^ 

palm-oil. ^ 

A few days ago the Chan- 

CEDDOR OF THE EXCHEQUER 

facetiously compared the cri- 
tics of the Government to 
the poet of Bejected Addresses 
who declared that it was 
Buonaparte “who makes the 


get them through before March 31st, ' able responsibility. Forgetting tl 

was cast for the execut 
not the hero, he murn 


Ilmmi/iilhiMA 







CARRYING ON. 

Mn. NeaIi caddies for Sir Eric Geddes. 


“ It is a far, far better tl 
and graciously accept€ 
proposed alternative, M 
QUiTH, not unwilling t( 
in establishing a prec 
which some day he h 
may find useful, hackee 
N. up, and the House, as a \ 

congratulating itself c 
t>he publi< 
l/f/ cut ioner, cheerfully proc 
wJj/j/M liil commit harahiri. 

Tuesday, March 9ih. 
Shortt relieved our i 
heusions by stating thi 
few spurious “Bradb 
in circulation are of 
manufacture, and that, 
a few specimens emai 
from Bussia had beer 
here for identification 
were so poorly execute 
they would scarcely pasi 
ter in this country, 
comforting to think tha 




quartern loaf and Luddites rise.” ^Out Some ardent economists, mainly drawn is one British industry which h 
of the Government’s own moutff' the from the Coalition, while ready to con- thing to fear froin foreign dumpii 
critics are now, at any rate, partially cede the end, protested against the is cheerfully foxing ahead, 
iustiiied, for the Prime Minister an- means, and proposed that the House The Home Secretary also 
nounced that the bread subsidy was should make its own arrangements. that there had been any remarka 
to be halved, and that on and ^ ^ ® po.cket-pi^sk, 

aftiAi- Anril T‘2fch tha ouartem \ that schools existed f 


after April l‘2bh the quartern 
loaf would rise — he did not 
quite know where. 

In view of the occasional 
rumours of fiiction between 
Government departments ib 
is pleasant to record that the 
Ministry of Transport and 
the War Office are on the 
friendliest terms. Invited to 
abolish, in the interests of 
the taxpayer, the cheap rail- 
way tickets now issued to 
soldiers, Mr. Neal said it was 
primarily a question for the 
War Office, as in this matter 
Sir Eric Geddes would wish 
to move in harmony with 
Mr. Chubchild. As the War 
Secretary promptly an- 
nounced his intention of do- 
ing his best to maintain the 
soldiers’ privilege it is con- 
jectured that he will return 
from the ride with Sir Eric 
inside. 

The new Member for Pais- 
ley delivered his maiden 
speech to-night, and acquitted 















m/i 


xey xAAo — BABA AVIS IN TEBBIS. grain” To-nMit 'M 

speech to-night and acquitted the days of Icarus had there been an aviato quite told the Hous 

himself so well that in the ^te th# right hon. gentleman [Mr, Winston Churchill] . He had * 

opinion of Members many displayed much sympathy with the Air Force and had almost been accoramg to ms 
months his senior he is likely one of its martyrs .” — Lord Hugh Cjsoil. tion, the resumption i 


The Home Secretary also 
that there had been any remarka 
crease in poeket-pioki 
that schools existed i 
training of young crln 
As Sir Maurice Doc 
pointed out, there is 
no need for them so L 
the Qinemas provide 
present facilities. Fag 
been quite knocked c 
the film. 

The Parliamentary 
ulary extends apace. 
Eendald, whose mot 
divorce had been pos 
Allfliiiil ^ under the new arrange 
for business until 
complained tl 
Frederick Banbur-s 
\\{\ \\\ down.” 

i evenir 

Ik iml devoted to the bread-s 
V The debate incidental! 
V trated the intellectua 
V \ pendence of Ministers. 

I ' I days ago Mr. Lloyd G 
^ advocating the resu 

of trade with Euss 
}^t.rUrtXJ>r^(x.u clared that “ the oo 
of Eussia were bulgin 


like'th# right hon. gentleman [Mr, Winston Churchill] . He Jiad + 1 jg : 

displayed much sympathy with the Air Force and had almost been accoramg no ms ii 


-Lord Hven Cjsoil. 


tion, the resumption < 



Ma {politely hoioing to stranger ), “How d’ye do, Sib? 


with Eussia was not likely to open 
up any large store of wheat or gram 
in the near future. Possibly there is 
no real incongruity. The grain may 
be there, but the Eussians,^ greedy 
creatures, may be going to eat it them- 
selves* 

Wednesdcuij, Ifarc/i I — Even in 
the gloomy atmosphere of the Upper 
Chamber the subject of divorce lends 
itself to humour. Lord Buckmasteb, 
^vho - introduced a Bill founded on 
the recommendations of the Eoyal 
Commission, performed his task with 
due solemnity, but some of the noble 
Lords who opposed it were positively 
skittish. Lord Beaye, for example, 
thought that, if the Bill passed, 
Who's Who would require a sup- 
plement entitled 1^7io’s Who's Wife, 
and Lord Phileimoee illustrated the 
effects of easy divorce by a story of a 
Swiss marriage -in which the bride- 
elect was attended by four of the happy 
man’s previous spouses. He also told 
another of an American judge who, 
having explained that in this depart- 
ment of his duties he was ** very strict,” 
added, Of course I make no difficulty 


the first time, but if they come again 
within twelve 'months I want a good 


reason. ^ 

Mr. Hooge led a vigorous attack on 
the Ministry of Transport, which he 
seemed io think had done very little 
for its money except to divert the 
omnibuses at Westminster and so make 
it more difficult for Members of Parlia- 
ment to get to the House. Mr. Kennedy 
Jones, who was responsible for the 
innovation, rather hinted that in the 
case of some Members this might not be 
altogether an objection. The brunt of 
the defence fell upon Mr. Head, owing 
to the regretted absence of his chief, who 
had been ordered away by his doctor 
for a much-needed holiday and was re- 
ported to be recruiting himself on the 
golf-links. If exercise is what he needs 
he could have got plenty of it in the 
House to-night. Thanks to a per- 
sistent minority, Members were kept 
tramping through the Lobbies for the 
best part of five hours, and did not 
complete the full round of eighteen 
divisions until 2.15 a,m:. 

Thursday, Mardh lltK — Possibly 
the news of “ direct action’s ” heavy 


cropper at the Trade Union Ootx- 
forence had reached the hront Bench 
before the Peime Minister, in reply to 
a question regarding the shortage of 
labour in the building trades, bluntly 
attributed it to ’ the stringency of the 
Trade Union regulations.”^ When Mr. 
Adamson attempted to shift the blame 
on to a' Government Department Mr. 
Lloyd George retorted that he would 
be perfectly ready to deal with any 
peccant official if the Labour Leader 
for his part would deal wdth the Trade 
Unions. 

General Seely repeated his familiar 
arguments in favour of an independent 
Air Ministry, and Mr. Churchill once 
more defended his position, urging that | 
it was better for the Air Service to have 
half a Minister in the Cabinet than 
none at all. To a suggestion that the 
lives of the Armenians might have been 
I saved if we had sent more aeroplanes 
I to Asia Minor, Mr. Churchill replied 
i that unfortunately the Armenian and 
L Turkish populations were so inter- 
mingled that our bombs would be drop- 
^ pffig indiscriminately, like the rain, 
r “ upon the just and unjust feller.” 
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BUBBLE AND SQUEAK. 

{By a Grateful Student of the New 
E^iglish Dictionary). 

I CAN conjugate the modern verb **to 
I ^Yangie,” 

And, if required, translate it into 
Greek ; 

I can even tell a wurzelfrom a mangel; 

But I cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 

I still can march eight furlongs at the 
double, 

Although I shall be seventy next 
week; 

I can separate a bubble from a bubble ; 

But I cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 

I know a catfish differs from a seamew ; 

I dpn't expect Bellaggio at Belleek ; 

I know a cassowary from an emu ; 

But 1 cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 

I ’m acquainted with the works of 
Henry Purzell 

(My mastery of spelling is unique) ; 

I repeat, I know a mangel from a 
wurzel ; 

But I cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 

I ’m proficient both in jotting and in 
tittling ; 

I know a certain cure for boots that 
creak ; 

I can see through Mr. Keynes and 
Mr. Britling ; 

But I cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 

I can always tell a liari from a hari 

(“ Harakiri''is a silly pedant’s freak) ; 

I can tell the style of Caine from that 
of MIarie ; 

But I cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 

I never take a Deeley for a Dooley ; 

1 never take a putter for a cleek ; 

I never talk of Healy, meaningHooLBY ; 

But I cannot tell a bubble from a 
squeak, 

I understand the sense of “oils are 
spotty *’ ; 

I know the height of Siniolehum’s 
peak ; 

I know that some may think my ditty 
dotty ; . I 

But I cannot tell a l^ubble from a 
. squeak., 

P,S. 

I know the market price of eggs in 
SmTey, ' 

The acreage of maize in Mozambique— 

And now at last, thanks to immortal 
Murray,” 

I ’ve learned to tell a bubble from a 
squeak. 













“Oh, George, we must have stepped off with the wrong foot! 


THE CONSBEVATISM OE THE 
LIBEBAL PABTY. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — I know you take 
no sides in party politics, but I still 
think you would like to hear why it is : 
that I have gone over to the Inde- 
pendent Liberals. No, it has nothing to 
do with Mr. Asquith’s triumphal pro- 
cession and still less with the North- 
CLIPFB Press. The fact is that till quite 
recently I belonged to the true blue 
Tory school— was indeed probably the 
last survivor of the Old Guard — and I 
found myself out of touch with the 
progressive tendencies of modern Tory- 
ism, its deplorable way of moving with 
the times, its hopeless habit of dis- 
carding what it would call the old 
shibboleths when it wrongly imagined 
them to be outworn. My decision to 
leave a party that has long ceased to 


deserve its honoured name was imme- 
diately due to a Liberal Paper which 
editorially ridiculed the Liberty League, 
formed for the defeat of Bolshevist pro- 
paganda, and pooh-poohed the idea of 
the existence of dangerous Bolshevist 
elements in the country. This attitude 
attracted me enormously ; for I recalled 
the standpoint of the same paper in the 
days before the War — how it ridiculed 
the alleged German menace and pooh- 
poohed the idea of the existence of 
hostile German elements in our midst. 
Here, I said, is the party for me ; here 
is your authentic Bourbon spirit — the 
type that learns nothing and forgets 
nothing ; that in the midst of a changing 
w^orld remains immovable as a rock. 
Yes, Sir, for a Tory of the old school 
there is no place to-day except in the 
ranks of Liberalism. 

Yours faithfully, Semper Eadem. 




/H Dov^-zo. 


MODERN DRAMA BELOW STAIRS. 

. THE “MAID’S” HOSPITALITY TO “ROBERT.” 


RATES OF EXCHANGE. 

Jones was reading his raoming paper 
in the opposite corner seat with un- 
usual attention, and he disregarded my 
greeting, 

“ Why this absorption ? ” I inq[iiired, 
“Usually you come to thestatiorx with 
a piece of toast behind one ear, fasten- 
ipg your boots as you rum, and wake 
us all up with your first hue morning 
rapture.” 

“ I was just taking a look at the 
exchanges,” he replied, “The mark ’s 
about the same price as fly-papor, and, 
judging by the news from New Tork, 
your chewing-gum is going to cost 
you more shortly. Do you know any- 
thing about the money market? ’ ’ 

“I occasionally see it stated that 
‘money is plentiful* in it,” I returned. 
“I should think it must be aa ideal 
place.*’ 

** The. most gorgeous thing in the 
world is to make^a bit on exchange,” 
he said. “ There *s such a spiendid feel- 
ing of not having earned it, you know.” 


“I understand exactly,” I replied, 
“ Cox once credited me with an extra 
month’s pay by mistake. But I didn’t 
realise that you ever had to think about 
money matters after having run our 
Mess in France,” 

He appeared to take no offence. His 
capacity for being insulted in that 
direction bad probably been exhausted 
during the period in point. 

“ I know quite a lot about exchange,” 
be remarked with a reminiscent smile. 
** Ton remember that when I got pipped 
in France in '15, they sent me out next 
time to Salonica. I hadn’t been there 
very long before the question of ex- 
change cropped up. In the early days 
most of us had English money only, 
and the villagers used to rook us fright- 
fully changing it. I reinember sending 
my batman, MacGusgogh, to a place 
for eggs, and he came back with the 
change for my Bradbury in nickel. I 
bad a good look at it, and on each coin 
was the mystic inscription, ‘dihap/ 
which is pronounced ‘ dinar.’ 

“ ‘ MacGusgogh,* I said, ‘ you pretend 


to be a Scotsman and yet you’ve been 
diddled. This is Serbian money, and 
not worth a bean.’ 

“ ‘ Oh the deceitfu’ deevils,’ said he, 

‘ there ’s neither truth nor lionesty in 
the leein’ buddies, Sir, But here’s 
your Bradbury, an’, at onny rate, we 
hae the eggs, Sir, for I paid for them 
wi’ a label off yin o’ they Japaneesy 
beer bottles. It seemed an awfu’ waste 
to spend guid siller on folk that dinna 
ken when they see it.’ ” 

I began to see the possibilities of 
the money market. 

“I was round about there till the 
Armistice,” Jones went on, “then I 
drifted by stages to South Russia, All 
the Eastern countries live by exchange. 
Practically the only trade they have 
is playing tennis with each others’ 
currency, and the headquarters of the 
industry in 1918 was South ^Russia. 
I thought I’d seen the limit of low 
finance when I ’d experienced the franc, 
lira, drachma, dinar, lev and piastre; 
but they were all child’s play to the 
rouble in 1918.” 
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Ordinary Man [to well-fed friend). ** Hulix) ! How are thinqs with you ? Makiko 

LOTS OE MO^TEY, I SUPPOSE ? ” 

YorJishireman . “No. We 2 LiKB money at Bradford— we just pick it pop.” 


I thought; Hussian luoney was all 
dud before that/* I remarked. 

“ N'ot a bit of it/* said Jones. “ You 
see, it *s not as if there were one breed, 
so to speak, of rouble. There were 
Keeensky roubles, and Duma roubles, 
and Nicholas roubles, and every little 
town had a rouble-works which was 
turning out local notes as hard as they 
could go. I missed a fortune there by 
inches/’ 

“ Tell me,” I said, in response to his 
anecdotal eye. 

** I had a job there which consisted 
of going backwards and forwards on 
the railway between Otwiski and Triad- 
ropoldir in the Caucasus, a six days’ 
trip. The possibilities of the situation 
never struck me till one day I asked a 
shopman in Triadropoldir to give me 
roy change in Otwiski roubles— both 
towns had their own currency, of course. 
He gave me five Otwiski roubles for 
one of his own town. I thought a bit 
about that, and when I got back to 
Otwiski I tried the same thing, and 
found I could get three Triadropoldir 
roubles there for one Otwiski.” 

“I see,” I remarked, as the beauty 
of this arrangement dawned upon me. 

“All I had to do therefore was to 
change my money in Otwiski for three 
times as much Triadropoldir currency, 
and then go up the line to the other 
place and change it back again, making 
fifteen hundred per cent, on the round 
trip. Of course you couldn't always 
change the full amount, but in a couple 
of months I bad sixty thousand roubles 
— my valise was crammed with them — 
and I was only waiting to get down to 
the Field Cashier to change out and 
make my fortune.” 

“ And did you ? ” I asked. 

“No, I didn’t. One morning the 
Reds arrived in Triadropoldir, and my 
servant and I only just got away with 
the valise on one of those inspection 
•cars which you propel by pulling a 
handle backwards and forwards. A 
section of Red Cavalry came after us, 
and took it in turns to work the 
handle.” 

“Your servant won’t ever be short 
of a job,” I commented. “He ought 
to take to film-acting after that like a 
duck to water.” 

“We soon finished my servant’s 
ammunition and they were closing in 
on us fast. My hair had appreciably 
lifted my tin hat when I had a brain- 
wave and threw out a double handful 
of rouble notes. It worked like a~ 
charm ; they all stopped to collect -the 
money, and we had gone quite a dis- 
tance before they caught us up again. 
I threw out more’ notes at intervals, 
^hd the la^b thousand roubles went 
just as we came in sight of Denikin’s 


outposts fifteen miles down the line. 
We were saved, but I had lost my 
fortune, for there was no chance of 
repeating the operation.” 

I sighed. Then, without any regard 
for the conclusions of my fellow-pass- 
engers, I silently raised both my hands 
above my head. 


“ Ske kad ker kair cut skort, aud claimed to 
be a member of a tilted family.” 

Provincial Payer. 

One with a bend sinister, we presume. 

A leader of fashion at- Ely ■ 

Whose clothes were a bit 'down-at-heely 
Was quite overcome 
When he found he ’d the sum 
That "^ciuld buy him a Mailaby-Deeley. 


“BLACK CATS’ STRIKE THREAT.” 
'Heading in a Sunday Payer of a reyort of 
a demand made by Viennese clerks for 
doubled salaries. 

For “ Oats’,” read “Coats’.” 0 thedifi! 
(as Wordsworth said), 

“Retriever Wanted; steady good worker: 
retrieve feather or fur, land or water.” 

Promne/ial Payer. 

The exile of Amerongen could do with 
one of this breed. 

“ The act of tke donor suggests the linos : 
‘How far doth that little candle throw its 
beams 

On like a good deed in a naughty world.' ” 
Daily Qrayhic. 

The author’s name is not given, but we 
do not think he has improved much on 
ShakspUa:re. 
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THE YEOMAN TEANSFORMED. 

[In accordance with the new Territorial organisation some famous 
Yeomanry Eegimeiits are to become Motor Machine-Gun Units.] 

0^ a horseman turn from liis heart's desire at. the stroke 
of a statesman’s pen ? 

Can we learn to fight from a motor-car—we who were 
mounted men ? ^ 

In a petrol-tank and a sparking'X:)Iug shall we strive to put 
our trust, 

And hang our spurs as a souvenir to gather reproachful 
rust? . \ •* * 

Shall we never again ride knee to knee in the pomp of 
squadron line, ' . * 

With head-ropes white as a mountain drift and curb chains 
all a-shine ? . • ' ^ 

Will they dawn no more, those glorious days when the 
world seemed all our own, 

Who rode as scouts on an errant quest, alive, alert, alone ? 

Can a man be made by a motor-car as a man is made by 
a horse, 

With strength in bis back and legs and arms, and a brain 
‘ of swift resource ? - . ^ 

We cared for our -mounts before ourselves, tlieir thirst 
• before our thirst ; 

Shall we come to learn, with the same content, to think of 
an engine first ? 

Grousing enough/ Though times have changed a man 
' may be needed yet. 

Shall we stand aloof in an idle dream to nourish a vain 
regret? 

Whatever England may ask of us our service must be hers ; 
And a horseman's quality ’s in his heart and not in a pair 
of spurs. W, K. H. 

THE GREAT MUTTON CAMPAIGN. 

The recent disclosures concerning the enormous stocks 
of frozen,, mutton held by the Ministiy of Eood—some of it 
killed two years ago — have put the "Government on their 
mettle, and a vigorous campaign is now in preparation with 
the object of inducing the public to assist in the disposal of 
these overgrown supplies. Mr. Punch, being in touch with 
sources of information not accessible to the general Press, i 
has been able to secure an advance copy of a populai\ appeal 
which is about to be issued broadcast by tlie Government. 
It runs as foRows : — . . . 

** Men, Women and Children of the United Kingdom ! 
“The time has, now arrived when each one of you is 
privileged to illumine these drab days of peace with a show 
of patriotism no less brilliant than that which lit up the dark 
years of war. The task that is demanded is a simple one, 
and no heavy price is exacted ; all that is required is a single- 
minded concentration upon the one essential need of the 
moment. ' . 

“ Your Government, solicitous as always for your welfare, 
has during the past two years accumulated a vast store of 
nutritious mutton to safeguard you ^ against -the peril of 
starvation. That danger beipg^happily averted,” it is now 
up to you to eat the stuff. This is not a problem that can 
be tackled by half- measures. If you desire to preserveiihe 
financial stability of the Empire, and if you do not wish to 
go on eating antiquated corpses of Australasian sheep for 
the rest of your lives, you must set your teeth in grim 
earnest, eating against time and chewing over time. You 
must consume mutton for breakfast, mutton for luncheon, 
mutton for tea and mutton for dinner. In fact, each one of 

you must in the interests of the State become a mutton 

YOU shrink from the task ? Do you shirk the chop 
now that you know what is at stake ?^ An army marches 
on its stomach; the nation’s well-being hangs on yours. 
Henceforth, until the ‘ Cease Eire ’ sounds, you must fall 
upon the domestic enemy as our gallant soldiers fell upon 
the alien foe. No quarter must be given, no quarter, fore 
or hind, be permitted to escape. Beef must be banned and 
veal avoided as the plague ; no Briton worthy of the name 

will claim a fowl. ^ • j. t 

“ What are you going to do about it? Do you intend (to 
bori:ow a Trans-atlantio phrase) to give tho ^frozen mitt 
to the frozen mutt? Or are you going to take it to your 
bosom and give it there, or thereabouts, the home for which 
it has so long been vainly .seeking? . , . . . 

“ Do it now and do it always. Let your daily motto 
be — * Bevenons d nos mdutonsJ ” . ' , ^ ’ 

' In addition: to ^he foregoing, every British housewife 
is to be supplied with a valuable 'booklet containing amum- 
ber of official recipes for dealing with mutton. Among the 
tasty dishes thus described may be mentioned Wliiteball 
Hash, Ministerial Mince, Reconstruction Rissoles, Control 
Cutlets and Separation Stew. 

Mr. Punch also learns that in honour, of. the campaign 
the Yeomen of the' Guard are henceforth to be ‘popularly 
known as the “ Muttoneaters.” . 

WHAT OE THE* DUMPS? 

[“We rei^eat our question, therefore, and expect a ‘ Yes ’ or * No ’ 
answer : Have all tlie dumps been sold, or have they not ? ” 

Vaily Mail,] 

While wealth untold lies heaped in idleness 

We will not see the nation go to pot ; ' 

We ask you (kindly answer “ No ” or “ Yes ”) : 

Have all the dmnj)s been sold, or have they not ? 

By many a shell-torn desolate chateau 

Stand monumental piles of martial store 

Reared up long since to stem a savage foe 

By labours of the Army Service Corps ; 

And day by day, in spite of our advice, 

They linger wastefully to rust and rot ; 

We ask (and let your answer be concise) : 

Have all the dumps been sold, or have they not ? 

No more may Kellaway in bland retort 

Disguise the truth with verbal circumstance ; 

Our special correspondents still report : 

“ Entrenching tools obscure the face of Franco. ” 

. Tlie case is plain ; the issue is distinct ; 

• You either answer how or out yo.u trot 

(And kindly make that answer quite succinct) : 

Have all the dumps been sold, or have they not ? 

, - “ WEDDING BOMANGE. 

The acquaintanceship soon developed into a house where Mins 

was living.” — Daily Paper. 

The chief obstacle to matrimony being thus removed, there 
could, of course, be only one end to the story. 

“The Committee has decided to call the contest tho * Golden 
Apple Ohalleuge,’ having in mind the legend of Paris giving a golden 
apple to Helen of Troy as the fairest of the three beautiful women 
who came to ask his judgment.” — Daily MaiL 

Personally we never attach much importance to these 
Paris legends. 

ar-^ — — 




OUR BOOKIIMG-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Pmich's Staff of Learned Clerics) 

During the past few years the plays and stories, especially 
the stories, of Anton Tchehov have so triumphantly cap- 
tured English-speaking readers that there must be many 
who will welcome with eagerness the volume of his Letters 
(Chatto and Windus). This happy chance we owe, of course, 
directly to Mrs. Constance Garnett, who here proves once 
again that in her hands translation ranks as a fine art. 
Both the Letters and the Biogiraphical Sketch that precedes 
them are of extraordinary charm and interest. Because 
Tchehov’s stories are so conspicuously uncoloured by the- 
personality of their writer (his method being, as it were, to 
lead the reader to a window (bf absolute transparency and 
bid him look. for himself), it comes almost as a shock to find 
how vivid and many-hued that personality in fact was. 
Nor is it less astonishing to observe a nature so al^e with 
sympathy expressing itself in an art so detached More 
than once his letters to literary friends are concerned with 
a defence of this method : “ Let the jury judge them ; it 's 
my job simply to show what sort of people they are.’’ 
They are filled also with a thousand instances of the 
author’s delight in nature, in country sights and scents, 
and of his love and understanding for animals (from which 
of the Tales is it that one recalls the dog being lifted into 
the cart “wearing a strained smile” ?) Throughout too, 
if you have already read the eight little volumes that con- 
tain the stories-T-which I certainly advise as a preliminary 
— you will be continually experiencing the pleasure of re- 
cognising the inspiration for this or that remembered scene. 
In short, one of the most fascinating books that has come 
my way for a long time. 


I needn’t pretend that Bed^and Black (METHup), by 
Grace S. Eichmond, is what is known to the superior as a 
serious work of art ojL-th'at the men (particularly) of her 
creating are what would be called likely. But there *s a 
sincerity about the writing which one lias to respect. Of 
her two heroeor/Bed is Bedfield Pepper Burns, the rude and 
rugged dcatdr, and Black is the Bev. Robert McPherson 
Black, tlTe^perfect paragon of a padre in an American pro- 
vincial town. The author’s main thesis is that padres are 
made ot the right stuff. Black, who was all for getting 
into, the War from the beginning, rushes off’ to Europe as 
^aplain with the first American drafts, gets wounded, 
decorated and married. The conversion of lied Pepper, the 
doctor, and of Jane Bay, who became Mrs. Black, is a little 
too easily contrived to be very convincing. But this is a 
simple "work for simple souls who like a wholesome tale 
with a distinct list to the side of the angels. Such un- 
toward conduct as here appears is not put in for its own 
interesting sake, but merely to bring out the white-souled 
nobility of the principals. 

If I had to select an author likely to win the long.- 
distance dialogue race of the British Isles I should, after 
reading Uncle Lio7iel (Grant Eichards), unhesitatingly 
vote for Mr. 8. P, B. Mais. It is not however so much the 
verbosity as the gloom of Mr. Mais’s characters that leaves 
me fretful. Nowadays, when a novel begins with armarried 
hero and heroine, 'we should be sadly archaic if we expected 
the course of their conjugal love to run smoothly^ but I 
protest that Michael and Patricia overdid their quarrels, 
or, at any rate, that we are told too many details about them. 
And when these people were nasty to each other they 
could.be very horrid. All which would not trouble me half 
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I SO liiHcli if I were not sure that Mr. Mats, in his desire to with the daughter of a peer, and finishing him off as a 
I be forceful and modern, is inflicting a quite unnecessary member of the Government, alarmed at Socialist hecklers 
handicap upon himself. At present he is in peril of wrecking and welcoming the War as likely to give a new direction to 
his craft upon some dangerous rocks which (though I know forces that threaten to become too strong for his well- 
it 's not theright name for rocks) I will call “ The Doldrums.*’ meaning incompetence. It would rouse the ancient spirit 
My advice to him is to cheer up. And the sooner the better, of the people and dispel their madness .... Even defeat 
for all of us. as a united nation would be better than ignoble peace with i 

the anarchic mob supreme.” Of course this may be highly 

There be novelists so fertile in literary resource or so amusing, but The fact is that, with a disappointment 

catholic in their choice of subject that the reader is never the greater from having genial memories of a former book 
sure, when he picks up their latest masterpiece, whether he of his, I have to confess myself one of the dullards for 
is to have a comedy of manners, a proletarian tragedy, a whom Mr. Pickthall’s satirical darts fall apparently point- 
tale of Court intrigue or a satire on the follies of the age. less. I am sorry. 

To the steady-going devotee of fiction — ^the reader on the 

Clapham omnibus — this versatility is a source of annoyance I am feeliug a little peevish about Ladies in Waiting 


rather than of attraction, and I p 

accordingly take pleasure in 
stating that by those who like ~ 
a light narrative, in which mys- 
tery and romance are pleasingly 
blended, the author of ThePoinU 
ing Man can be relied upon to 
fill the bill every time. Con- 
formity to type is a strong point 
with this author as far as the 
mystery and romance are con- 
cernec?, Imt within those limits 
he (or she) provides an admir- 
able range of soene, character 
and plot. In. Thh ^Farther Side 
of the Door (HutcIhinson), the 
once handsome and popular hero 
emerges from a vilar- hospital 
badly disfigured and is pi»o^mptly 
jilted by his fiancee and avoided, 
or so he thinks, by his acqu|^int- 
ances. Disgusted he buries him - 1 
self in an old haunted house 
the wilds of Ireland and aban- ' 
dons himself to the practice of 
magic. The result is highly 
successful, for he raises, not a 
* spirit indeed, but something 
much more desirable to a lonely 
young man who has been con- 
templating suicide. So much | 
for the romance. The mystery x 

is provided by a villain, an GENTLEMAN (LATE^*,C 
enterprising young married wo- "I 

' man, and the sinister denizens WITHOUT UNNEC 

of a creepy boarding-house. I heartily recommend Punch 
readers who like a mystery to buy the book and find out 
what happens. 





GENTLEMAN (LATE^*,pF PARACHUTE SECTION, 
R.A.F.) AFTER A BAD RACING LEAVES HIS 

HOTEL WITHOUT UNNECESSARY OSTENTATION. 


" (Hoddee and Stoughton), be- 
cause Miss Kate Douglas Wig- 
gin has often charmed me by 
her writing in the past, and 
now she has disappointed me. 
Her latest book contains five 
stories, all nicely written and 
set in charming scenes; but 
their innocent sweetness is very 
nearly insipid, and the fact that 
Miss Wiggin’s only concern has 
been to find suitable husbands 
for her six heroines (there are 
two in one story) makes them 
curiously unexciting. Of course 
we all know that in American 
fiction the hero and heroine will 
in the end marry, to tiieir 
mutual satisfaction ; but unless 
the author can contrive en route 
a few obstacles which will in- 
trigue the reader a marriage an- 
nouncement in the newspapers 
I would be more economical and 
quite as interesting. It is diffi- 
cult to be ** nice ” and ** funny,” 
I know, and it was very noble 
of Miss WiGGiN if one quality 
had to be left out to cling to 
the niceness ; but I hope that in 
her next book she will manage 
to be both. 


hotel without I , While reading With the Mad 

of a creepy boarding-honse I heartily recommend Pwncfe I c»nld not help feehng so2y tha^the 

^lappens. ^aded for anything that is not a book of revelations ; and 

The publishers of SirJUmpidus (Oolliks) call it. in large Ihelm S°on!i ^5^0^ ZciLTs“Sk 
print a “new and amusing novel,” but I am not confident from Flanders to Italy S uCZmCStB^^^^^ 
abouWour subscription to the latter part of that statement; admirable, account of an achievemeS^^ell worth recoiSins 
PiCKT^n’s irony is either so and the^uthor in his advice to 0 0 ’s S 
subtle or so heavy (I cannot be positive which) that one full of wisdom and sound common-sense. exnS how i t 
may well ™agine a not too dull-witted reader going from was that “ the mad 17th ” were from first to last “ a haTmtr 

laf 
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. . Hot Cross Buns will probably cost So much difficulfcy is being experi- 

CHARIVARIA- threepence this year. An economical enced in deciding whose incendiary 

“ Nobody knows,” says a Berlin mes- plan is for the householder to make his bullet was the most effective, that it is 
sage, how near the Kapp counter- own hot cross and then get the local thought possible that the Government 
revolution came to being a success.” confectioner to fit a bun to it. may arrange for the Zeppelin raids to 

A kind word from Commander Ken- * be revived. 

WOETHY, it is believed, would have “ There will be no whisky in Scot- * 

made all the difference. land in the year 1925,” says a Pro- A society paper reports that a large 

hibitionist speaker*: He did not say number of millionaires are now staying 
It is reported that Miss Isobel whether there will be any Scotsmen. on the Eiviera. It is not known where 
Elsom, the cinema star, tried to get the other shareholders of Coats's are 

knocked down by a taxi-cab for the No arrangement has yet been made staying, ... 


A kind word from Commander Ken- 
WOETHY, it is believed, would have 
made all the difference. 


It is reported that Miss Isobel 
Elsom, the cinema star, tried to get 
knocked down by a taxi-cab for the 


purposes of a film, but failed. We can for the carrying on of the Food Ministry, 
only suppose that the driver must have though it is said that one food pro- 


been new to his job. fiteer has offered to 1 

'*\J' memento. ... 

A vicar has written to the Press 
complaining indignantly of a London All the great men 
firm’s offer to supply sermons at five a London newspaper 
shillings each. We i : 


though it is said that one food pro- In order to influence the exchange a 
fiteer has offered to buy the place as a contemporary suggests that we should 
memento. ... sell our treasures to America. We un- 

derstand that a cable to New York 
All the great men are dead,” states asking what they are prepared to pay 
a London newspaper. This sly dig at for Mr. Ramsay Macdonald remains 
I i unanswered. 










Kve shillings is a lot An egg weighing 

of money to give for - and - a - half 

a sermon. ‘-V 7" \ ounces has been laid 

The Llaugollen Golf ’ \W^ ' 

Club has decided to .‘/'Vs 

allow Sunday golf. ^ 

In extenuation it is 
pointed out that the Wj 
Welsh for “ stymied ” ^ ^ 

does not constitute a ^ 

breach of the Sabbath, ' ‘ 

as is the case with the v 

Scots equivalent. 

❖ 

At Caterham a robin ^ . 

has built its nest in a 
bully beef tin. These ’ 

are the little things ... 

that give the Kspos- 

als Board a bad name. Ani-tooK ii me. I don’t know ^ q q 

" sjc pf' ytHAX C0X;D is* 

A XT IX* i!' T 1 j IndwiiZwaZ. « Then N-NAruRALLY YOU d-don’t p-FEEL IT.” private who in 1917 

A North of Ireland ^ ^ was ordered to take a 

man who has just died- at the age Mr. Churchill’s robust health is mule to Sutton Coldfield please note 
of 107 boasted that he had never had a surely in bad taste. , that the animal has been sighted in 

bath. This should silence the faddists * California still chewing an army tunic, 

who pretend that they can hardly wait We are glad to hear that the strap- but the badges are missing ? 
till Saturday night, hanger who was summoned by a fel- *,j:* 

low - passenger on the Undei'ground “So many letters are being lost in 
The ruins of Whitby Abbey, it is Railway for refusing to remove his the post nowadays,” states a daily 
announced, are to be present^ by their foot from off the plaintiff’s toes has paper, “ that drastic action should be 
owner to the nation; On the other now been acquitted by the jury. It taken in the matter.” We understand 
hand, the report that Mr. Lloyd appears that he w^as able to prove that that the Postmaster-General has ex- 
George intends to present the ruins he was not in a position to do so as pressed his willingness to be searched, 
of the Liberal Party to Manchester his was not the top foot of the heap. - 

City is not confirmed. *5'^- a tt i 

1.1 -A Vulnerable Spot. 

According to a trade lournal the » 

The latest information is that the latest fashion in umbrellas is a pigeon’s Lady, a word— but oh, beware, 
recent German revcflution had to be head carved on the handle. This, we tj? slight it— 

abandoned owing to the weather. understand, is the first step towards a have your back so bare, 

really reliable homing umbrella. Someone is sure to bite it. 


Hygienist “Feeling the cold, eh? Aha — look at me. I : 

WHAT COLD IS.” 

_ Normal Individnat “Then n-naturally you d-don’t p-peel it.” 
led- at the age I Mr. Churchill’s robust health is|mul( 


An egg w'eighing 
nine - and - a - half ; 
ounces has been laid : 
at Bayonne, France. ■ 
It looks like a walk- 
over unless The Spec- 
tator has something 
up its sleeve. 

* 

“One hears the cry- 
ing of the new-born 
lambs on all sides,” 
writes a Nature cor- * 
respondent. On the^ 
other hand the un- _ 
mistakable bubbling 
note of the mint-sauce 
will not be heard for ; 
another month or so. 


ME. I DON’T ENOW A.S.O. 

Feed it,” private who ia 1917 

! was ordered to take a 

is mule to Sutton Coldfield please note 
that the animal has been sighted in* 
California still chewing an army tunic, " 
p- but the badges are missing ? 


“So many letters are being lost in 


abandoned owing to the weather. 


A Vulnerable Spot. 

Lady, a word — ^but oh, beware 1 
And prithee do not slight it — 

If you will have your back so bare, 
Someone is sure to bite it.” 


From a weekly paper arfcicle we 
gather that the trousers-crease will be 


The appearance a hen blackbird of the Coal Controller’s Depart- 

• ^ _ ITlATIri fifl.irl T.nQ.'h ATT A vrrT. n i vi ^ Kl^ fTT/xi’ilH 


in its accnstomed frontal ^eition this without Tny trace of featSerTrn ite 

year, it is unfortunate that this an- neck or back is reported by a Worcester ‘No ston^ will be left unturned,’ he said, 
nouncement should have clashed with ornithologist. The attempt on the part ‘ ®^se the position.’ ” — Daily Paper, 
tha attempted restoration of the Mon- of this bird to follow our present fashions This accounts, no doubt, for the stuff 
archy in Berlin. is most interesting, in our last half-hundredweight. 
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A JUNKER INTERLUDE. 

Once more the Militant Mode recurs 
With clank of sabre and clink of spur&; 

Once more the long grey cloaks adorn 
The bellicose backs of the high- well- born ; 

Once more to the click of martial boots 
Junkers exchange their grave salutes, 

Taking the pavement, large vuth side, 

Shoulders padded and elbows wide; 

And if a civilian dares to mutter 

They boost him off and he bites the gutter. 

Down by the Brandenburger Thor 
Kitchens are worked by cooks of war; 

Loyal moustaches cease to sag. 

Leaping for joy of the old war-flag; 

Drums are beating and bugles blare 
And passionate bandsmen rip the air ; 

Prussia’s original ardour rallies 
At the sound of Deutschland fiber alleSt 
And warriors slap their fighting pants 
To the tune HeiL dir im Siegeslcrans. 

Life, in a word, recalls the phase 
Of the glorious Hohenzollern days. 

What if a War’s meanwhile occiwred 
And talk of a humbling Peace been heard? 
Treaties are meant to be torn in two 
And wars are made to be fought anew, 

Hoch / for the Tag, by land and main, 

When the Monarchy comes to its own again. 

Surely the wind of it, faint but sweet,- 
The Old Man sniffed in his Dutch retreat ; ; 
j Surely it gave his pulse a jog 

As he went for his thirteen thousandth log, 

Possibly causing the axe to jam 

When he thought of Ins derelict Potsdam, 

Of his orb mislaid and his head’s deflation, 

And visions arose of a Eestoration. 

(If not for himself, it might be done 
^ Por Little Willie or Willie’s son), 

Alas for the chances of child or sire! 

The cotqj went phut, for the Katp missed fii’e. 

^ • O-S. • 

A FLAT TO LET. 

It was twelve o’clock (noon) and I was sitting over the 
fire in our squalid lodgings reading the attractive advertise- 
ments of country mansions in a weekly journal. I had just 
decided on a delightful Tudor manor-house with every mod- 
ern convenience, a nice little park and excellent fishing and 
shooting, when Betty burst upon me like a whirlwind. 

Her face was flushed and a fierce light shone in her usually 
, mild blue eyes. She looked like a Maenad or the incarna- 
tion of Victory at a bargain sale. 

j Come on,” she gasped, seizing me by the arm. “ Hurry.” 

1 Good heavens 1 Is the house on fire ? My child I Let 

j me save my child.” 

! “ Oh, do come on,” cried Betty ; “ there ’s not a moment 

' to bo lost.” 

“ But how can I come on in slippers ? ” I demanded, ** If 
; I may not save the young Henry Augustus, at any rate let 
; me put on my boots.” 

! Betty's only reply was to drag me from the room,- hustle 
1 me through the hall, where I dexterously caught my hat 
from the stand in passing, and thrust me into the street. 

^*,1 ’ve got a flat,” she panted. *^That is, I’ve got it if 
I we ’re quick enough. Hi, taxi 1 ” j 


“But, my dear,” I remonstrated as the taxi-driver, cowled 
by the look in her eye, drew up to the kerb, ‘‘if we^take 
a taxi we shan’t have anything left to pay for the flat.” 

“Victory Mansions, Trebarwith Eoad. Drive fast 1 ” 
shouted Betty as she pushed me into the cab. 

“ Now you ’ve done it,” I said bitterly. “ Do you know 
I’ve only five pounds ten on, me at the moment?^ We 
shall lose the flat while we ’re quarrelling with the driver.” 

“Oh, dear,” cried Betty, “can’t you see that this is 
serious ? It was a wonderful piece of luck. I was passing 
the mansions and I happened to look up just as someone 
was sticking up a notice, ‘Flat to Let,’ in one of the 
windows. There was a- beast of a man on the other side of 
the street and he simply leapt across the road. I slipped, 
or I should haveheaten him. As it was he got to the door 
a yard ahead of me. We looked over the flat together, but 
of course he was first, and he said he was sure it would suit 
him, only he must ask bis wife. It was awful ! I felt as if 
I must kill him.” 

“ So you followed him out and pushed him down the lift- 
shaft ? My dear brave girl 1” 

“No, but I heard him say he could be back in half-an- 
hour. I knew I could do it in twenty-five minutes. Look I ” 
Betty crushed my hand as in a vice. “ There he is.” 

As we took a corner on two wheels I looked out and 
saw a man running. “ Taxi 1 ” he shouted in the hoarse 
voice of despair. Our driver sat like a graven image and we 
swept on in triumph. 

“Oh I” cried Betty suddenly, “suppose that, after all, 
somebody else ” She choked on a sob. 

“ Courage, de^' heart,’!, I said. “ All is not yet lost.” 

A moment latqr we had reached Victory Mansions and 
made a dash for the flat. 

“ Are wqin time? ” asked Betty as the door was opened. 

“ I think so, Ma’am,” said the smiling maid and ushered 
us into the presence of the out-going tenant. A tour of the 
rooms at express speed showed the flat to be a desirable 
one enough. There were three years to run and the rent 
was not extortionate — for the times. 

“ I ’ll sign the agreement now,” said I. 

“ Half-a-minute,” said the out-going tenant as he pro- 
duced the documents “ I ’ll get a pen and ink.” 

The whirr of an electric bell resounded through the flat. 

“ Quick I ” panted Betty. “ Your fountain pen.” 1 pro- 
duced it and wrote my name with a hand trembling with 
eagerness. • ' , 

“A gentleman about the flat, Sir,” said the maid, and, 
haggard, pale and exhausted, our defeated rival staggered 
into the room. 

He looked at us with a dumb agony in his eyes, and 
neither of us two men' had the courage to deal the fatal 
blow. It was Betty who spoj^e. 

. “I’m sorry, but we *ve just taken this flat,” she said 
sweetly, and added with true feminine cruelty, “ I saw it 
first, you know.” 

Tlie stranger lost control and crashed badly on the 
hearth-rug. 

“Poor man,”, said Betty to the late tenant. “Be kind 
to him for our sakes.” Then she led the way to our cab, 

“Hotel Splendid! ” I said magnificently to the driver. 

“ Wot,” he growled, “ not in them slippers ? ” 

“True,” I said, with what dignity I could muster, and 
gave him the address of our lodgings. 

“None the less,” I said to Betty, “you shall lunch | 
among the profiteers. This is a great day, and it is yours.” | 

' . .... j 

The Inter-University Sports; ! 

Great interest is being taken in the plucky attempt of Cam- 
bridge to beat America, Africa and Europe (with Oxford). 
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WHAT’S IN A NAME? 


Mate. » WHILE WE ABE DOIN’ HEE UP, WHAT ABOUT-, GIVIN’ HBE A NEW NAME? 
HOW WOULD ‘ PUSION ’ DO ? " • ■ . 

OAPfAiN. "‘EUSION’ OE ‘CONEUSION’— IT’S ALL ONE TO ME SO LONG AS I’M SKIPPEE.” 
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THE LAST OF THE WATCH DOCS. 

My deab Charles, — In all the stirring 
history of the War I don’t know which 
has b^n the most moving sight : the 
r War Office trying to get me to be a 
1 soldier, or the War Office trying to get 
i me to stop being a soldier, 
i Before the late Summer of 1914, Eng- 
; land had evinced no burning interest in 
i its Henry. It had, in fact, left me to 
make my own way, contenting itself 
with cautioning me if I didn’t stick to 
the right side of the road, or to fining me 
if I exceeded the speed limit. In August 
> of that memorable year it got, you will 
remember, mixed up in rather a nasty 
bother. Searching for friends to get 
it out, it bethought itself of Henry, along 
with 499,999 others whose names for 
the' moment I do not recall. Between 
us (with subsequent assistance) we set 
things to rights, and nothing remained 
^br Old England save to rid itself gi*ace- 
fully of what remained of its few mil- 
lions of new-found friends. There was, 
however, no shaking off its bosom 
pal, Henry. I am one of those loyal 
characters whose affection, once gained,, 
nothing.,c^n undo. No use saying to 
Wefl, old man, it’s getting late 
JP!-} must come and see us again 
:.someipt4j!fcday/’ I am one of the sort 
; wbo^#wei" : ** Don’t you worry your- 


self about that. I’m going to stay 
and go on seeing you now.” 

In the early days of demobilisation 
there was, I think, a certain novelty 
and attraction about my attitude to 
the problem. In contrast to the im- 
patient hordes crowding the entrance 
of the War Office, i’inging the front- 
door bell violently, tapping on the 
window-panes and generally disturbing 
that serene atmosphere of peace which 
was the great feature of the War in 
Whitehall, it was refreshing to think 
of Henry, plugging quietly away else- 
where at his military duties, undeterred 
by armistices, peaces and things of 
that kind. I fancy I was well thought 
of in those days at the War House. 

“ Say what you like about him,’’ I 
can hear A.G.4 remarking to M.S.39 
(decimal 9 recurring) as t^hey .met in 
the corridor on their way to lunch, 
** but I find him a patient, well-behaved 
young fellow.” 

- Yes,” would be the thoughtful an- 
swer, “ it seems almost a pity we are 
going to lose him.” 

Speaking strictly between ourselves, . 
I have never thought nauch of the Mili- 
tary Secretary branch. What made 
them ttnnk'they were going to lose me 
as easily as alLthat ? • | 

What I said to mysdf was : “ Henry, ! 
my lad, thirteen shillings and eleven-! 


pence a day is thirteen shillings and 
, elevenpence a day ; now isn’t it ? And 
: war isn’t war when there is a peace 
j coming on. Why then throw up a fat 
income just for the sake of getting into 
I long trousers ? You stay where you are 
' tin they come and fetch you.” 

So I just stayed where I was, and I 
conducted the operation with such 
ability and tact that Whitehall came 
to forget all about me. My name went 
on appearing, with ever - increasing 
dignity and beauty, in the Army List ; 
but that made no difference. You see, 
though lots of people write the Army 
List, no one ever reads it ; only from 
time to time a man will surreptitiously 
turn up his own name, just to renew 
his feeling of self-importance, or in an 
emergency he will look up the name 
of^ a friend in order to get the right 
initials after it and not risk giving that 
personal offence which may prevent 
the loan 

But when I say that I stayed where 
I was I don’t mean to suggest that I 
didn’t go on leave in the usual way. In- 
deed I often came home, in full regi- 
mentals, too, partly to impress you and 
partly to travel first-class at your ex- 
pense. Eello w-passengers never thought 
of turning on me and reading, me,. as 
being the cause of six-shillings-in-the- 
pound. They would be extremely polite , 
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Old Lady, ‘‘ Will you please put me down at the same place as you did last 
[Peiday week?” 

Wbat happens next ? ” 1 asked. 
You will return to regimental 


and make friendly conversation with 
me, leading up to the point that they 
had been soldiers themselves once, but 
had given it up, owing to having been 
told that the War was finished. 

I would be just as polite to them, 
telling them they might count on me to 
return to the discomforts and risks of 
civil life as soon as I could be spared 
from the front. They had never the in- 
telligence or daring to ask, “The front 
of what ? ^ 

Now the climax has arrived; I .am 
asked if they must throw me out or ■ 
will I go quietly.? . I fancy I.havebeen 
caught by one.o-f -those card-indexes; I 
suspect some Departmental General of 
showing off to a friend.- “ This is my 
IN basket,’* I can hear him explaining 
as he shows his audience his office; 

“ every letter which comes in goes into 
the IN. That is my out basket, and 
every letter which goes out. goes out of 
the OUT. 

“ And then, Sir, we have the Card In- 
dex. :k complete record of every officer 
in the Army, permanent or temporary.” 

“ Are there still temporary officers 
in the Army ? ” asks the audience, not 
being able to think of anything better 
to ask, and clearly being called upon to 
ask something. 

“ Sergeant-Major, turn up ‘ Offi.cers, 
army, temporary, the, in,’ for this gentle- 
man.” 

And thus the shameful truth comes 
out. One card only — mine. 

Exit audience wondering what man- 
ner of intrepid man this Henry might be. 

Originally the W.O, had had a great 
idea; they caused my regiment softly and 
silently to vanish away, thinking that 
I would vanish with it. But I had 
been too sharp for them. Learning that 
they were bent on ** disembodying” ‘me, 
and not liking the sound of the word, 
I had very quietly removed myself from 
my regiment to the Staff. Thus for a 
few happy months we see the W.O. 
rendered inert. 

My final defeat was due to a chance 
remark of my own, made to one of the 
fifty-nine officers under whose direct 
command I served. Hpon my first 
arriving on his Staff he had said to me, 
“ Oh, by the way, P.S.C., of course? ” 
Quite affable, frank and to the point ; 
“P.S.C,, of course? ” 

Not knowing the language, I could 
not make an equally affable answer. I 
asked him to repeat the question, but 
to change the code. 

You have Passed Staff College, of 
course ? ” he said a little less affably. 

I then had the misfortune to answer 
“ Why, of course, if you mean that tall 
building on the right as I came up here 
from the station,? 

He then. made up his mind that I was 


not only wanting in essential parts, but 
was also the sort of person who jested 
on religious subjects. He never forgot 
the matter ; indeed, when applied to 
(under “ Secret and Confidential ” cover) 
to suggest a means of getting rid of me,- 
he very clearly remembered it. At once 
every department in the War House 
got busy ; the interest of the Secretary 
of State was enlisted, and the War 
Cabinet decided that for permanent 
purposes my post must necessarily be 
held by a P.S.O. man. Done in by what 
was little better, when you come to 
think of it, than a mere postscript. 

Please understand that there was no- 
talk of discharging me \ no talk of de- 
mobilising me ; no talk even of dis- 
embodying me. Without any reflection 
on my conduct and merely upon the 
grounds that, not being P.S.C., I could 
not be regarded as quite right in the 
head, they intimated their intention of 
vacating my appointment by the simple 
process of an advertisement .in the 
fashionable columns of The London 
Gazette. 


duty,” they said, 

' “But there isn’t any regiment,” I 
pointed out triumphantly, “therefore 
there won’t be any duty.” 

They didn’t seem to mind that, and 
for some time I wondered why. Then 
a thought occurred to me. 

“But here, I say, what about my 
pay?” 

“ Ah I ” §aid they unhelpfully. . . . 

And that, my dear Charles, is why, 
if you keep your eye, on the journals of ^ 
(say) the Summer of 1925, you will 
read in the Stop-press Column an 
urgent telegram from the W.O. : “On 
April 1st, 1920, the following relin- 
quishes his appointment 

(Eemaining, however, | 

Yours always), Heney.” 


Another Impending Apology. 

“Mothers’ Union. — . . . A helpful discussion 
followed on ‘How to Deal with Unworthy 
Members,’ There were about 50 present.*” 
Parish Magazine, 
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THE PRACTICE OF THE CREWS- 

{Ballad after C,S,GJ) 

The reporter aired his, aquatic lore 
{Poj>ply ivater in Corney Beach)^ 

A thing he had yearly essayed before ; 
And a rowing jargon obscured his 
speech. 

The coach he coached with a megaphone 
{Crabtree, Graven and Chiswick Eyot) 
Till the crew were prone to emit a groan, 
And the Cox said nothing but “ Bow, 
you ’re late/’ 

The Stroke he quickened to thirty-four 
{In the first half-mimite struck seven- 
tee7i) ; 

Some clocks returned it a trifle more, 
\'\'hich wasn’t so good as it might 
have been. 

The towpath critic he shook his head 
{Thormjcrofi's, ichere they began to 
row ) ; ’ ‘ 

‘‘Hung over the stretcher” was what 
he said, 

And “missed the beginning,” and 
“ hands too slow.” 

The towpath critic, whoe’er he be 
{A tug and some barges blocked the 
^oay), 

For thirty odd years, it seems to me, 
Has never found anything else to say. 

The towpath critic’s remarks are trite 
^ Yard in a stiffish breeze), 

Yet I study religiously morn and night 
Whole columns consisting of words 
like these. 

THE GENIUS OF MR. BRADSHAW. 

{By our Literaoij Expert.) 

No one will be surprised to hear that 
the Christian name of Mr. BnAnsHAw 
was George. Indeed, it is difficult to 
think what other name a man of his 
calibre could have had. Bt^t many 
people will be surprised to hear that 
Mr. Beadshaw is no longer alive. 
Whatever one thinks of his work one 
is inclined to think of him as a living 
personality, working laboriously at 
some terminus— probably at the Char- 
ing Cross Hotel. But it is not so. He 
died, in fact, in 1853, His first book 
—or rather the first, edition of his 
book was published in 1839; yet, 
unlike the author, it still livjss. He is, 
in fact, the supreme example of the 
posthumous serial writer. . I have no 
information about Mr. Debkett and 
Mr. Bueke, but the style and substance 
of their work are relatively so flimsy 
tfeat one is justified, I think, in neglect- ' 
ihg them. In any case their public is 
a limited one. So, of course, is Mr. i 

Beabshaw’s ; but it is better than theirs 
Mr, Debbett’s book we read idly in ar 
idle hour; when we read Mr. Bead 
SHA w’s it is because T^e feel that we 
simply must; and. that perhaps is the 
surest test of genius. 

It is no w’onder that in some circles 
Mr. Bbabshaw^ holds a position com- 
parable 6nly to the position of Homer 
I once knew an elderly clergyman who 
knew the whole of Mr. Bradshaw’s 
book by heart. He could tell you 
without hesitation the time of any 
train from anywhere to anywhere else. 
He looked forward each month to the 
new number, as other people look for- 
ward to the new numbers of maga- 
zines. When it came he skimmed 
eagerly through its pages and noted 
with a fierce excitement that they 
had taken oft’ the 5.30 from Larne 
Harbour, or that the 7.30 from Gala- 
shiels was stopping that month at 
Shahkend. He knew all the connec- 
tions ; he knew all the restaurant 
trains; and, if you mentioned the 6.15 
to Little Buxton, he could tell you oft- 
hand whether it was a Saturdays Only 
or a Saturdays Excepted. 

This is the exact truth, and I gathered 
that he was not unique. It seems that 
there is a Bradshaw cult; there may 
even be, a Bradshaw club, where they 
m^t at intervals' for Bradshaw dinners, 
after which a paper is re.ad on “ Changes 
I have made, witb’some Observations on 
Salisbury.” I 'suppose some of them 
have first ,,ed]^^^s, t’aiid talk about 
themyery’prbudry;"an& they have hot 
academic, fi^ussions on the best way 
to get from Barnbam Junction to 
Ganfiffi-without going'through Bristol; 
Then they drink the toast of “The 
iVIaster” and go home in omnibuses. 
My friend was a schoolmaster and took 
a small class of boys in'Bradslaaw ; he 
s^d they knew as much about it as he 
did. I call that corrupting the young. 

' But apart from this little band 'of 
admirers I am afraid that the book 
does suffer from neglect. Who is there, 
for example, who has read the “ Direc- 
tions ” on page 1, where we are actually 
shown the method of reading tenta- 
tively suggested by the author himself ? 
The ordinary reader, coming across a 
certain kind of thin line, lightly dis- 
misses it as a misprint or a restaurant 
ear on Friday^ If he had read the 
Preface he^would know that it meant'a 
SHUNT. He would know that a shunt i 
means that p'assengers are enabled to i 
continue their journey* by ehinging t 
into the next t^rain. Whether he would < 
know what that means I do not know. 1 
The best authorities suppose it to be a < 
poetical way 'of saying that you have . 
io change — what is called an euphe- [ 
nism. 1 

No, you must not neglect the Preface; 
i and you must not neglect the Appendix 
on Hotels. As sometimes happens in 
works of a philanthropic character, Mr. 
Beadshaw’s Appendix has a human 
charm that is lacking in his treatment of 
his principal'theme, the arrival and de- 
parture of trains. To the careful stu- 
dent it reveals also a high degree of 
organisation among his collaboiators, 
the hotel-managers. It is obvious, for 
example, that at Bournemouth there 
must be at least one hotel which has 
the finest situation on the South coast. 
Indeed one would expect to find that 
there was more than one. But no ; 
Bournemouth, exceptionally fortunate 
in having at once the most select hotel 
on the South coast, the largest and 
best-appointed hotel on the South coast* 
and the largest and most up-to-date 
hotel on the South coast, has positively 
only one which has the finest position 
on the South coast. Indeed, there is 
only one of these in the whole of Eng- 
land, though there are two which have 
the finest position on the East coast. 

How is it, we wonder, that with so 
much variation on a single theme such 
artistic restraint is achieved? It is 
clear, I think, that before they send in 
their manuscripts the hotel-managers 
must meet somewhere and "agree to- 
gether the exact terms of their contri- 
butions to the book. “The George” 
agrei&S’that for the coming year “ The 
Crown ” shall have the “ finest* cuisine 
in England,” provided “The George” 
may have “the most charming situation 
imaginable,’.’ and so on. I should like 

TO be at one of those meetings. 

; This is the only theory which accounts 
for the curious phrases we find so fre- 
quently in the text “ Achiotoledged to 
be fee finest.”; AdmiUedly in thehe^t 
position.”' Who is it that acknowledges 
or admits these things? It must be 
the 'other managers ' at tliese annual 
‘meetings, ^ Yes, the restraint of the 
collaborators is wonderful, and in one 
point only has it broken down. There 
are no fewer than seventeen hotels witli 
an Unrivalled Situation; and two of 
these are at Harrogate, For a small 
place like the British Isles it seems to 
me that this is too many. 

For, the rest,^ what imagery, what 
exaltation we find in this Appendix I 
Dazed with imagined beauty we pass 
from one splendid haunt to another. 

One of them lias tlw'ee golf-courses of 
its own ; several are rej^te with every 
comfort (and is not “ replete ” the perfect 
spithet ?). Here is a seductive one “ on 
bhe sea-edge,” and another whose prin- 
fipal glory is its sanitary certificate. 
Another stands on -^he spot where 
Pennyson received his inspiration for 
jhe Idylls of the King, and leaves it at 

- ^ V Sj^^haw's General Railway and Steam ] 
Guide for Groat Britain and Ire- ^ 

fe-r- - ■ 
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that. In such a spot even “ cuisine ” 
is negligible. 

On the whole, from a literary point 
of view, the hydros come out better 
than the mere hotels. But of course 
they have unequalled advantages. With 
such material as Dowsing Eadiant 
Heat, D’Arsonval High Frequency and 
Fango Mud Treatment almost any 
writer could be sensational.- “What is 
High Frequency, I wonder? It is 
clear, at any rate, that it would be mad- 
ness to have a hydro without it. 

Well, I have selected my hotel — on 
purely literary grounds. Or rather I i 


I AN INTER-SERVICE MATCH. 

{With the British Anny in France.) 

Frederick entered the Mess with a 
decided sea-rolj, hitched his slacks and 
berthed himself on the starboard settee. 

Cheerio, my hearties,” said he 
breezily. “ Everybody on the old lugger 
still luffing along all serene ? ” 

“Why so oppressively nautical?” 
inquired. PercivaL “ You haven’t been 
on the leave-boat lately.” 

“ ’Tis true, old messmate. I 'm under 
the influence of my new batman, one 
’Enery ’Enson. After a lifetime in the 


busy wallowing in my hot water that 
you never heard .my protests on the 
door. You really must curb his buc- 
caneering instincts, old Tirps.” 

“I accept no responsibility for his 
methods,” said Frederick haughtily; 
“I merely profit by them. In any case 
I didn't^ take your hot water ; I simply 
used it. You should live hear the bath- 
house and get up promptly when you 
are called, as I do.” . - 
- “ Well, I don’t mind the British Navy 
ruling the waves,” grumbled Binnie, 
“ but I object to its extending its sphere 
of influence over my bath-water.” 



BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 

“That*s fihe. But, as I havek^t got ahy films lefj, I suppose thebe no use staying hebe.” 


have selected two. One is the place 
where they have the Famous Whirlpool 
Baths. I shall go there at once. 

The manager of the other is a great 
artist; alone among the collaborators 
he understands simplicity. His con- 
tribution occupies a whole page; but 
there is practically nothing* in it, 
nothing about cuisine or sanitation, or 
elegance or comfort. Only, in the 
middle, -he writes quite simply 
The Most Perfect Hotel in the World 
- A. P. H. 

A Zoological Curiosity. 

“The complaint made was that men came 
to , the district and asked inflated prices for 
shares, far aboye the market value, and it was 
argued that the new exchange would tend to 
^<>h™te this, system of sharks feathering their 
Faj^er. 


Marineshe ’s now spending his declining 
days in the Army, and he ’s terribly in- 
fectious. I found myself saying, ‘ Ay, ay. 
Sir,' when the C.O. spoke to me,” 

“ I think I 've noticed your 'Enery,” 
said Percival. “I^n't he about ten 
feet high by six broad, tattooed all over 
like a circulating art gallery, and ad- 
dicted to chewing quids and swabbing 
out your hut in his bare feet ? ” 

‘‘My- cabin, you mean. And says 
he 's going ashore when he takes a trip 
down the village. That 's ’Enery.” 

“ Incidentally hie ’s a confirmed bath- 
lifter,” interjected Binnie, “ Yesterday 
morning my batman prepared me a 
tub, and while he was fetching ^me 
along your hulking pirate boosted out 
my sponge and .towels and installed 
your lily-white self in it. You were so 


** It ^ jolly "^oll doesn't extend over 
mine,” said Percival with pride. “ Fred- 
erick's ’Enery doesn't get the better of 
my Elfred. This morning a queue, con- 
sisting of two perfectly good Loots, a 
really- excellent Skipper and a priceless 
Major were waiting for vacant baths. 
Bub was Elfred Fry dismayed? To 
forestall an answer that might possibly 
be wrong I may say that he wasn’t. 
He promptly appropriated a cubicle 
that happened to be unoccupied " 

“ Eeally, my frowsty old Camemberfc, 
don't ask us to believe that they had all 
overlooked it,” expostulated Frederick. 

“ Not for worlds would I , endeavour 
to impose on your gentle trusting 
natures. So far from their overlooking 
it the bath - had been the subject -of 
earnest' scrutiny, and they had all re- 
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gretfully come to the conclusion that it 
lacked one important attribute of a 
bath — it wouldn’t hold water. The 
plug was missing.” 

“ And by a singular chance the plug 
happened to be in the possession of 
your Elfred ? ” 

“That is my case, me luds,” said 
Percival simply. “ If the silent Navy 
wants to beat my Elfred it ’s got to rise 
very early in the morning.” 

“ We shall see,” said Erederick darkly. 
“I’m going to tell this talo to the 
Marines.” 

That evening the troops had organised 
a stupendous boxing tournament in the 
Recreation Hut. Binnie by invitation ! 
combined the offices of referee, M.O. 
-and timekeeper, and Erederick and 
Percival at the ring-side unanimously 
disagreed with his verdicts. 

“ Most appalling decision,” said Per- 
cival in fib loud whisper. “ Tlie referee 
has obviously been got at.^’ 

“ Sh ! ” replied Erederick. “He hasn’t 
been told it’s a boxing contest. He 
thinks it ’s a clog-dancing competition 
and iS' giving the points for' foot- 
work.” , 

' Unfortunately the MtO. did not hear. 
He was speaking himself. 

" “ The next bout should conclude our 
programme,’* he said, “but I ain asked 
)to ' announce that Private Henson 
'challenges Private Ery to box six two- 
toinute roiind'S, backing himself for five 


francs against a small article of no 
intrinsic value.” 

Enthusiastic applause greeted the 
announcement. A disturbance in the 
rear of- the hut indicated- that Elfred 
was heading for cover. 

“ ’E ’s twice my size,” he wailed as 
strong hands hauled him back. ‘ 

“ The challenger admits that he holds 
a slight advantage in weight,” con- 
tinued the M.O., “ but considers that is 
counterbalanced by his advanced years.” 

“ This is your fiendish work,” hissed 
Percival to Erederick. 

“Not a bit of it, old sportsman,” 
replied Erederick cheerfully. “ The 
patent rights are held by ’Enery. I 
merely mentioned to- him that Elfred 
possessed a desirable bath-plug that it 
might be useful to acquire.” 

Percival left his seat to confer with 
the shrinking Elfred, 

“ ’E can 'ave the* old bath-plug an’ 
welcome, Sir, as far as I '’m concerned,” 
said the latter. 

“ Tut, tut! ” saidPercival.' “ Toumust 
make a fight for it. The honour of the 
Army is at stake.” 

“ I, ain’t all that set on the honour of 
the Army,” said Elfred. “But *im being 
the challenger, shouldn’t I be justified 
in putting the plugin oneof my gloves? ” 

“The rules don’t provide for such a 
contingency.- Hurry up now and get 
stripped, and I’ll give you twenty 
francs if you win.” 


Both combatants were warmly re- 
ceived. ’Enery’s decorative tattooing 
was much admired, and Elfred was 
urgently requested not to spoil the 
pictures. By desire* of the referee the 
stakes were handed to him — Erederick 
producing the five francs for ’Enery — 
and the battle commenced.; 

It was early evident that the Navy 
intended shock tactics, while the' Army 
favoured a system of elastic defence. 
A salvo of short-arm jabs by ’Enery 
was answered by long-range sniping on 
the part of Elfred, no direct hits being 
recorded. Towards the end of the round 
’Enery attempted to approach under 
cover of a smoke screen, but action was 
broken off at the sound of the gong. 

The second round opened sensa- 
tionally. Elfred, on the advice of his 
seconds, was “ making Use of the ring” 
when he accidentally collided with his 
opponentcominginthereyarse direction 
and gave him a violent tihump without 
return. There seemed every prospect 
of trouble, but clever footwork pre- 
vented the incident developing into a 
fracas. Round tv/o concluded* witli • 
Elfred leading handsomely by one point , 
to nothing. ~ • 

“ Two to one on Elfred,”"said Per- 
cival excitedly, 

“ Take you— in bath plugs,” answered 
Erederick, carefully entering the bet.‘ 
’Enery equalised in the, third round, 
Elfred having incautiously wandered 
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into the track of a stray tipper-cut and 
bounced off^ More footwork followed, 
Eifred winning by about two yards. 
Both were breathing heavily when time 
wa^ called, and 'Enery was complain- 
ing about his bronchitis. 

Skirmishing tactics in the fourth 
roujnd resulted in Elfred having a nar- 
row escape from being torpedoed be- 
neath the belt, and during several sub- 
sequent clinches he was requested to 
sto|i studying the pictures and get on 
wijJi the business. 

The fifth ,and sixth rounds were 
marked by the departure of most of 
thej spectators, and in the end a draw 
w4s the only possible verdict. \ 

‘I But what about the plug, ‘old 
scbut?” asked Percival, as they wan-, 
der^ back to their quarters, 

nAs referee,'* answered, Binnie, 
gaija a draw ; as Battalion Boxing 
Bojard of Control I order the match to 
be ^^-fought in six months' time, to give 
, th^jmen a chance to get into condition ; 
an^ meanwhile as stakeholder I con- 
tinue to hold the five francs and the 


THE TEUE SONG-STUFE. " 

[A. writer in an evening paper describes 
a certain sdng as being sung, *“ sometimes with 
a lump in the throat and a tear in the eye,” 
air over. England.] 

If you wish to succeed as a writer 
Of songs that undoubtedly count, 

By making the atmosphere brighter, 
The moral barometer mount, 

Then be it your aim and endeavour to 

For the lump^in the throat and the tear 
in' the' eye. " ' , " 

ScRiABiNE and Stravinsky may flatter 
The ears of the brainy dlite, * • 
But the musical numbers that matter 
> Express what is simple and sweet ; 
You may easily miss, by aspiring too 
high, 

Both the lump in the throat and the 
tear in the eye. 

Though cynics conspire to repress it, 

- To sentiment, “ heavenly link: " 

(As the Bard of Savoy would address 

With -joy “I eternally drink; ” “ 


For it gives .us the key, which no 
science can buy, 

To the lump in the throat and the tear 
in the eye. / 

But, if you are anti-Victorian 
And, scorning the coo of the dove, 
Hold the roar of the primitive Saimian 
The final expression of love, 

You may have, if you choose, an alter- 
native shy 

At a tear in the throat and a lump in 
the eye. 

“ For 70 y§ars Eegent Street has basked in 
sunshine, and now it is to be cast into shadow 
again. It will be like a gloomy canon between 
dour stone walls.”— Chronicle, 

We have heard of a gloomy Dean, 
whose habitat answers to the descrip- 
I given. Can this be his understudy ? 

^ ‘"The ‘ brasses^ worn by the modern cart- 
horse are a' direct 'survival of the amulets 
which bedecked the horses of the time of 
Julius Csesar. They are worn on the farthin- 
gale as charms against the Evil Eye.” 

I>cdly Paper, 

You should see our Clydesdale in her 
crinoline.' ‘ 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, March 15th,-The greatPood- 
prices debate hardly justified its pre- 
liminary advertisement. Mr. McCuedt 
took sure ground when he argued that 
high prices were mainly due to 
world - shortage ; and, though 
he entered more disputable 
territory when he declared that 
the Profiteering Act was not 
primarily intended to punish 
profiteers, Mr. Asquith did not 
seriously attempt to dislodge 
him. Indeed, the ex-Pebmiee's 
speech was mainly composed 
of truisms, his only excursion 
into the speculative being an 
assertion — with which not all 
economists will agree — that 
inflation of currency is a con- 
sequence and not a cause of 
high prices. 

An ex-Food Controller, Mr. 

Geoege Eobeets, defended the 
Government against charges 
of extravagance, and ventured 
to remind Labour — as Thomas 
Deummond reminded Irish 
landlords — that it had duties 
as well as rights. 

Early in the evening the 
Peime Ministee, who had sat 
through many speeches in 
readiness for the threatened 
attack, folded his notes and 
silently stole away. 

On the adjournment General 
Page Oeoft accused the Ministry of 
Munitions of unfair treatment to one of 
its employees. The peroration to Mr. 
Kellaway’s spirited defence deserves 
quotation : ‘‘ The decision taken by 
the Ministry is a decision that will 
stand.'* That *s the stufl:' to give ’em. 

Tuesday, March 16th, — The Loed 
CHANCELiiOE was SO unusually apolo- 
getic in his exposition of the War Emer- 
gency Laws (Continuance) Bill that 
none of the Peers had the heart seri- 
ously to oppose him. Lord Saeisbuey 
took note of the Government’s admis- 
sion that they were anxious to say 
Good-bye to D.O.E.A. and only com- 
plained that the farewell ceremony was 
so long-drawn-out. Lord Buckmastee 
failed to understand why^ D.O.E.A. 
should have a longer life in Ireland 
than in England, and was so carried 
away by his own eloquence as to 
declare that all the crimes attributed 
to the Sinn Feiners had been due 
“to misguided attempts to enforce 
special legislation against a misunder- 
stood and a gallant people.” Lord 
BiEKEfTHEAD replied that there was at 
least a plausible case for the contention 
that the boot was bn the other leg. 

It is unusual to find Members of the 


House of Commons objecting to their 
speeches being reported, but apparently 
some of them do — when the reporters 
are police constables. The Home Secee- 
TAEY thought it quite possible that if 
Members attended certain meetings the 


official stenographers might think it 
worth while to take down their utter- 
ances ; but I gathered that he was not 
prepared to give any guarantee on the 
subject, and that Colonel Wedgwood 
and Lieut.-Commander Kenwoethy 



THE OOENUCOPIA, 
OB HOBNE OF PLENTY, 
Sib Eobebt Horne. 


must not count too confidently on hav- 
ing a further road to fame opened to 
them. 

Mr. Bo.nae La^v read a telegram from 
Lord Kilmarnock regarding the situa- 
tion in Berlin. As it was already a 
day old, was admittedly based j 
on a commimiqzce from Wolff’s 
Bjirea'ic, “censored” by Mr. 
Teebitsch Lincoln (late Lib- 
eral Member for Darlington), 
and had in the meantime been 
officially, contradicted by the 
old Government, it did not add i 
much to our knowledge. 

Time was when it was usual 
to move to reduce a Vote by a 
hundred pounds if you wanted 
to defeat the Government. But 
such paltry figures are no good 
in these spacious days. Sir 
Donald Maclean’s proposed 
1 eduction in the Vote on Ac- 
count for the Civil Services was 
the much more mouth-filling 
morsel of one hundred million 
pounds. Mr. Chamberlain 
considered it very handsome 
of the Opposition, on the eve, 
he understood, of coming into 
office, thus to cut off its own 
supplies. Nevertheless he de- 
clined to accept the generous 
offer. Our finances would be 
all right if the House would 
back the Government by prac- 
tising economy as well as 
preaching it. As it was, he 
thought the worst was over, for — 
strange and agreeable phenomenon — 
the floating debt was sinking. 

After this it was, perhaps, not very 
complimentary of Mr, J. W. Wilson to 
urge the Government to put forth their 
best speakers. The Prime Minister 
was still coy, but Sir Bobeet Horne, 
in virtue of his new office as President 
of the Board of Trade, stepped nimbly 
into the breach, and made a speech so 
cheerful both in substance and delivery 
as feo justify the hope that in him the 
Government have found the Hoenb of 
Plenty. 

Wednesday, March 1 7th, — Seventeen 
years ago Lord Balfour of Burleigh, 
as a hard-shell Free Trader, sacrificed 
office sooner than bow the knee to 
the new gods of Birmingham. This 
afternoon he brought in a Bill (to safe- 
guard “ key industries” and counteract 
“dumping”) which would have glad- 
dened the heart of Mr. Joseph Cham- 
berlain. Some of the other Free 
Trade Peers were still unrepentant. 
Lord Beauchamp, for example, declar- 
ing that shipping was our real “quay- 
industry” and needed no protection, 
announced his intention of moving the 
rejection of the Bill ; and Lord Crewe, 



“CONTEOLLEES” CONTEOLLED. 

Mr. Clynes. Mr. McCurdy, Mr. G. Egberts. 



w^mi. 




although one of the authors of the Paoris 
resolutions, on which the measure was 
ostensibly based, thought that it went^ 
far beyond present necessities. The only ; 
dumps with which Germany was likely' 
to be associated for some time to come 
were doleful, not’ aggressive. 

The Eeport of the Supplementary 
Estimates furnished the Commons with 
abundant points for criticism. In pro- 
testing against an increase in the re- 
muneration of the Law Officers, Mr. 
Hogge revealed a hitherto unsuspected 
admiration for the Puime Ministee, 
whose services, he considered, were 
most inadequately rewarded with five 
thousand pounds a year and no pension. 
If anyone deserved an increase of salary 
it was he. 

Mr. Tyson-Wilson had the temerity 
t6 complain that the Government were 
not finding work for all the disabled 
ex-Service men whom they trained in 
the technical schools, and laid himself 
open to a damaging ** quoque '' from 
Sir Eobeet Hoene, who pointed out 
that ’ this lack of employment was 
largely* due to the trade unions, which 
r^ftrseid to admit these men as “im- 
provers.** • ' 

' In^^introdueing the Naval Estimates 
^or^eightyjodd millions Mr. Long was- 


1 apologetic* for not having made 


them,lai:ger. The personnel has been 
drastically reduced, and parents are 
’ actually ^ being ofiered a pre'mium of 
; three hundred pounds to remove their 
' sons from Osborne. ^ On the other hand 

E romotion from the lower deck was to 
e encouraged, and in future every 
youngster entering the Navy would 
metaphorically carry a broad-pennant 
in his ditty-box. 

Thursday, March 18th , — A proposal 
to erect a military monument on a 
hill near Jerusalem was adversely 
criticised by Lord Teeowbn, Lord 
SouTHBOEOUGH, as a recent visitor to 
the HSly City, thought that the Govern- 
ment would be better advised to de- 
molish some of the recent buildings, 
including the ex-Kaiser*s ridiculous 
clock-tower, which had not even the 
negative merit of telling the time. 

In- consequence of his rather exhaust- 
ing stance with the Liberal Party the 
Peime Ministee was looking a little 
jaded. - But he perked up wonderfully 
when Mr: Will Thoene, d propos of a 
story that the Eussian Soviet Govern- 
ment had introduced martial law into 
theworkshops, asked whether he did not 
think that all able-bodied people ought 
to be compelled to work. There was 
the old twinkle in his eyes as he re- 
L plied that it would be very interesting 


to know if that was the view of the. 
trade unions. From recent information 
I gather that the bricklayers, at any 
rate, would not subscribe to it. 

Upon the further consideration of the 
Navy Estimates General Seely urged 
the re-establishment of the Com- 
mittee of Imperial Defence. Mr. 
Long said the Admiralty were most 
anxious for it. Mr. Asquith also ap- 
proved, but from his ten years’ experi- 
ence as, its President entered a caveat 
against expecting the Committee to 
take upon itself executive functions. 
“ Had it done so,” he observed, “ there 
would have been collisions, cross-pur- 
poses, waste of application, and in 
many cases something approaching 
to administrative confusion.” Which 
things of course never occurred under 
his o^egime of — shall I say? — expectant 
watchfulness. • 

The rest of the debate was chiefly re- 
markable for Lady Astoe’s bold declar- 
ation, “The sea belongs to England, 
and it could not be in better hands.” 
Coming from a country-woman of Mr, 
Daniels it was doubly exhilarating. 

‘‘Direct Action. at Putney. 

^ “ When the Light Blues went out a second 
time R. C. Barrett, of the winning trial dght 
crew, was at strike.*^— . » • . j , 
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“He hadn’oj been dead a week when they started quarrelling over his estate.” 
“Did he leave mugh?” “No — only three gallons.” 


NEMESIS. 

Kindly the dentist was, for he 
Had obviously sought 
To keep his waiting victims free 
From apprehensive thought. 
Providing for those souls in fear 
The Comic Press of yesteryear. 

I read those jests of days agone, 
Those jibes at folly flown, 

And wondered should I light upon 
Some trifle of my own, 

A par well pointed in its time 
Or fragment of reputed rhyme. 

Could I retrieve some sparkling fytte 
Bedecked with jeiix de mots, 

I fancied tliat the sight of it 
Might soothe my present woe, 
Eemindiug me how once I had 
Been quite a jocund kind of lad. 

Lo, what a foolish hope was this 1 
I realised too soon 
The special form of Nemesis 
That waits on the buffoon : 

The joke I found concerned the gloom 
Imide a dentist's waiting-room. 


THE LATEST PAETY. 

{Being the Diary of a loell-mtentioncd 
Voter.) 

Monday. — Important article in my 
morning paper on the serious political 
outlook. Eecom mends the formation 
of a new party to carry out progressive J 
reforms and combat the forces of Eevo- 
lution and Anarchy. Sounds excellent. 
The new party is to be called the 
People's Party. I decide to join it. 

Tuesday. — By a fortunate mistake my 
newsagent placed wrong paper on my 
step to-day. Find I was being misled 
by the sheet I usually take. A new 
party to carry out progressive reforms 
and combat the forces* of Eevolution 
and Anarchy has already been formed,* 

It is called the National Party, I 
decide to join it, 

Wednesday. — Attended public meet- 
ing advertised as being in support of 
the new party. Expected to hear all 
about the programme of the National 
Party. Instead was urged to join the 
Modern Party, to carry out progressive 
reforms and comhak the forces of Eevo- 
lution and Anarchy. Signed card before 
leaving the hall pledging my support. 

Thursday. — Dined with Brooks, wlio 
takes very grave view of the state of 
the country. Said what we really want 
is a new party. Went on to outline some 
regent, progressive reforms and men- 
tioned one or two necessary steps for 
combating the forces of Eevolution and 
Anarchy, Suggested that he and' I 
shwM try to a loeal branch of the 

Britannic Party. Seemed so enthusi- 


astic that I hadn't the heart to refuse 
him. 

Friday. — ^Johnson called at the office 
during my busiest hour. Wanted to 
enrol me as a member of a new party, to 
be known as the Efficiency Party, No 
time to^ go into it properly, so agreed, 
to get rid of him. Anyhow, the object 's 
a good one. It was something about 
progressive reforms and combating the 
forces of Eevolution and 'Anarchy, 

Saturday. — Heard at the Club that 
if the Coalition is not better supported 
in their attempts to carry out progres- ] 
si ve reforms and combat the f drees of- 


Eevolution-and Anarchy, they will form 
themselves into* a* new party and go to 
the country. Locally we are to have, 
in additio-n to the retiring Coalitionist, 
a Free Liberal candidate, a Labour 
Party candidate,* a couple of Indepen- 
dent* candidates,* a. People's Party can- 
didate, a- National Party candidate, a 
Modern Patty candidate, a Britannic 
Party candidate, and an Effic’ency 
Party candidate.* Afraid this would 
make my position extremdy compli- 
cated. Decide to give undivided sup- 
jport to the Coalition- in - the hope* of 
averting a General Election. * 
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AT THE PLAY. 

**Thb Truth about the Russian 
Dancers,*' 

With that uncanny tuition of his 
Sir James Barrie has, of course, hit on 
the precise truth. Russian dancers are 
not born 'but made — by the' Maestro, 
which I, take it is (broadly speaking) 
Italian for Producer and Presenter. 

When Karissima goes on a visit to 
the stately home of the Veres the peace 
of that ancient haunt of the conven- 
tionally coiTect is qpeeiiy broken. 
Young Lord Veo^e loses his heart. How- 
ever, that might just as easily or more 
easily haveliappened if the Gaiety had 
been invited. But a dreadful change 
comes to UncleBill — he buys his clothes 
ready-made (at La boutique fantasque, 
for a guess, or possibly „Mr. Mallaby- 
Deeley's), grows dundrearies and goes 
hopelessly off his game at golf. 

Karissima, poor dear, can’t walk or 
talk or putt, for that matter, except 
with her toes. PiZZ calls this last cheat- 
ing, but young Vere thinks it simply 
adorable — as do^ we all. . Lady Vere, 
his mother, can’t get used to being 
kissed by Karissima, who will stand, 
upon her lightly with^ one foot> oddly 
waving the other meanwhile in the 
air. Besides it takes too -long and is 
rather too demonstrative. And couldn’t 
Karissima dear just try to walk with 
lier soles really fiat on the ground in 
the solid English county way? Cer- 
tainly Karissima will try, to please 
Madame, and with painful effort' 
achieves a half-dozen clumsy steps till ' 
unconquerable habit and Mr. Arnold 
Bax’s allusively witty music lift her 
on tiptoe again. And really she is such 
a darling that the once reluctant dow- 
'ager finally consents to the marriage; 
wedding bells forthwith (within) ; a 
white-haired clergyman, surprised at 
nothing, as becomes the very best type 
of padre, appears ; follow corps de ballet 
bridesmaids ; and Bill gives her away. 

Karissima, says Vere to Maestro later 
in the evening, is def)ressed. Because 
she hasn’t a child. They both tremend- 
ously want a child. Maestro, silently 
showing his watch-dial, would seem to 
wish to suggest that they were un- 
reasonably impatient. Karissima also 
pleads. Well, he will see wHat he can. 
do. Bub there’s an awful penalty. 
Por a new Russian dancer cannot be 
made unless another surrenders life. 
Anyway he fetches his black bag. 
And Karissima dances down the main 
staircase with her babe, who grows 
apace^ and is shortly seen prancing 
in the garden (on his toes -r~.“ Thank 
Heaven!” says the Maestro), 

And Karissima dies and is brought in 
i on her Mer, and dances {sh^^ould /)• her^ 

own funeral service. Maestro's heart 
is touched ; he lies down in her stead, 
and she, dancing on a carpet of thistle- 
down shot with stars (I think), and 
her lord (I am sure), perpetually ex- 
claiming, “ How perfectly topping 1” — 
both achieve.an enviable immortality. 

.Madame Karsavina is exquisite; she 
is well supported by Mr. 0. M. Lowne 
{Hon, Bill), Mr. Herman de Lange 
{Maestro), Miss G. ^TWsmoish{Dowager), 
and Mr. Basil Foster {Lord Vere), 
And I thought I detected Mr. Du 
Maurier’s appreciation of the bizarre 
in his production. ‘ But the triumph 
is the triumph of the whimsical author. 
I don’t think he has ever done any- 
thing better; more ambitious things, 
yes, but nothing so free from flaw. 

Isn’t it more than possible that just 
three- score years ago, ’ on a May day 
(see TF7 jo ’s Who), some Maestro of 
Fantasy slipped into' a little house in 
Kirriemuir, N.B., with a black bag? 
Wouldn’t that explain the otherwise 
inexplicable, the unwearying resource- 
fulness, the unabaslied playfulness of 
this impenitent youth ? - T. 

DRAM.BAC. 

A suggestion has been put forward, 
with the support of the British Drama 
League and others, for the establish- 
ment at our universities of a ** Faculty 
of the Theatre and Dramatic Degree.” 
Heartily appjauding the_ proposal, we 
append a typical examination paper 
for the final school: — 

(1) Sketch briefly the progress of 
amateur acting in this country, from 
the impersonation of a Danish minstrel 
by Alfred the Great, to the Victory 
Varieties Matinee arranged by Lady 
Eve Tatlery. 

(2) Arrange, in order of probability, 
the first fifty authors of Shakspbare. 

(3) “ The Battle of Waterloo was 
won on the playing-fields of Eton.” 
Estimate the rival claims of the 
Windsor Strollers. 

(4) Indicate your make-up for Rom- 
ulus, Henry the Eighth, Abraham 
Lincoln. 

(5) What is a point, and how made ? 
A “ straight” line lies evenly between 
any good points ; give instances. 

(6) Under what dramatic conditions 
can a part be greater than the whole ? 
Cite the authority of any two actor- 
managers for this theory. 

(7) Explain, with diagrams, {h) The 
Eternal Triangle ; {b) Squaring the 
Upper Circle. 

(8) Illtistrate the axiom that the 
length of a run varies with the bx'eadth 
of the dialogue. 

(9) What proportion of the music- 
hall comedians of Great Britain is 

supplied by {a) Lancashire; {b) Scot- 
land ? 

(10) Which European drama requires 
most doors for its honeymoon farces ? 

(11) “ What Manchester thinks to- 
day England will think next Sunday 
evening.” Analyse this statement in 
its bearing upon the play-producing 
societies. 

; (12) ‘‘Let who will make a nation’s 
laws so that I make its songs.’/ Discuss 
the ethical and sociological significance 
of this with regard to {a) “Where do 
flies go in the winter-time?” {h) “I 
do like -an egg with my tea.” 

^ In the viva-voce portion of the exam- 
ination, candidates for Honours will be 
required to satisfy the examiners (to the 
point of actual tears) by their recital of 
selected passages from prepared books. 
They may offer any two of the follow- 
ing : Buckingham’s Farewell ; ” “The 
Signalman’s Daughter;” ‘.‘The Death 
of Little Nell ” {zuith voices). 

For candidates not seeking Honours 
a passable imitation of Mr. George 
Robey will entitle to one group. A. E. 

TWO VIEWS. 

There was a high priest of illusion 

Who rose by his leader’s extrusion ; 

By way of amends 

He invites his old friends 

To extinguish their prospects by Fusion. 

There was a great foe of delusion, 

Who came to the honest conclusion 
That Socialist Labour 

Plays beggar-my-neighbour 

And sought to defeat it by Fusion. 

A Leap-Year Becord. 

“Cambridge University Sports. — K. M.* 
Abrahams winning the long jump with a 
distance of 22yds. to his credit.” 

Picture Payer, 

“THE PEEMIER AND HIS FUTURE. 

WHITHER GOETH THOU?” 

Headings in Daily Paper, 

Answer adjudged correct : “I knowest 
not.” 

“Wanted, a Horse for its keep. Excellent 
cuisine.” — The Times of Ceylon, 

A la cart, we presume. 

“A roof garden for cats is included in the 
scheme for the extension of the premises of Our 
Dumb Friends^ League.” — Evenizig Paper, 

We have heard the nocturnal cat on 
the tiles called many names, but never 
a “ dumb friend.” 

“The Police announce that dogs without 
dollars found wandering after 10 p.m, are 
liable to be destroyed.” — Hong Kong Paper, 

We xmderstand, however, that in China 
dogs are almost invarisibly provided 
with taels, . . 




A NOTE TO NATURE, 

accoimting for mg 'previous silence in an unusually tem- 
perate March and also presenting an ultimatum. 

Ye great brown hares, grown madder through the 
Spring ! 

Ye birds, that utilise your tiny throttles 
To make the archways of the forest ring 
Or go about your easy house-hunting ! 

Ye toads ! ye axolotls ! 


Ye liappy blighters all, that squeal and squat 
, And fly and browse where’er the mood entices, 
Noting in every hedge or woodland grot 
The swelling surge of sap, but noting not 
The rise in current prices 1 

But chiefly you, ye birds, whose jocund note 
(Linnets and larks and jays and red-billed ousels) 
Oft in those happier springtides now remote 
Caused me to catch the lyre and clear my throat 
After some coy refusals ! 


Could I hut know that freedom from all care 
That comes, I say, from gratis sets of suitings 
And homes that need not premium nor repair 
Except with sticks and mud and moss and hair, 
My ! there would be some flutings. 

So and so only would the ivory rod 
Stir, the wild strings once more to exaltation ^ 

So and so only the impetuous god 
Pound in my bosom and produce that odd 
Tum-tiddly-um sensation. , , ’ , 

And often as I , heard the throstles vamp. 

Pouring their liquid notes like golden syrup, 

Out would I go and round the garden tramp, 
Wearing goloshes if the day were. damp, • 

And imitate their chirrup. 

Or, bowling peacefully upon' my bike. 

Well breakfasted, by no distraction^ flustered, 
Pause near a leafy copSe or bramblfed dyke, 

And answer song for ioti 'g the black-backed shrike*, 
The curlew and the bustard. 


Ay, and would cause me now — I have such bliss 
Seeing the star-set vale, the pearls, the agates 
Sown oh the wintry boughs by Flora’s kin^ — 
Only the trouble in my case is this, 

I do not feed on maggots. 


But now-T-ah, why prolong the dreadful strain ?- 
Limply my hand the unstrung harp relaxes ; 
The, dear old days will not coine back again 
Whateyer Mr^ Austen Chambebla|:n 
Does with the nation’s taxes, 


Could I but share your diet cheap and rude, 

Your simple ways in trees and copses lurking; 
But ho; I need a pipe and lots of fo^, . 

A oomfdrtable chMromwhich to brood-^ 


Silence 1 the bard is working. 


Lambs, buds, leap up ; ,the lark to heaven climbs ; 

^ Bread does the same ; the price of baccy’s brutal ; 
And save (I do not note it in The Times) 

^^They makO 'exemptions for. evolving rhymes, .. 

• Dashed if J mean to tootle.! . .. , . Evob. 
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' “ ’ ' * p.v? Dash n: all— JtJSi my luck. Got mt glasses all mud 

. Spor^n (just cnergedfrom the irooh). “Foub m Dn> you say? Dash ^ ■— 

and oah’t bee the fuk.”^^ ^ 'ilV ' , .1-. ...^v tt_- i. ■•-„■'»■ ^^.;i ■■San- 


THE METHODS OE GENIUS., 
(By our Special Literary Parasite.) t 
The public already know sometbing 

of the painful difficulties’ under which s 
i novelists labour at the present moment 1 
owing to the paper shortage and the < 
enhanced cost of book production. ^But 
“ the economic consequences ot the i 
Peace ” by no means exhaust the ban- 1 
dicaps of the conscientious and sensitive ; 
novdist. "We are glad therefore to note 
the efforts oi. The. Lady Graphic to 
enlist the sympathy of the public on 
behalf of this sorely;tried and meritori-. 
ous class. Our contemporary tells us. 
for example, of one momentous writer 
who was reduced to dictating blindfold 
“ because the facial peculiarities qf flrst 
one and then another amanuensis up- 
set her equanimity. Then there is the 
tragic story of Mr. E. L. Hiohens, who, 
being engaged to write an article against 
time, sent out for a stenographer, who 
oni. arrival proved to be a man with a 
laSrge black beard of so sinister an 
e, 8 ^t. that Mr. Hiohens was forced 
to ffifflhiss him. and write the article in 
^i|8j0,wn-h»nd. 'Yet Mr. BhoHEHS is not 
off, for we learn that ha finds 


he'works best in big hotels and not. a.s 0 
we might have guqssed, in the seques- i 
tered tranquillity of a noinaret. . , - ^ 

' To some writers solitude is the true 
schoolof genius, Y# Sir Lewis Moeeis 
found some of his happiest thoughts 
come to 'him' while traveling im the f 
Underground,- while Mr. W. B. Yeats i 

records a similar experience as the re- j 

suit of a journey oh the top 01 a tram- 
car.- Your advanced modernists, Y^th 
Maeinbtti at their head, find their best 
stimulus to creative effort in the clang 
and'ciatter of machinery. co?ifra, to 
return to The Daily ^Graphic, Nfrs. G.- N . 
Williamson must have pretty thmp 
■ to look at “ in business hours.” But the 
. happiest of all our authors is Madame 
; Albanbsi, who “ finds her brain-spur 
. in a blank sheet of; paper, and not the 
) ghost of an idea what she is going to 
, write about.” Less fortunate writers 
b labour assiduously only to letlve the 
) loinds of thoir roadors & blank, ■without 
gu the ghost of an idea of 'what the author 
1 has been writing about, 
i It is a pity that Mr. W. L. Geoegb, 
a in his interesting survey of madern 
t writers of fiction in the EngUsh Beview, 
3 has told us nothing about the methods 


of the “ Neo-Victorians an.d ■“ Semi- 
Victorians,”, the “Edwardians ” and 
“'belated - Edwardians,” and . the 
“Georgians” and “Neo-Georgians 
With all these classes he deals faith- 
fully. But bis criticism is purely liter- 
ary: He fails to tell us the things that 
every reader wants to know. It is all 
very well to say that the neo-Georgians 
“paint' in ink,” but he ought to have 
mentioned whether it is green or red. 
Does Miss Dobothy Eichabdson dic- 
tate to; the sound of trumpets, garbed 
in crimson trouserloons ? Does Mr, 
Abkold Bennett cantillate his ‘‘copy” 
into the horn of a graphophone or use 
a motor-stylus ? Does Mr. Siegfbied 
I Sassoon beat his breast with one hand 
• while he plays the loud bassoon with 
> the other? Does Mr. Alec Waugh 
) use sermon-paper or foolscap? Does 
j Mr. Aldous Huxley keep a tame go- 

5 rilla? These are the really illuminating 

t details that we hunger for. Without 
c them it is impossible to appreciate the 
artistry of our young Masters.^ Mr. 

1, W, L. Geobge has given us a glimpse 
1 of the working of their brains ; let him 
I, now reveal to us the secrets of theb,: 
s workshops. ' 
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There ’s that dashed bull of youbs in my field agaist ! One of these days I ’ll— I ’ll— whihg its confounded neck.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

After the Day : Germany Unconquered and Unrepentant 
(Jenkins) is the kind of thesis-book which it is wise to read 
in a deliberately incredulous mood, Mr. Hayden Talbot 
is an American newspaper man of immense resourcefulness 
but, I should judge, of a not conspicuously judicial habit of 
mind. That, perhaps, is hardly a newspaper man’s busi- 
ness. He is after copy, and certainly there 's good enough 
copy , in his interviews with Count Bbenstorff and Dr. 
Rathbnau, and one must admire his 'feat of getting out of 
these and seven other German publicists, including Maxi- 
milian Harden, the draft of* a manifesto to the people of 
America, composed in the hope, vain as it happened, that 
the Kaiser would break his long silence and sign it. It is 
the author’s theory that it is the inner camarilla, working 
for a speedy restoration of the monarchy, that is responsible 
for the certainly uncharacteristic reticence of Amerongen. 
Mr. Talbot also interviewed Hindenburo, whom he found a 
broken-down, inconsequential, garrulous example of sen- 
ility ; ” Ltjdendorfp, who was very stiff and proud and rude; 
land fiancee of the man who salik the Lusitania, His 
general idea of Germany is summed up in the remark of 
Mr. MaNdelbaum, of New York: ‘‘All this talk. about 
Kritz being down and out is all bunk ! ” Germany is full 
of energy and hate; she will soon be a monarchy again ; 
will undersell the world; is assiduously preparing for air 


supremacy as the way to revanche, I take it that this is 
not so much a book as a rechauffe of newspaper articles, 
which alone will account for its formlessness and frequent 
changes of plane. Mr. Talbot, confessing to a total ignor- 
ance of the German tongue, seems quite unconscious that 
this imposes certain limitations on his capacity to make 
an adequate survey of a difficult problem. 

I may confess at once that I finished the first chapter of 
The Woman of the PictiLre (Hoddee and Stoughton) in. a 
mood of .slight derision, induced by Mr. G. D. Turner’s 
allowing one hero to say of the other that he had “the 
interminable limbs” of an aristocrat. To the end of 
the book indeed I .was uncertain^ whether such occa- 
sional lapses were meant to illumine the character of 
the supposed speaker or were unintentional. But again 
to quote, this time a phrase in which Mr. Turner clearly 
shares my own delight, “ before we were through with the 
affair ” such details had ceased to be of moment. The 
plain fact is that The Woman of the ^ Picture is the most 
breathless, irresistible piece of convincing impossibility you 
have read for ages. . I decline to struggle with any tran- 
scription of the plot. On- the wrapper you will observe 
the woman stepping bodily -out of the picture, like the 
ancestors in the whisky advertisement ; this, however, is a 
symbolic rather than an actual presentment. But there is 
plenty without it : a rightful heir, mountain castles amid 
the eternal snows, a villain (with sorceries), half-a-dozen 
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attempted murders and the most hair-lifting duel imagin- reader to pit his wits against the, author s is, in this instance, 
able. Soberly considered the whole business is a riot of to be completely “had ” and to become under the necessity 
delirium, belonging flagrantly to that realm where all the (about page 265) of tahing off his hat, not only to the s^ret 
world’s a screen, and all the men and women merely servant but to a mere minion of the “lard also. Two 
movies. But the unexpected charm of the book is tb-at minor points emerge from a close study of the book. 

(with the possible exceptions noticed above) it is told with first is that the author is undoubtedly a barrister himself, 
a touch of distinction, even of subtlety, that invests its if I am wrong on this point I finally withdraw my threat 
wildest audacities with an atmosphere of fantastic truth, to join the Service. The second point is that he knows his 
In short, if Mr. G. F. Turner has done’ nothing else be Scotland even as well as he loves it. In the result you have 
has at least enabled the fastidious to enjoy the thrills of a two merits, which together amply discount the element of 
shocker while retaining their self-respect. cheap sensationalism : one merit is tiie logical development 

' of the story, and the other is its beautiful setting. I don’t 

In the first of the three stories, each about a hundred know whether it is due' to the Scottish climate or to the 
pages in length, which make up Gold and Iron (Heinemann), legal atmosphere that the author omits all reference to the 
it is hard to escape the conviction that Mr. Joseph feminine sex or affairs of the heart; but anyhow it seemed 
HbeGtEsheimer is saying between ^ the lines, “So you right and. meet that women should be left at home when 
thought that Conrad was the only Joseph who could men were engaged upon such violent and dastardly business. 

throw a man and woman together on a mysterious coast ' r 

in the most strangely romantic circumstances, and provide Prom certain internal evidences, mainly orthographical, 
a thoroughly groolly scrap into the bargain. Well, here ’s I am led to suppose The Branding Iron (Constable) to 
another little Victory for you.” He seems definitely to- be of 'Transatlantic origin. This, no doubt, explains my 
challenge that air of the extraordinary and the inevitable j unfamiliarity with the name of Miss Katharine Nbw'lin 
T\/r,. ri/vxr , : = ^ ~ BuRT, also certain minor 

^ points, notably the fact 
that the story, though by 
no means badly told, suf- 
fers from w’batT can only : 
call a plethora of plot. 
As I followed the devel- 
opments of its intrigue 
and tracked the heroine 
from untutored savage, | 
wife of the wild Westerner 
whose excusable suspic- 
ions caused him to brand 
her as private property, to 
the moment of her triumph 
as the bejewelled idol of 
theatrical New York, the 
conviction grew upon Ine 

“Blood Oranges” would • BELUCT^TT PEGASUS. . . predestinedto be the screen 

. have been a better title), ^ A poet has tbouble with his mount. ^ multitude of i 

the writer returns' to a happier mitier, and deals- with melodramatics.- Presently indeed the suggestion became 
an America remarkably interesting and ‘Wholly novel to so insistent that I went further and began to wonder 
- me, ah America where foundries and railways are in their whether I was not in fact reading a “story- form ” of sOme 
infancy and crinolines are w^orn. Saloons, bowie knives already triumphant film. Certainly the resemblance, is 
and bags of gold-dust are all too familiar to us, but who, almost too pronounced to be fortuitous; from the sensa- 
on this side of the Atlantic at anyrate, ever remembers the tional branding scene, through cowboy stunts, to the up- 
^uiet towns with Victorian manners to which the diggers town playhouse, where a repentant and wife-seeking hero 
telonged and returned? Both “ TubaPCain " and “ The recognises his mark upon the shoulder of the leading lady 
Bark Eleece ” are excefient yarns and wonderful pieces of — and so to reconciliation, slow fade-out, and the announce- 
pictOrial reconstruction as well: ment of Next ' Week’s Pictures. But though it is impossible 

Mi . - T suspect* Miss Burt of having an eye to what pc^ic 

- After reading The (Holder and Stouohton), I journalism calls the Shadow Stage, this iS by no means to 

^nously think of myself joining His Britannic Majesty’s belittle her mastery of the colder medium of print; and I 
. becret bervioe. All the fun and firearms, and ever, at the hasten to acknowledge that, upon me at least, The Branding 
conclusion, a startling surprise for your friends and admirers, Irmv has left- a distinct though possibly fleeting impression 
^ong whom you stand cool, calm and collected. Anthony of good entertainment, 

Keene-Leslie did not deceive me when, upon his first intro- ======r============^^ i 

ductiion as a secret servant, he modestly disclaimed the thrills Cane or Bipeh v ' 

and excitements commonly attributed to his trade. I knew t i * r • In,. , 

land us m the middle of some crimson intrigue; mysterious school.’"— I/omZ Pajper. 

strangers, disguises, cryptic and invaluable manuscripts, ur- t. rm 4 . x v i. — “7, 

*gmt telegrams, codes^ Italian hidden hands, Scotland Yard, n Conference 

psewSo-taxicabs, clues and things. But let others Wware of 

® “genious manipulator of the old But it is only fair to say that in the last month they seem 
stock-in-tradeandpossessmgararesenseofhumour. Forthe to have put in a bit of overtime. ^ 


condbined which Mr. Con- 
rad so subtly conveys. It 
^ is a big effort, and I don’t 
feel that the author quite 
brings it off, yet I cannot 
think of anyone but Mr, 
CoNbad who would have 
come nearer to doing so, 
and the fight in the dark 
in this story is one that 
^even after the War will 
make a reader catch his 
; breath for half - a - dozen 
pages at least. ^ In ' the 
, second and third stories, 
which actually deal with 
. gold and iron (the first of 
rile three is called “ W^ild 
: Oranges,” though perhaps 
“ Blood Oranges ” would 
:have been a better title), 



Cane or Bircht ? 
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PH ARIVARI A stopped at Bexhill. Wo are very It is feared that, owing to the sudden 

OnAKlVAKIA. pleased to note this, because if there is appearance of Summer weather last 

We were glad to see that two of our one thing which mars the enjoj^ment ’week, the Poet Laureate will once 
most important Universities were again of the week-end it iS' being buried.' again be obliged to hold over his Spring 

successful in obtaining first and second poem. ^ 

places in this year's boat-race. (As The Hon. John OonniER will, shortly 

this was 'written before the race we explain why he painted the famous ’ It seems a pity that eight of the nine 

crave the indulgence of our readers if picture, “The Fallen Idol."’ If "only, bricklayers who entered for the recent 

our prophecy should prove incorrect.) some of our minor artists would be* brick-laying contest should have col- 

equally frank. ^ lapsed, allowing the ninth an easy walk- 


Bradford Corporation is selling white ' ' • 

collars to its citizens at sixpence a-piece. A weekh” paper is offering a prize to 

‘ I- f nr tt • 


lapsed, allowing the ninth an easy walk- 
over with seven bricks to his credit. 


How the Labour Party proposes to anybody who discovers the oldest living Statistics show ja remarkable increase 
combat this^ subtle form of capitalist fish. It just as well that no prize in the W^elsh. birthrate as compared 
propaganda is hot; known. ' is offered for the oldest dead fish*. with previous years. As usual, nothing 


“I have been knocked down twice “Large dumps of valuable material 
by the same bus, but fortunately have which is slowly rotting are to be met 

^ _ 11 _1_^— 1.1^* n TVT . _ » I 


with previous years. As usual, nothing 
is being done about it. 


by the same bus, but fortunately have which is slowly rotting are to be met There are se'^eral ways, says Sir 
sustained no serious injury,” stated a all along the main road in Northern James MackenziEj the eminent speci- 


plaintiff at a London 
police-court the other day. 
The bus in question, w^e 
understand, will be given 
one more try, and in the 
event of failure will be de- 
barred from all further 
contests of the same na- 



alist, of tracing heart 
weakness. One w^ay is to 
charge the owner of the 
heart seven-and-six for a 
pound of butter. If he 
faints he has a weak heart; 
if he '"pays he is merely 
weak in the head. 

A Bill has been intro- 
duced in the New York 
Legislature to confine the 
headlines in murder cases 
to thirty-six points. The 
limit' for international j 
headliners is still fourteen ] 
points. ,1, i 


“ Quite a lot of Ameri- 
can bacon is being smoked 
in London,” says a news i 
item. We are glad they |jl 
have found a use for it, I 
but at the risk of appear- 
ing fastidious we must say 
we much prefer Havann 

Federation has passed a Taxi-Driver {icho has been paid tfie correct fare). ^^Yoxj^ye 'S'OTt.GOTTEi^i in Norfolk. W^h ether it is 
resolution against the en- something, guv^nor.” ’ ’ to be sold as Coalition ' 

gagement of Germans in .. Fare. *•* What is it ? • Mixture or Carlton Club 
the profession. With yet ' Taxi-Driver, address. I might want another mascot some has not yet been decided. 

another avenue of industry Lj ; “ 

closed against him General Luden- France to-day,” complains a morning The Boyal Academy have issued a 
boRFF is said to.be contemplating a paper. A responsible Government ofii- notice that frames other than gilt will 
dignified retirement. cial now admits that' whilst'* motoring be admissible this year. 'Many people, 

'in -that district last week be noticed it is thought, whd never Mlt attracted 
“ Should uglier husbands have heavier that the road was bumpy in places. by the old-fashioned gilt frames will 
damages ? ” was a question raised in now visit the exhibition, 

a recent divorce action. The better There is some talk of the Americans 

opinion is that the fact that the ugly having a League of Notions of thqir own. . • An auctioneer's clerk has been sum- 
man must have gone out of his w^ay 'to - - ' , motied>for throwing a bun at a railway 

get married should tell against him."' > M. Charles NordmaNn states that buffefr waitress. It was a thoughtless 


“ Should uglier husbands have heavier that the road was bumpy in places. by the old-fashioned gilt frames will 
damages ? ” was a question raised in now visit the exhibition, 

a recent divorce action. The better There is some talk of the Americans 

opinion is that the fact that the ugly having a League of Notions of thqir own. . • An auctioneer's clerk has been sum- 
man must have gone out of his w^ay 'to - - ' , motied>for throwing a bun at a railway ! 

get married should tell against him."' > M. Charles NordmaNn states that buffetr waitress. It was a thoughtless^ 

' the world will end in ten thousand thing to do. He might have bawen ff. ^ 
Signs of Spring are everywhere. A million years. It will be interesting to 
couple of telephone mechanics have see if America will refuse to take park W'e have just heard of a' Scottish ' 
made their ne^t on the roof of a house in this as well. ^ ^ engineer w^ho has decided to strike ' 

in West Kensington. - * out along novel lines. Although only . 

Our -horticultural expert* informs us twenty-twoyearsof age he has arranged 
At Question-Time in the House there that during the next two or three weeks to settle down in Scotland. 

was trouble over the pronunciation of all wooden houses should be carefully — ■ ' ’ . 

BryngwranandGwalchmai. One of the pruned. * ... From a fashion- advertisement : — 

Welsh Members present said he could . * - ' » Paris Moves the Waist-Line” 

have played them if ho had had his The rumour that Mr. Mallaby- Avierica7i Tapper. 

harp with him. ,5, Lesley, M.P., will be asked to design But it is believed that the young man's 

a new uniform for the Eoy a! Air Force strong right arm will succeed in re- 
Saturday afternoon funerals have is without foundation.' discovering it. 


>VOIi. CLVIII. 
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‘‘SUNIMER-TIIVIE*’ 

{with so77ie moral reflections)* 
To-d.^y I left my downy lair 

An hour before my wont; 

But do I consequently wear 

An unctuous smile?, I don’t. 

If with the early lark’s^ ascent 

I soared from out my bed, it 

Is to an Act of Parliament 

That I must give, the credit. 

Vv'hen I escape, in butter’s dearth, 
The fault of waxing fat,- 
Calmly I view my modest girth 

And take no praise for that ; 

Nob mine the glory when my soul 
Abjures its ruling passion; 

‘Tis iiis, the lord of Food-control, 
Who fixed my sugar-ration. 

Hampered by regulations for 

The chastisement of crime — 

Arson and theft and marrying more 
Than one wife at a time — 

I like to feel some sins there be 

For which the law can’t hurt you, 
In whose regard your lieart is free 
To follow vice or virtue. 

Of ono temptation I rejoice 
Especially to think, 

That leaves me loose to_ take my 
choice — 

Hy reference is to Drink ; 

Here, where as yet no rules apply 
By- Pussyfeet dictated, 

The merit ’s mine whenever I 

Am not inebriated^. 0. S.\ 

THE PERSONAL ELEMENT 
AT A MOTOR SHOW. 

Not to be outdone by . Olympia we 
have just held a motor show in our 
provincial Town Hall. What. though 
the motoring magazines, obese w'ith 
the rich diet of advertisement, grew no 
fatter in its lionour, it was at least 
the most successful social function we 
have known since the War began. The 
Town Hall externally was magnificent 
with flags by day and coloured lamps 
by night; and within was a blaze of 
bunting and greenstuff. The band of 
the Free Shepherds , played popular 
music, and the luncheon and tearooms 
were the scene of most delightful Jit- 
tle gatherings. Besides all this, quite 
a number of cars ,were to be found 
amongst the decorations. 

Nearly every demobilised officer in 
the county seems to have taken up an 
agency for a .car or. two, and bought 
himself spats on the strength of a pro- 
spective fortune. JimmyAVrigley and 
I are amongst them. Wrigley in .the 
Great War was M.T., E.A.S.G., and 
Imows so much about cars that he can 
tell the make of lamps from the track 
of the -tyres; while I was a cavalryman 

and know so little that I judge Jimmy’s 
cleverness only by other people’s in- 
credulity. On oni^ stand at the show 
vre exhibited two cars, which, as I care- 
fully learned beforehand from the book 
of the words, were a Byng- Beatty 
and a Tanglefoot, these being the cars 
for which we are what they call con- 
cessionaires. (The hdt is tricky, but 
one picks it up loafing about garages.) 

As a rule Jimmy and I do the corre- 
spondence between us — Jimmy con- 
tributing the technique and I the punc- 
tuation ; but for the three days of the 
show his cousin Sheila volunteered to 
preside at a dainty little table and make 
jottings of our orders. Sheila is always 
ornamental, and as we had the stand 
draped to tone with her hair, and she 
wore a dress which harmonized like 
soft music with the pale heliotrope of 
the Tanglefoot’s body- work, our display 
was a magnet from the word “ Go.'’ 

And then on the morning of the 
opening day Jimmy went dowui with his 
Lake Doiran malaria and left me to it ! 

I am as brave as. most people, but 
this calamity unmanned me. “ Sheila,” 
I said to a pair of pitying grey eyes, as 
the crowd, having heard the show de- 
clared open, massed about „ our stand 
— ‘‘Sheila, l3he situation is , desperate. 
These people will ask me about the 
cars. They will expect me to answer 
them intelligently, and it ’s no use in 
the.world talking horse to them — I can 
see that from their sordid looks. I shall 
disappear. You can say I have gone 
otit'on a trial -run, which, won’t be a 
lie, only an understatement. And you 
can just hand them out the little books 
and let them paw the varnish. Silence 
will be better than anything I could 
say. Probably it is better than what j 
any conscientious man could say about 
the Tanglefoot.” 

. “I ’ll carry on, Nobbjs” said Sheila. 
“ You go and buy buns for Miss Hurdle- 
wing, and be happy. Fly! here’s a 
purchaser.’’ - 

Sheila’s whisper dispersed me into 
the crowd and I strolled away, while 
she bestowed a smile and a specification 
pamphlet on the first of the crowd to 
step on to our stand. 

I found it impossible to keep away 
for long. Sheila looked so well against 
the. heliotrope Tanglefoot limousine 
that I had to go back to look at her. 

The stand was surrounded by a 
throng, hushed and breathless with 
interest. Sheila was talking volubly. 
Hardened motorists listened with their 
mouths open; zealots, feverish to ^ex- 
pend their excess profits on motoring 
because it was a novelty and expen- 
sive, stood spell-bound ; a rival agent 
drank in her words with tears in his 
eyes — tears for his old innpcence—and 

his cbeek flushed with a sudden and 
splendid determination to amalgamate 
with opr firm. 

. “ This , chassis, gentlemen,” Sheila 
was saying, with a glance towards the 
Byng-Beatty, “has the most exclusive 
features. The torque-tube^ being fitted 
with an automatic lighter, it is possible 
to change .tju’es without leaving your 
seat ; while by a simple adjustment of 
the universal joint the car will take 
any reasonable obstacle gracefully and 
without any inconvenience to the occu- 
pants. The clutch is of the Alabama 
type. This new pattern created a great 
sensation at Olympia, owing to the 
ease with which it permits even the 
amateur driver to convert the present 
body into a cliar-cUhanc or a tipping- 
waggon. The hood is reversible, so 
that passengers may be sheltered from 
the wind when the car runs backwards. 
In the. rear of the boot, concealed by 
a door, flush with the panels, -is an 
Einstein parachute, by means of which 
a passenger may leave the car before 
an imminent accident or when tired of 
the company.” 

I could not move ; I did not want to 
either ; and I certainly dared not 
interrupt. 

' “ The Tanglefoot,” continued Sheila, 
while a sigh of sheer rapture rose from- 
the crowd, “ is pre-eminently the car 
for a medical man or pushful under- 
taker. No horn is*, supplied, though 
this wjll be fitted if desired. The car 
is. not cheap, but properly used will 
soon -repay itself. Amongst the ac- 
cessories supplied with the standard 
chassis I should like to call your 
attentiom to the collapsible game-bag 
and landing-net.” 

This -went on for a long, long time, 
and I stayed till a man in the crowd 
I’ecogiiised me and showed* symptoms 
of coming out of ins trance. 1 fled, and 
returned only at the luncheon interval. 

“ Sheila,” I said — “ Sheila, this may 
be fun for yon, but James Wrigley and 

I may sing in the streets to pay for it.” 

“ You great stupid ” — her eyes were 
sparking as slie spoke— “ I ’ve booked 
more orders than you wull be able to 
carry out before you ’ve learned wisdom. 
Look 1 ” It was practically a nominal 
roll of the local capitalists that she 
showed me. “ Nobody believes what 
you say about a car, so you can say 
what you like. The thing is to, get it 
noticed.” 

“Did they study these cars much 
before they let you take their names ? ” 

Sheila looked into my ,eyes and 
laughed happily. W. K. H. 

Our Eccentric Advertisers. 

“ Youth Wanted to Strike.” 

ovincial 3?(ijper* 








‘*0h, axjntie, ‘Zymotic’ is a funny word for you to be so fond op.” 

“My dear child, what are you talking about?” 

‘‘Well, daddy said you were very fond of the last word, so I looked it up in the dictionary.” 


ABOUT BATHROOMS, 

Of all the beautiful things which are 
to be seen in shop windows perhaps 
. the most beautiful are those luxurious 
j baths in white enamel, hedged round 
I with attachments and conveniences in 
’ burnished metal. Whenever I see one 
. of them I stand and covet it for a long 
time. Yet even these super-baths fall 
far short of what a bath should be ; and 
as for the perfect bathroom I. question 
if anyone has even imagined it. 

The whole attitude of modern civili- 
sation to the bathroom is wrong. Why, 

^ for one thing, is it always the smallest 
'and barest room in the house? The 
Rpi^ans understood these things ; we 
don’t. I have never yet been in a bath- 
room* which was big^ enough to do my 
exercises in without either breaking the 
light or barking my knuckles against a 
wall. It ought to be a big room and 
opulently furnished. There ought , to 
' be pictures in it, so that one could lie 
back and contemplate them — a pictr^re 
" of troops going up to the trenches, and 
' another picture of a bus-queue, stand- 
. ingiin the rain, and another picture of 
^ a v^irrdy day with some snow in., it. 


Then one would really enjoy one’s 
baths. 

* And there ought to be rich rugs in it 
' and profound chairs ; one would walk 
i about in bare feet on the rich rugs 
while the bath was running ; and one 
would sit ill the profound chairs while 
drying the ears. 

The fact is,' a bathroom ought to be 
equipped for comfort, like a drawing- 
room, a good, fuU, velvety room ; and 
as things are it is solely equipped for 
singing. In the drawing-room, where 
WG want to sing, we put so many cur- 
tains and carpets and things that most 
of us can’t sing at all; and then we 
wonder that there is no music in Eng- 
land. Nothing is more maddening than 
to hear several men refusing to join in 
a simple chorus after dinner, when you 
know perfectly well that, every one of 
them -has 'been singing in a high tenor 
in his bath before dinner. We all know 
I the reason, but we don’t take the ob- 
vious remedy. The only- thing to do* is 
to take all the furniture out of the 
driiwing-room and put it in the bath- ’ 
room--all except thepianp-and a few i 
cane chairs* Then we- shouldn’t haye ( 
those terrible noises in the early morn- *' 


3 ing, and in the evening everybody would 
be. a singer. I suppose that is what 
3 they do in Wales. 

: But if we cannot make the bathroom 

) what it ought to be, the supreme and 
> perfect shrine of the supreme moment 
! of the day, the one spot in the house 
on which no expense or trouble is 
i spared, we can at least bring the bath 
itself up to date. I don’t now, as I did, 
lay much stress, on having a bath with 
fifteen different taps. I once stayed in 
a house with a bath like that. There 
was a hot tap and a cold tap, and hot 
sea -water and cold * sea -water, and 
PLUNGE and SPRAY and shower and 
WAVE and flood, and one or two more. 
To turn on the top tap you had to stand 
on a step-ladder, and they were all very 
highly polished. I was naturally ex- 
cited by this, and an hour before it 
was time to dress for dinner I slunk 
I upstairs and hurried into the bathroom 
and locked myself .in and turned on all 
the taps at once. It was strangely disap- 
pointing. The sea-water was mythical. 
Many of the taps refused to function at 
the same time as any other, and -the 
only two which were really effective 
were wave and flood. Wave shot out 
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a thin jet of boiling water which caught 
me in the chest, and flood filled the 
bath with cold water long before it 
could be identified and turned off. 

No, taps are not of the first import- 
ance, though, properly polished, they 
look well. But no bath is complete 
without one of those attractive bridges 
or trays where one puts the sponges 
and the soap. Conveniences like that 
are a direct stimulus to washing. The 
first time I met one I washed m^’self 
all over two or three times simply to 
make the most of knowing where the 
soap was. Now and then, in fact, in a 
^ sort of bravado I deliberately lost it, so 
as ‘to be able to catch it again and put 
it back in full view on the tray. You 
can also rest your feet on the tray when 
you are washing them, and so avoid 
cramp. 

Again, I like a bathroom where there 
is an electric bell just above the bath, 
which you "can ring with the big toe,' 
This is for use when one has gone to 
sleep in the bath and the water has 
frozen,- or when one has begun to com- 
mit suicide and thought better of it. 
Apart from these two occasions it can 
be used for Horsing instructions about 
breakfast to the cook — supposing you 
have a cook. And if you haven't a cook 
a little bell-ringing in the basement does 
no harm. 

But the most extraordinary thing 
about the modern bath is that there is 
no provision for sh aving in it. Shaving 
in the bath I regard as the last word 
in systematic luxury. But in the ordin- 
ary bath it is very difficult. There is 
nowhere to put anything. There ought 
to be a kind of shaving tray attached 
to every bath, which you could swing 
in on a flexible arm, complete with 
mirror and soap and strop, new blades 
and shaving-papers and all the other 
confounded paraphernalia. Then, I 
think, shaving would be almost toler- 
able, and there wouldn't be so many of 
these horrible beards about. ■ ‘ 

The same applies to smoking. It is 
incredible that to-day in the twentieth 
century there should be no recognised 
way of disposing of a cigarette-end in 
the bath. Personally I only smoke 
pipes in the bath, but it is impossible 
to find a place in which to deposit even 
a pipe so that it will not roll off into 
the water. But I have a brother-in- 
law who smokes cigars in the bath, a 
disgusting habit. I have often won- 
dered where he hid the ends, and I find 
now that he has made a cache of them 
in the gas-ring of the geyser. One day 
the ash will get into the burners and 
then the geyser will explode. 

Next door to the shaving and smok- 
ing tray should be the book -rest. I 
don’t myself do much reading in the 
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Midtress, “I see the hew curate has called. What is he like, Smithers?” 
Btitler (who had noticed that the Curate was dressed for golf). “He had the appear- 
ance, MY LADY, OP BEING OUT OP ^OLY ORDERS POR THE DAY.” 


bath, but I have several sisters-in-law 
who keep on coming to stay, and they 
all do it. Few things make the leaves 
of a book stick together so easily as 
being dropped in a hot bath, so they 
bad better have a book-rest; and if 
they go to sleep I shall set in motion 
my emergency waste mechanism, by 
which the bath can be emptied in malice 
from outside. 

Another of my inventions is the Pro- 
gress Indicator. It works like the indi- 
cators outside lifts, which show where 
the lift is and what it is doing. My 
machine shows what stage the man 
inside has reached-r-the washing stage 
or the merely wallowing stage, or the 


drying stage, or the exercises stage. It 
shows you at a glance whether it is 
worth while to go back to bed or 
whether it is time to dig yourself in on 
the mat. The machine is specially 
suitable for hotels and large country 
houses where you can’t find out by 
hammering on the door and asking, 
because nobody takes any notice. 

When you have properly fitted out 
the bathroom on these lines all that 
remains is to put the telephone in and 
have your meals there ; or rather to 
have your meals there and not put the 
telephone in. It must still remain the 
one room where a man is safe from 
that. A. P. 11. 
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NATIONAL COAL. 

A GREAT deal of nonsense is being 
balked about our coal-mines. I should 
like therefore to throw a little helpful 
light on the subject of nationalisation. 
Speaking as an owner and not as a miner 
(I have at the present moment at least 
six coals and a pound or two of assorted 
mineral rubbish), I want to consider 
some of the pros and cons of this de- 
batable proposition. I take it, first of 
all, that we shall pay for our coal along 
with our taxes and in proportion to our 
income; This will come' rather hard, 
of course, on the kind of people who 
insist on warming their rooms with 
three large electric vegetable marrows, 
or by means of a number of small 
skeletons pickled in gas,! But such 
people will no doubt be able to claim 
rebates, and rebating is one of the most 
healthy and instructive of our British 
parlour games. Let us pass on, then, 
to the means of distribution. 

I greatly doubt whether under State 
organisation the practice of opening 
up those romantic and circular caverns 
in the middle of the pavement and sud- 
denly filling our cellars with smoke, 
rain and thunder will be allowed to 
continue. Eather, I expect, at the 
moment when John Postman pushes 
the budget of bills through the slit in 
the front-door, 'William Coalman, walk- 
ing along the roof, will be dropping a 
couple of Derby Brights, in the mode 
of Santa Claus, down the chimney. 
This will get over the basement trouble, 
and deliveries of course will occur fre- 
quently, if irregularly, throughout the 
day at such times as the Government 
consider them to' be necessary for 
making up the fire. 

But whatever happens’ about deliv- 
eries the Inspector *of Grates will be 
an infernal nuisance. .Nothing makes 
a man more unpopular than interfer- 
ence in a quarrel between husband and 
wife, and I imagine that there will be 
,many little suburban tragedies like tbe 
following: — 

Scene. — A ^Kensingtoii dro/wmg-room, 
Mr. aiid Mrs. Siliith are discovered 
shivering over the fire. 

Mr. Smith. 'No, no. Not like that 
at all. You must break up that big 
lump first}. 

Mrs. Smith (coldly). This is the way, 
my mother taught me to make up fires. . 
2L\ Smith. Yom mother \ Ha! . , 

[Snatches the poker from her hand. 
Mary (entering). The Coal Inspector 
has called. 

Whiter Coal Inspector. 

Takmg the poker from Mr. Smith’s 
^lerveless grasp, 'toith three vicious 
thrusts he assassinates the already 

moribund fire. Theytoatch Mmicitli 
faces of horror. As he turns to go 
they glance at each other, and with a 
swMiltaneous impulse seize the tongs 
and shovel and strike him with all 
their strength on the back of the head, 
Mr. Smith rings the bell. Enter Mary. 
Mr. Smith. Please sweep that up. 
[She does so.' Me takes up the 
/poker and resumes the alter ca- 
^ tion. 

But. let us 'turn again to the brighter 
side of things. Nothing fills a house- 
holder with such deep pleasure as a 
legitimate grievance against the Govern- 
ment on ^minor counts, especially when 
such' grievances are properly ventilated 
in the daily Press.' Thus : — 

MOBE GOYEBNMENT CABELESSNESS. 

SPABK FALLS ON A HEABTHBUG 
AT CROYDON. 

Or 

PRIME MINISTER ENCOURAGES 
PNEUMONIA. 

FIRE GOES OUT AT PONDER’S END. 

These are specimens of the headlines 
we may confidently expect, and little 
forms like the following will be found 
in the more popular dailies : — 
PROTEST TO YOUR M.P. 

I protest against the continued 
refusal of my fire to burn up, for 
which Government maladministra- 
tion is responsible. I urge you to 
do all in your power to see that 
a wariA ruddy glow is cast con- 
tinually over my dinipg-room. The 
men, women and children of your 
constituency will judge you at the 
- next election by your action in this 
matter. 

And then there is the question of the 
miscellaneous material which is now 
being supplied in the name of coal, 
especially’those large fiat pieces of ex- 
cellent slate. As things are now I often 
wonder that the miners don’t make 
use of them for propaganda purposes. 
Chalked manifestoes such as — 

We demand forty-four shillings 
more a ton, a five-hour week and 
control of the mines 

would do much to convert tbe arm- 
chair critic as he digs about in the 
scuttle. When -we get our coal from 
the State, however, we shall, of course, 
carefully set apart these sections of 
‘slate, wrap them* in brown-paper and 
‘send them by parcel post to the nearest 
elementary scheol, with .a note, to say 
there must have been an inter-depart- 
mental error. 

From State coal too it will only be a 
step to State firewood, and we know 
from the papers what lots the Govern- 
ment has of that. Array huts, tables, 

bed-boards, trestles, aeroplanes, rail- 
way trucks — there is no end to it all. 
And underneath the firewood, of course, 
carefully packed, comes the daily news- 
paper itself. There can be little doubt 
that, once they liave obtained a grip of 
coal and kindling-wood, the Govern- 
ment will proceed to nationalise the 
Press. Bvob. 

REDS AND DARK BLUES. 

[Mr. R. H. Tawney* and Mr. G. D. H. 
Cole, both Oxford Fellows, represent academic 
intellectualism in excelsis at the G.H.Q. of 
Labour.] 

Only a simpleton or sawney 

Falls short in reverence for Tawney ; * 
Only the man without a soul 

Disputes the kingliness of Cole. 

Labour, ho longer gross and brawny, 
Finds its true hierophant in Tawney; 
And, freed from all save Guild Control, 
Attains its apogee in Cole. 

Proud Prelates in their vestments 
lawny 

Quail at the heresies of Tawney ; 

And prostrate Dukes in anguish roll, 
Scared by the scrutiny of Cole. 

The Nabob quits his brandy-pawnee 

To listen to the lore of Tawney ; 

The plain beer-drinker bans the bowl, 
Weaned by the witchery of Cole, 

Students however slack or yawny 

Grow tense beneath the spell of 
Tawney ; 

Footballers sftore goal after goal, 

Trained in the principles of Cole, 

The shrimp grows positively prawny 
^ On list’ning to the voice of Tawney ; • 
While upward shoots the blindest mole 
Beneath the airy tread of Cole. 

There’s something thrilling-— Colleen* 
Bawny — 

i^bout the articles of Tawney ; 

And no one can so grandly toll 

The knell of Capital as Cole. 

As Cornwall rallied to Trelawny 

So Labour rallies to its Tawney ; 

And miners find a “ better ’ole ” 

Provided by the creed of Cole. 

“ Our evening congregations have more than 
doubled in two months. Sans Deo 1 ” 

Parish Magazine. 

We don’t wonder that two foreign 
languages were required to veil this 
shocking observation. ‘ 

From a feuilleton dramatic, kinema 
and all other rights secured ”) : — 

“ So he just shook hands all round, and took 
off his coat, and lit a cigar, and laughed when 
Betty Cardon pointed out that he had put the 
wrong end of it in his mouth.”— DaiZ^/ Paper. 

This incident should film ” well 
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SEASIDE ISSUES. 

“This summer,’* said Suzanne, “we 
must take the bull by the forelock.” 

“Dearest wife,” I cried, “at your 
age you must not dream of joining in 
such dangerous sports. Besides I don’t 
think the summer is quite the season 
for Spain.” 

“ Who ’s talking about Spain ? And; 
what is this insinuation about my age ? 
But a few short years have sped since 
you took me from the schoolroom-- — ” 

“ Where you would mix up the pro- 
verbs in your^ copy-book. ' But let us 


“ And hear the starfish calling to his 
mate,” I extemporised. 

“ And we ’ll live a life of freedom in a 
corner by ourselves,” she continued 
with a disconcerting change of metre 
into which I could not hope to follow 
her. But her words gave me an idea, 
“I do believe,” I said, “I know the 
exact spot you 're pining for. To-mor- 
row, something tells me, is Saturday. 
On Saturday I down tools at twelve. 
Meet me on the weighing-machine at 
Victoria Cross a quarter after noon and 
I will show you the place you seek.” 
.'.“-The man ’s a marvel,” said Suzanne. 


I could have believed that the machine 
had recorded the truth. 

When we had both regained our 
composure Suzanne inquired if I had 
got the tickets. The moment for en- 
lightenment had arrived. 

I led her to a hoarding and placed 
her in front of a poster which depicted 
a most alluring seaside resort. The 
sea was of the royalest blue, the sands 
were a rich 22 -carat ; there was a have 
in the left foreground, a gaily-striped 
tent on the right, and a tiny harbour 
with yacht attached in the middle 
distance ; and, with the exception of a 



BEHIND THE SCENES IN CINEMA-LAND. 


IIV 

■o,:, MoNTEITH, couldn’t you give us a more appropriate expression? ' Don’t forget you’re ^ir-ppncipn rn 

be STEPBP.O ^OM THE TOP OF SKY-SCBAPEB TO SO DO IBY AND LOOK JTTST A BmiE PeS.’> SUPPOSED XO 


get back to our starting-point; what 
exactly is it you meditate doing this 
summer — if any ? ” 

“ Taking the children to the seaside, 
of course; and, as I said, „ we must 
make our arrangements well in advance, 
otherwise we shall get left, as we did 
last year, and Have to put up with 
I lodgings in Margate.” 

“Have you any particular place in 
view? ” I asked. 

“ No. But it must have a nice sandy 
beach for Barbara, and must not be too 
bracing for Baby, and there must be 
one or two caves dotted about, and a 
snug little harbour with a dear old fish- 
erman who can take you sailing, and 
— oh, and we ’ll bask on the shore all 
day and watch the ripples dancing in 
the sun ” ^ 


“ What frocks shall I pack for the week- 
end ? ” 

“We return before nightfall,” I re- 
plied. 

Next day I sought Suzanne at the 
appointed hour and station. She had 
taken my words literally and was 
steadfastly occupying the automatic 
weighing machipe, with her back im- 
passively turned upon an indignant 
youth who was itching to gamble a 
penny on the chance of guessing his 
avoirdupois. Quietly I crept behind 
her and placed a coin in the slot, 
simultaneously pressing my foot upon 
the platform. Suzanne gazed with 
mingled hon-or,and fascination at the 
mounting indicator, and at sixteen 
stone jumped off with a gasp on to my 
disengaged foot. Bor a few moments 


lady escaped from a lingerie advertise- 
ment whom vandal hands had pasted 
on the scene, the sole occupants of this 
coastal^ Paradise were a gentleman in 
over-tailored ffannels, red blazer and 
Guards’ tie ^vho was dancing a Bac- 
chanale with a bath-towel, a small boy 
who was apparently fleeing fronl his 
parent’s frenzy, and a smaller girl, 
mostly sun-bonnet, who was nursing 
^ jelly-fish. Beneath the picture was 
the legend, “ You Can Let Yourself Go 
at Giddy ville.” 

I I looked anxiously at Suzanne as she 
surveyed this masterpiece. 

“Well,” I said at last, “isn’t that 
the place of your dreams? It's all 
practically as you described it last 
night, and you will observe that it 's by 
no means overcrowded.” 
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“ But what objectionable children ! ’’ 
said Suzanne. “ I shouldn’t at all care 
for Barbara to mix with them; and 
jellyfish sting. Besides, that boat 
doesn’t look at all safe, and the man ’s 
a bounder in every sense of the word. 
What’s this other place? ” 

I was disappointed, and considered 
Suzanne's criticism superficial in the 
extreme. The next pictures showed an 
emerald sea and pink shore, two piers, 
a flock of aeroplanes, and a structure 
that combined the characteristic fea- 
tures of the Eiffel Tower and the Albert 
Memorial. One suspected a herd of 
minstrels in the distance, but here 
again the beach was remarkably and 
invitingly uncongested, A solitary 
barefooted maiden communing with a 
crustacean rather caught my fancy, but 
it didn’t need the angle of Suzanne’s 
nose, to tell me that “Puddlesey for 
Pleasure” was awash-out; frankly, it 
was too good to believe that all the 
holiday-makers but one were content 
to patronise either the piers or the 
aeroplanes or the. hidden attractions of 
the architectural outrage, and to leave 
the beach so desirably vacant. 

We passed over in eloquent silence a 
couple of lurid ajficlies which declared 
I that “ Exhampton Is So Exhilarating ” 
(a middle-aged person in side-whisljers 
and a purple bathing-suit attempting to 
drown his unfortunate wife), and that 
“ Eooksea Will Eestore the Eoses ” (a 
fragile young woman in a deck-chair 
being nourished out of a box of choco- 
lates by a sentimental ass whose attire 
proclaimed him a member- of the local 
concert party). . The next scene to en- 
gage our attention was much more 
simple in its appeal and striking in its 
effect. The sea was neither so bla- 
tantly blue nor so vividly green as the 
other seas had been ; the beach was but 
normally sandy-hued, and there was a 
delicious little fellow, clad in nothing 
much except seaweed, who was splash- 
ing himself with great seriousness in 
the middle of a shining pool. Again 
that amazing absence of the seaside 
crowd; but somehow or other this 
picture seemed to ring true. There 
were no piers or other “ attractions,” 
and to souls that shunned such delights 
the aicra of the place was extremely 
sympathetic, A single glance sufficed 
to determine us both. 

“ Quick I ” said Suzanne with a catch 
in her breath. “What’s the p\ace 
called? ” 

Alas ! where the legend should have 
appeared was an ugly gap. Thepicture 
had been badly torn in its most vital 
part, and nothing was there to reveal 
the identity of that magic spot where 
that delightfully real and really delight- 
ful baby boy had been caught by the 



Shopman. “AM:MdNiA? Ay, I hae ammonia, but the stopper’s oot an’ tub 

GUIDNESS GANE.” 

Customer. “ Wele, have you benzine ? ” 

Shopman. “ Benzine ? Ay, I hae benzine, but the stopper ’s in an’ I canna 
GET IT oot.” i 


camera of the publicity agent. Ilur-j 
riedly we sought the Inquiry Bureau, 
but no answer could be obtained to 
Suzanne’s incoherent questionings. We 
have since written to various agencies, 
but in vain ; nor, strangely enough, in 
spite of much searching, have we ever 
seen ,the poster exhibited anywhere 
else. 

Suzanne, however, who has not given 
up her sanguine in‘terest in the sport of 
bull-baiting, is still intent on taking 
time by the horns and getting in before 
the rush. She has just compiled a list 
of “likely” places (selected for the most 
part because she likes the sound of 
their names) < ■ to which we are appar- 
ently to pay week-end visits of explora- 


tion. I have calculated that long before 
we come to the end of these expedi- 
tions the summer — if any — will be over. 
Whether we shall ever iaijd the land of 
our hearts’ desire is, as the bull himself , 
said, a toss-up. 

No More “ Feed the Brute.’’ 

“The speaker advised the wp-paen not to go 
in for pastry politics, but to Be good suffra- 
gettes, working only for' the benefit of their 
sex .” — South Africa7i Paper. 

“It is now announced that the America 
Cup defender, as well as the challenger, will 
be steered by ah 'amateur helm'sman, Mr. 
Charles Adams,. of Boston, having undertaken 
the duty .” — Provincial .Paper. 

We . congratulate Mr. Adams on bis 
impartiality. - 
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THE BULLDOG BREED. 

Sp^rtsnian {ivhose opponent has just achieved (he hole in one). “This fou a half!’ 


A SPRING SONG. 

ti,» Z®'"' be able to indulge 'in tbo luxury of Spring-cleaning this year owing to 

the enormous increase in the cost of materials and labour.] j i o 5 uwiufe, 


Sing I 

I will make me a song about Spring ; 

I wDl write wi’th delight of the brightness in store; 

I will sing of a. Spring never dreamed of before, ' . » 
A Spring with a new and more beautiful meaning, 

A season of reason, a Spring without cleaning, 

A Spring without painters, a Spring without pain, ‘ 
A Spring that for once will not drive ine insaneT" 

I lift up my vpice and rejoice at this thing, 

This excellent Spring, 

r)i,„ _ ^ 

Will in all probability cry ; ^ t V 
She will rave at the^hews and refuse with disgust ; 
She will say that she mtist have a thrust at the dust ; 
But I know what I ’m saying, 

We Ve got to go slow ; , ' ' ’ 

We canH go on paying — » 

Spring-cleaning must go. • , . 

It’s the knell of the mop and-the\ddom of the 
bi*oom ; . i , ' ■ ‘ * 

We cannot afford to do even one room ; 

If she wants her own way I shall say with a frown, 

“ It s too dear, and I fear, until prices come down, 
We must try and deny ourselves this little thing.’*' 
Magnificent Spring ! 

I ’m 

Going to have a delectable time ; 

Though in previous years I Ve been hustled about; 
And they’ve driven me mad till I had to go out, 


'.Without flurry or worry this year I shall stay 
And know just where to look for my took ev’ry day ; 
It ’s the finest' of schemes ; 

It’s a blessing, a miracle; 

Spring of my dreams, 

'' ^ I can’t /leZp .growing lyrical 

Over this quite unbelievable thing — 

Glorious Spring ! ' 

,, This 

Is a song of unqualified bliss; 

I have never sung quite" such a song in my life ; 

I have nothing ;but jeers for the tears of my wife; 

She may moan,’ she may, groan, she may weep and 
grow. wild,’ , ’ ... 

But the Spring shall remain undisturbed, undefiled, 
Spring with a new and more beautiful meaning, 
Spring as it ought to be. Spring without cleaninij: 

Halcypm days'! , ^ 

< Oh, let us raise 

Shouts of thanksgiving and paeans of praise. 

Join me, 0 men. Bound the world let it riiif^ 

Exquisite Spring ! ^ ^ 

^ “The Town Clerk said that Kilkenny coal, or coal raised olsawhoro 
m Ireland, was uncontrollable.”— Pa^er, 

Like most other things in that country. 

“Customers IK London. —Hardly creditable, yet true; we satisfy 

^em ; let us satisfy you, Laundry. ”-5co4 Pa^erl ' ^ 

On the contrary, we think it most creditable. 













March 31 , 1920 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


ETcoc-M/Mr r\ir lAfifie-Ai-r I'Gspecbable people agreeing with him that he confessed that he could 

EoScNCc OF PARLIAIVIENT. him — is that it should not be officered nob “answer for the whole of the 
Monday, March Q^nd, — ks if the con- from one class. Mr. Maclean is not Bintish Empire at a moment’s notice.” 
dition of Ireland were not bad enough, so revolutionary as he thinks himself. The Loud Chancellor refused to 
Mr. Clem Edwards sought to make The most insurgent thing about him accept Lord Balfour op Burleigh’s 
our flesh creep by asking whether is his hair, and even that is not more proposal to abolish the D.O.E.A. regu- 
the Government had information that rebellious than Mr. Dan Irving’s. lation forbidding the sale of confec- 
risings had been planned for Easter Tuesday, Ma7'ch 28rd. — Lord Peel tionery in theatres, on the ground that 
Monday, not only in that country but was evidently surprised at the amount it would be unfair to the ordinary shops | 


in Liverpool, Manchester — to allow this competition, 

and Glasgow as well. The . and that the business of the 

Prime Minister declined to j/)| I theatre was to supply drama 

answer the question, and not chocolate. Lord Bal- 

was manifestly relieved i \ four was unconvinced. His 

when Mr. Jack Jones, with imagination boggled at the 

great tact, changed the sub- thought of a Scotsman, at 

ject by asking if a white ^ ^ s^^'t 

blackbird had been caught JV in a theatre in order to pur- 

that morning on Hackney chase a shilling’s-worth of 

Lord WiNTERTON and the y ^ House of Commons 

other “ Young Turks ” were i ^ childlike sense of 

again inquisitive about the ^ | humour. There is nothing 

suppressed report of the « Mm m l I l||k that it enjoys more than to 

alleged Greek outrages at ^ have a Minister struggling 

Smyrna, until Mr. Lloyd I j j with the pronunciation of 

George put an end to the li some outlandish place- 

catechism with the remark /• ’ * \U \ ^ W ' ‘ • name. When, therefore, Mr. 

that “ even Christians are it is understood that mr. neil MACLEAN and mb. Ilhngw^orth, posed with 

entitled to a fair trial ” IRVING HAVE DECIDED TO BOYCOTT THE HAIR- the deficiencies of the mail 

enutiea to a tan tiiai. CUTTING INDUSTRY PENDING ITS NATIONALISATION. tendencies ot tue mail 

Chafing under the accus- xxo w. service to Bryngwran and 

ation that the trade unions are largely j of opposition encountered by the Silver Gwalchmai, made a gallant but ineffect- 
responsible for preventing ex-Service Coinage Bill. Having a specimen of ual effort to get over the first obstacle 
men from obtaining employment the the new shilling in his pocket he him- and evaded the second by calling it “the 
Labour Party pressed the Prime self was feeling particularly bobbish, other place,” Members roared with 
Minister to produce his evidence, and could not understand the gloomy delighted laughter. 

To-day they got it, in stacks. All the vaticinations of Lord Buckmaster and In the further debate on the Army 
unions, in principle, are in favour of Lord Salisbury as to what might Estimates a good deal was said about 
training disabled men, but in practice happen in West Africa and elsewhere if the unfortunate events in Ireland, Mr, 
most of them require that a workman we depreciated our currency. But his T. P. O’Connor had the grace to with- 
shall have worked at his craft for from usual self-confidence so far deserted draw some of the unfortunate insinua- 




ini Wm 






IT IS UNDERSTOOD THAT MR. NEIL MACLEAN AND MR. 
DAN IRVING HAVE DECIDED TO BOYCOTT THE HAIR- 
CUTTING INDUSTRY PENDING ITS NATIONALISATION. 


three to six years before being 
admitted to their ranks. “ You 
have fought for us, but you shall 
nob work with us ” is their atti- 
tude. ^ j 

On the Army Estimates Sir 
Samuel Scott pleaded for the 
formation of an Imperial General 
Staff. Even in peace-time there 
were plenty of problems to be 
solved. We should never be really 
at peace, moreover, so long as 
there were tribes on our frontiers , 
who looked upon war as an 
amusement and a pastime, “as 
hon. Members look upon golf.” 
Surely this is to underestimate 
the devotion of our earnest golfers. ^ 
Judging by the condition of the 
links on Sunday I should say 
some of them look upon it as a 
religion. 

Mr. Neil, Maclean pretended 
not to understand why we 
wanted an army at all. Was not 
the last war “ a war to end war ” ? 
But his main point — in which he 



A-wit.- 


The Addison Bird, “Beautiful spring weather, John, 


tions against the conduct of the 
British soldiers into which he had 
been betrayed the day before, but 
Messrs. Kenworthy and Malone 
\ repeated them with additions of 
their own, and incurred thereby 
a castigation from Mr. Churchill 
which the House cordially ap- 
proved. 

The CoaL Mines (Emergency) 
Bill was read a third time. On 
i behalf of the Labour Party, Mr. 
? Adamson declared that the profits 
J of the coal industry must be 
^ “pooled” — a proposition which 
? would command general approval 
i if there seemed any likelihood 
I that consumers would receive a 
\ share of the pool. 

’ Wed^iesday, March 2Mh , — Since 
* Disraeli startled a scientific 
meeting by declaring himself to 
be “ on the side of the angels ” 
there has been no more remark- 
able piece of self-revelation than 
»♦ Lord Birkenhead’s defence of 


will be surprised to find many ously mean to start building— what? 


John Bullfinch, “Yes, mt dear. But you don’t seri the Matrimonial Causes Bill. It 


was not so much his wealth of 
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ecclesiastical lore or the impassioned regulations, are holding up the building mpr^ TNT)TAT?TTBBEE BLOKE 
appeal that he made for the victims of industry. ^ m ^ tt- 4 . ,• 

the present divorce law that impressed In connection with the proposal to The tram ran into Victoria b cation 
the Peers as the high line that he took raise the Tube fares, Mr. Will Thorne and pandemonium. , , • 

in condemning the opponents of the inquired whether this would not mean . A straggling mass of people trying 
measure. He as good as told the oc- an increase of two pounds a week in the to get out, another mass trying to get 
cupants of the Episcopal Bench that expenditure of some families, ^ and, on in ; everybody pushing and muttering, 
their view of marriage was lacking in the figure being challenged, said that it grunting and groaning ,* and above all 
spirituality. The Archbishop of Can- was quite correct, for one of the families the howling of the Specially Selected 
TERBURY was SO dumbfounded by the was his own. Members entered into Band of Hustlers in their now famous 
accusation that he meekly con- - and unpopular performance 

fessed himself unable to follow \ 

the Lorb Chancellor's religious Wait till they ’re all on. Move 

arguments. Lord Salisbury dis- right down the ^centre, please, 

played more pugnacity in a reas- * Wot are you doin there? Come 

sertion of views that had been de- . orf it if you’re cornin' orf. Get 

scribed as “mediaeval supersti- * / ' ^ ^ niove on, please. 'Urry up on 

tion." But the Peers preferred board. Come on there. Eight 

the Use of Birkenhead to the Use '/Jv 

of Sarum, and gave the Bill a ^ A siren shrilled and we were 

Second Eeading by a two-to-ohe again. ^ ^ 

In the course of the debate S ^ Mother ? ” said a voice. “You 

Lord Buckmaster expressed his / carry her like that. Be 

regret that so effective an orator ^ quiet, 'Enry, will you.” 

as the Archbishop of York should A*W*l45£ I managed to struggle out of 

have deserted the Law for the The PosTMASTM!R-GB:^7witAL, Mr. Illingworth {after some a* n •;] 

Church. After this afternoons unsuccessful attempts to ring up the Prime Minister for * Ihank you, bir, ^ said the 

display I could not help wonder- particulars about the pronunciation of Givalchmai). “Ah man. “Sit down, Bm'ly. That’s 

ing what would have happened if I can’t get on to David within the next better. Now you can 'old the 

if “ F. E.’b ” call had been to the "P’ y°’^ ^ ” 


Church instead of the Bar, and 


IDoes 50 .] 


I looked for Henry and found 


whether a shovel-hat would not have rapid calculations on their Order Papers him wedged in a forest of legs, 
suited him even better than a wig. with the view of discovering how many “I think he ’s afraid of being 


suited him even better than a wig. wfth the view of discovering how many “I think he ’s afraid of being trodden 
Members who display a friendlyinter- olive-branches had sprung from this on,” I said, 
est in the revival of German trade were Thorne. We managed, with some effort, to 

gratified to learn that the clock-manu- After Mr. Asquith's “prave ’orts” extract the child and make him a little 
facturers, at any rate, are taking, time at the National Liberal Club the mild- more comfortable. His father turned 
by the forelock and are already sending ness of his criticism upon the Govern- with a sigh of relief to me. 
their goods to this country. So far are ment’s foreign policy sadly disappointed “ Awful business travellin' with kids 
they, moreover, from cherishing ani- his more ardent supporters. His only nowadays, ain’t it ? ” he said. 
mosityordesiringtomagnifytheEather- concrete suggestion was that we should “ I can quite believe it,’' I said, 
land that they modestly label them surrender our mandate for Mesopotamia “Bad enough anywhere,” he went 
“Westminster Chimes.” It is pleasant and retire to the coast, and this did not on, “ but on this line — well — and they 
to record that the Board of Trade, ex- meet with much approval. stick up placards tollin’ you to be 


We managed, with some effort, to 


with a sigh of relief to me. 

“ Awful business travellin' with kids 


hibiting the same spirit of self-abnega- 
tion, has insisted on substituting the 
time-honoured inscription, “Made in 
Gerniany,” 

It is a mistake to suppose that there -rO 
are no limits to the ambition of the 
Geddes family. “ I never wanted air- J . — ^ ^ 

transport,” said Sir Eric this afternoon, 
and kter on he expressly disclaimed 
the megalomania which had been attri- t 

buted to him “ by those best able to ^ ^ 

diagnose the disease.” He is certainly 
coming on as a Parliamentary speaker, ^ 
and gave an informing and, oh the whole, 
hopeful account of the work of the rail- * ) ' 

ways in promoting reconstruction. , 

Thursday^ March 25th . — The Prime 
Minister was rather husky this after- \ 

noon. He had been having a strenuous 
time with the miners and possibly some 
of the coal-dust had got into his throat. li 

But his spirit is unabated, and he flatly * ^ ^ 

refused to withdraw his charge that th-e THE EIGHT EEVEREHD THE LORD 
trade unions, by refusing to modify their BISHOP OF BIRKENHEAD. 






stick up placards tellin’ you to be 
patient. Patient ! With a wife and 
two kids, and them young jackanapes 
at Victoria a-howling at you all the 
time. If there 's one thing I 'ate it ’s 
bein’ ’ustled.” He laughed resentfully. 
“ * Come on, get a move on.' ‘ Jump to 
it ! ’ Shoutin' and howlin' till you don't 
know whether you're gettin' on or 
gettin' orf. Anybody 'd think we w^as 
a lot of blinkin’ animals.” 

Something clicked inside my head 
(I hesitate to suggest what) and the 
carriage and the swaying people went 
out of focus. 

❖ ?!« :je * 

^ There was a little squad of soldiers 
piling arms. 

“ Stand clear,” said the subaltern in 
charge. 

“Stand at — ease. Stand easy. Carry 
on, Sergeant.” 

The P.T. Instructor came forward. 

“ Now, lads,” he said briskly, “ take 
off your equipment and your tunics 
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Old Gentleman. “Is that your baby?’* 


Little Girl. “No, Sir, it adt’t ourn. We Am’T ’ad none since me.” 


and puttees and roll up your sleeves. 
And while you ’re doin’ it listen to your 
Uncle Brown, who’s goin’ to give 
things away. 

“ I ’aven’t took any of you lads before 
— (come along there, my son ; we ain’t 
syncopatin’ the movements) — but I ’m 
told you ’re all B.E.F, men. Well then, 
I expect you think you know some- 
thing, So you do. You know what a 
Jerry looks like and what a Whizzbang 
sounds like. But that ain’t much. 
You don’t know me. ’ AVe a good look 
at me. You ’ll ’ear what I sound like 
in a minute.” 

He paused for effect and breath. 

*‘Now you ’ave ’ad a look at me 
you ’ll know me. Not the Apollo 
Belgravia, but just plain Brown — Mrs, 
Brown’s old man — that’s me; and 
thank ’Eaven it’s ’im you ’ve got to 
deal with and not Mr. Brown’s old 
woman. Now we ’ll get to work, lads, 
and ’ustle ’s the word.” 

He moved away a few paces. 

“ When I say ‘ Bound me nip,* ” he 
shouted, “I want to see a cloud of dust 
and a livin’ statue. Bound me — Nip 1 ” 

There was boxing. * 

’It ’im,” yelled Brown ; “ you ain’t 
doin’ a foxtrot ! Bite ’is ear orf 1 Make 
’is nose bleed 1 ” 


Their noses bled. 

There were bayonet charges on stuffed 
sacks. 

“ Kick ’em,” roared Brown, leaping 
round like a dervish; “make faces at 
’em ! I want to see ye getting uglier 
every minute.” 

They grew uglier. 

Half-an-hour later the squad, limp 
and perspiring, lay down for a rest. 

“ Well, you ’ve not done too bad,” 
said Brown; “you’re all breathin’, 
anyway. Get dressed now, and don’t 
be ’alf-an-hour at it. Don’t forget, my 
lads, ’ustle ’s the word what makes such 
men as me — and you ‘'too bythe time 
I ’ve finished with you. I ’ll make it a 
bit stiff er to-morrow.” 

H strolled off, 

A voice arose from the squad : — 

“ Anybody ’d think wo was a lot of 
blinkin’ animals.” 

;ic ’ 

I came back suddenly to the carriage 
and the crush. 

“ So you ’ve altered your ideas about 
hustling ?” I said, . 

“ Altered them ? Why ? ” 

“ Well,” I said, “ I can remember a 
day when Mrs. Brown’s old man ” 

“ Why, Sir, you mean to say ” 

“I do,” 1 said. 


And after a time : — • 

“ Well, good-bye, Sergeant. Awfully 
glad to have seen you again, and to 
know you don’t like befng hustled any 
more than we did.” 

He laughed. 

“ One for you. Sir,” lie said. “But 
after all you was carrying a rifle,, not a 
bloomin’ baby.” , ” 

A Cool Beception. 

“Visit of 10 Wesleyan Ministers. 

Wesleyan Church. 

‘ Is happiness possible to-day ? ’ ” 

Provincial Paj^er, 

“ Nursery Governess to go to Jamaica early 
May ; two boys ages seven and four ; one able 
to give first lessons and music.” — Times. 

Then why can’t he teach the other? 

“A UNIQUE OPPORTUNITY. 
Exceptional Purchase of — Cigars. Weight 
about IJ^lbs. Length 5 inches.” 

Advt. in Evening Pa;per. 

But only suitable, we should imagine, 
for very heavy smokers. 

“ Ex -Government Bedside Tables, make 
Boat Cupboards, Safes, Bookcases, Wash- 
stands, etc., not large enough to live in.” 

Provincial Paper. 

Not a solution of the housing problem 
after all. 







Head of the House. “Don’t think I’m complainijtg, Emma. I know I can’t afford to. buy new clothes, and don’t in the 

LEAST object TO HAVING WiLFEID’S TROUSERS CUT DOWN TO PIT ME; BUT THE BAG OP THE KNEE MAKES THEM PALL SO AWKWARD 
AT THE ANKLE.” ..... 


SCREEN V. STAGE. 

[Acc;rding ^ Mr. W. G. Faulkner, who has recently interviewed Charlie Chaplin at Los Angeles, the great film comedian chiefly 
reads serious books oh philosophy and social problems, being" specially interested in the prices of food and clothing. Romantic novels 
have no attraction for him,^ and^it is nonsense to say that he ever hoped to play Hamlet, for “he does not like Shakespeare, whose 
, works neither entertain nor interest him.”] 

^ There is bitter grief at Stratford, on the silver Avon's marge, But this curious lacuna does not prove that he has missed 
Where the cult of William Shakspeare is extremely fine Oharbie Chaplin's true importance as a sociologist, 
and large, ^ 


: For across the broad Atlantic comes the petrifying nows 
That the greatest film comedian does not care for William’s 
Muse. 

Serious problems — economics and the price of margarine— 


All the same, good Viscount Morlby is, we are prepared to 
state, 

Unaware of the existence of the peerless Harry Tate ; 

And the name of Mary Pickfoed doesn’t palpably convey 
Any sort of connotation to the mind of Viscount Grey. 


Occupy the hours of leisure that he snatches from the screen; mL’ • u ' , ^ u i. V 


But the works of William Shakspeare he dismisses as 
inane, ' 

And he harbours no ambition to enact the princely Dane. 
This momentous revelation, little birds reveal to me. 


mental scope 

By frequenting entertainments where the pleased spectators 
rock 


Has produced a spasm of anguish in the heart of Sidney Lee ; At the antics of George Eobey or the drolleries of Grock. 
Wails arise froni Henry Ain'ley, Benson, Lang and „ i ^ , 

Moscovitch, conversely, Charlie Chaplin, in a later, mellower phase, 

Though so far no word of protest emanaStes from Little Tich. attain to the enjoyment of Elizabethan plays, 

V ' - . • p . , , . economic problems on his jaded palate pall, 

btill by way of compensation for this ruthless turning down Eecognise that there is something in our William after all 
Of the chief Elizabethan by a neo-Georgian clown, 


’Tis averred that Stoll (Sir Oswald), in a life of storm 
and stress, 

Finds distraction from his labours in the works of William S. 


Extract from a lover’s letter, read recently in court 


Finds distraction from his labours in the works of Williams. J which are my own love s, looking at 

: . eaph other with all that tenderness with which they once looked into 

in this context I may notice that the “consequential” mine.” — Provincial Pajpe7\ 


' Keynes 

.From an economic survey of the cinema abstains; 


It would appear that the object of his affections suffered 
from some obliquity of vision. 






depositing eggs 


gated. 


A u pair.—Eobin, having maisonette 
larger than he requires (flower-pot), 
would like to find another to share it. 

C ockerel, early riser, smart, good 
appearance, seeks sit. in country 
house. Preference for one with home- 
farm immediately adjacent. 

P ET LAMB, the property of butcher’s 
daughter, desires home with humane 
gentlew^omen. 

S PANIEL, field, rather stout but pleas- 
ing appearance, is giving up country 
pursuits owing to difference with game- 
keeper. Would join lady in carriage 
drives and meals. 

P EKINESE, noble birth, would go as 
companion in Ducal family living 
in good neighbourhood. Carriage. No 
i knowledge of Chinese required*. 


“I'm looking for my mother. Has she been in here? I know she went 

TO BUY A CHICKEN, BUT I DON’T KNOW IF YOU ’RE HER CHICKEN BUTCHER.” ^ 


“EXPORT SECTION. 

Sir Auckland Geddes and Other 
Problems.” 

Canadian Gazette, 

But w’e understand that the late Presi- 
dent of ' the Board, of Trade is no 
longer a problem. The last thing he 
did before leaving ofiice was to issue a 
licence for his own exportation. • . 

The Soldier Ants of New 2*ealand. 

“ Details of the distribution of the pajaneiits 
to soldiers’ wives in lieu of separation allow- 
ances have not yet been finally approved, but 
the amount is to be made np to 3s. a day. 
Sir James Allen told a Post reporter this 
morning, in reply ants and 2nd lieutenants 
would share in the distribution.” 

New Zealand Paper, 

“ The Defence Minister was asked by Mr. 


G. Witty if he would extend the payment of 
gratuities on behalf of deceased soldiers to 
sisters and cousins when the soldier had made 
a will to that 6fPect.” — Samejgqjper^ later. ' ' 

The reason why Mr. Witty’s solicitude 
was limited to tlie sisters and cousins 
evidently was that the ants had been 
already provided for. 

“ Sir "Oliver’s personality is like that of one 
of the prophets of old. Venerable, white of 
beard and what scanty locks of hair remain, 
a dome-like head, over six feet in height.” 

Boston Herald, 

This must be the, result of the American 
atmosphere, as we are quite certain 
that the last time we saw Sir Oliver 
, his head was not an inch over three 
1 feet in height. .... 
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DEMOBBED. 

Ikbla., 1920. 

“I'm goin* home,” said Hennessey, “for I’ve been East 
too long : 

I want the English hedges an’ fields an* the English 
thrush’s song. 

An’ the honest English faces an’ never nobody black ; 

It’s home for mine,” said Hennessey, “so it ’s down your 
tents and pack. 

It ’ll pass out here 
Eor a month or a 3 "ear, * - 
But not for a lifetime — no dam fear. 

I want my folks,” said Hennessey, “ an’-I ’m 'joll}’’ well 
goin’ back.” . T ' 

But I said, “Home’s gone different an* I’ve somehow -lost 
the touch, - ‘ 

iln’ nobody ’s written for fifty years, so tlieij ’re not worryin* 
mTich; ‘ ^ 

An’ I like it here; I love it.”. Says Hennessey,'** Well; 

I’m shot! ’ ' , 

Would ye die an’ be buried in India?” Well, Natty,” 
says I, ** why not?”^ 

‘*East Africa, then,” said Hennessey; “it’s a promisin’ 
place is that — 

Money to make an’ jobs galore, easy an’ rich an’ fat ; 

An’ think of the ridin* an’ shootin’ an’ the camp an' the 
trekkin’ too ; . 

You\e no ties,” said Hennessey; “it’s the place for a 
chap like you. 

There 's a grand career 
Eor a pioneer. 

Which is more than ever you ’ll see out here. 

Bast Africa ’s it,” said Hennessey, “ if the half they say is 
true.” . ’ 

But I said, “Blow East Africa an’ slavin’ yourself all' day; 
I ’m an idle man — bone idle — with a little bit saved away. 
An* I like them palm-tree beaches an* the warm blue sun- 
lit sea ; 

East India, yes, an’ welcome, but East Africa— no, not me.” 

“ Well, Palestine,” said Hennessey ; but I cut him short 
and sweet. 

An’ “ Natty,” I said, ** I ’ve heard it all an’ I don’t want to 
repeat — ^ - 

Jerusalem or Mombasa, Tahiti or Timbuctoo, ^ * 

Or careers an’ pioneerin’ ah’ the rest of it all — hah poo ! 

It ’s no good, Nat, 

Eor I tell* you flat 

I ’ye cottoned to India an’ that *s just that ; 

Bus hogevd; all done — finish ; I ’m here iill the trees turn 
blue, 

Eor I love them early mornings, shiny an’ clear an’ grey, 
An’ I love the cool o’ the evening when the temple drum- 
mers play, 

An’ the long, long, lazy afternoons, when the whole creation 
sleeps — ^ . 

Quit it ? Old man, I couldn’t ; I ’m India’s now for keeps. 

“So Hennessey,' you ‘go - home,” I says,'“to*.see to the 
wife an’ kid.” 

“You’ll follow me there one day,” says he, an’ I says, 
“ Heaven forbid 1 

I ’ll just be goin’ about an’ about an' keepin’ an open mind 
An’ sometimes doin’ a job o’ work, but not if I’m not 
inclined ; 

An’ I won’t care 
If I ’m here or there, 

Jungle or forest or feast or fair; 


I’ll take it all as it comes along, as the Maker o’ things 
designed ; 

I ’ll tramp it North to the Kashmir hills an’ South to the 
Nilgiris ; 

I’ll find my friends as I find my fun — and that ’s where I 
dam well please ; 

An’ never no saman or houses or taxes or servants to send 
things wrong.” 

*‘It wouldn’t suit me,” said Hennessey. “It wouldn’t,” 
says I. ** So long ! ” 


THE ACTEESS. 

. , You are doubtless aware that in the successful musical 
comedy. The Girl of Forty’Seven, there is a scene in which 
Miss Verbena Vaine, as Clementina, the horse-dealer’s 
beautiful daughter, denounces the disreputable old veterin- 
ary surgeon, Binnett, so whimsically played by that ripe 
comedian, Mr. Sid Apps. 

- On my first visit {:o the play many weeks ago an incident 
occurred which both enhanced Mr. Apps’s reputation for 
spontaneous humour and highly diverted the audience. 

It will be remembered that at the climax of her outburst, 
Clementina, with eyes ablaze and voice vibrating with' pas- 
sion, hisses, “Loathsome scoundrel, how I detest and de- 
spise you 1 ” On the evening to which I refer a mock-sub- 
missive look came into Apps’s face when these vroids were 
spoken, and he interrupted gently, “Not too much soda. 
Verbena,” glancing with mischievous curiosity to see how 
she would take his humorous comment upon her emphatic 
utterance of this line of many sibilants. 

The audience was greatly delighted by this effect. Miss 
Vaine failed completely to maintain the rdle of the indignant 
beauty and turned her back to the footlights to hide her 
face, though her laughter was betrayed by the shaking of 
her ^handsome shoulders. There was a pause of some* 
moments before she resumed, ** My father shall know of 
this,” and so forth., 

Last week, when Doris, my niece, chose that I should 
take her to see The Girl of Forty-Seven, I was not un- 
willing again to enjoy Apps’s humour. I listened with 
especial care as w^e approached the scene in the play to 
which I have referred. Perhaps he would employ some 
still more successful gag. At last came Clementina's out- 
burst. “ Loathsome scoundrel, how T detest an^ despise 
you 1 ” she exclaimed with vehemence. “ Not too much 
soda, Verbena,” pplied the comedian gently, with a mis- 
chievous glance of ^ curiosity. The actress gave a look of 
amazement, then quickly turned her back to the audience, 
where she ’"stood 'for some moments with Jier^face. jn her 
hands and her shoulders shaking, the audience laughing 
aloud with delight. The action of the play was delayed for 
some moments before Miss Verbena Vaine resumed her part. 

Another Sinecure. 

“Wanted, Housemaid, £45, for three in family, three maids; 
no children ; good room ; all time off usual .” — Morning Pa;pe}\ 

The Domestic Problem. 

“ ’s Registry have ladies waiting here daily, 2 to 4.30, for all 

kinds of maids'*(with or without experience).” — Scotch Pa;per. 

We don’t doubt it for a moment. 


“ Councillor : Can we afford to allow the town to be in real 

jeopardy every hour ? 

The Chairman (to the Brigade Captain) : Did you have to take 
the horses away from a funeral the other day, when there was a call? 
Brigade Captain : We had to wait until the funeral party got back.” 

Loccd Pajger, 

“ Where are the gees of the Old Brigade ? ” 

“ Gone to a funeral, Sir,” she said. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Countless readers, fusionists and others, will be glad to 
have Mr. Harold Spender’s sparkling abstract of the 
more romantic passages in the life of The Prime Minister 
(Hodder and SipuGHTON). The first half of the book 
describes the upbringing and early, battles of this man of 
peace, Eose Cottage at Llanystumdwy with “ Uncle Lloyd ” 
— there is a touching picture of the courage, wisdom and 
unselfishness of this grand old man — the little attorney’s 
office at Portniadoc, squire- and parson-baiting pcisswh 
capture of Carnarvon Boroughs, guerilla tactics in the 
House, suspension, recognition, pacifism, office, original 
budgeting, Limehousing (very reticently indicated), social 
reform. Then War and the supreme opportunity for the 
energy, persuasiveness, adroitness and determination which 
must extort even from opponents the tribute of admiration. 
Not a dull page; occasionally an obscure one. None^of 
your cold and calculated criticism for Mr. Spender. Have 
idols clay feet ? Well, not this one, thank you. * And it. is 
an attitude which enables, him to .convey to the reader 
something of the irresistible personal, magnetism of his 
distinguished friend, and the courage which delights in 
riding the storm and is at its best in the tight corner (one 
might suspect the Premier of holding the view that if there 
were no tight corners it would be necessary to invent them). 
The summary of the War .period is admirably, done. The 
history of events leading to the formation of the second 
Coalition Government— and the third — is again tactfully 
presented. It would be nnreaspnable to suppose that all of 


Mr. Spender’s verdicts and estimates will be unchallenged 
by historians. But it is unlikely that the Premier will 
find a more competent hagiographer. 


A story that so far violates the .conventions as to start 
with a mother whose moral instability is a worry to her 
children, and> hero who,, longs to,, be a practical builder 
despite a parental command to follow art — such a tale can 
at least claim the merit of originality. Mr. J. D. Berbseord 
would be fully justified in claiming this and much more ,for 
An Lmpeyfect Mother (Collins). Here is an interesting, 
fascinating and certainly unusual story, in \yhich only .two 
characters are of any real moment, Cecilia, the imperfect 
mother, embodiment of the artist temperament, egotistical 
almost to inhumanity, who. abandons her dull husband 
and boring daughters to “ live her own life ” ; and Stephen, 
the SOD, who alone can give . her a half-sympathetic, half- 
resentful understanding. You. see already the cleverness 
of Mr. Berbsford’s conception. Eeally, it is just this 
that works (at least for me) its undoing. His characters 
are fashioned with the nicest ingenuity; the positions 
into which he so dextrously manipulates them compel your 
interest and. delighted wonder ; but never once do they 
touch your emotions, and never once can you see them as 
anything but the creations of a highly talented brain.- This 
is the more strange because Mr. Beresford’s people are as 
a rule so convincingly real. Perhaps to some, degree the 
effect of artifice is due to the author’s exclusive preoccupa- 
tion with his central character, Cecilia'.s Jmsband her 
daughters, the home of her early married life, are shown to 
us only by the light of her flashing personality; this with- 
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drawn, they simply cease to exist. On the whole, therefore, unravelled until the MoTtwievs had resolved to try new 
I should call An Imperfect Mother a highly entertaining pastures. True, they did not go very far, but the dis- 
example of pure intellect, admirable but uninspired, which turbing influence of money is sufficiently illustrated by 
for my own part I enjoyed amazingly. the fact that it induced such deeply-rooted folk to move at 

all. If the theme of this story is a little sordid it is relieved 

Though “E. H. Anstruthee ” (Mrs. J. 0. Squire) has by its treatment from any reproach, and faithful followers 
called her latest story The Husband (Lane) one can hardly of the Phillpotts' trail will enjoy every word of it. 

resist the feeling that this is rather a generous description = 

of the central character, who indulged in so much philander- All that we ever hoped — some day, when the "W ar was 
ing with one person or another that it is difficult to regard over — to hear about those most fascinating mysteries, the 
him as more than a husband in, so to speak, his spare time. Tanks, has been put together by Major 0. and Mr. A. 
Bichard Demiitkorne, I must believe, was a “ladies' man ” Williams-Ellis, under the title The Tank Corps {Country 
in two senses, since he is undeniably a very womanly con- Life OfSces). Here are genuine uncamouflaged pictures of 
ception of the all-conquering male, with indeed more than all kinds of tanks, with detailed maps and descriptions 
a little of Mr. BocJiester in his composition. The story showing their operations, as well as stories not only of 
tells how Penelope, the heroine, comes to live with her those that walked in orthodox fashion through enemy 
adopted aunt Margery, of whom Bichard was the spouse villages “with the British army cheering behind,” but of 
(intermittent) ; how Bichard, at the moment absent upon others that disappeared entire in mud, or drove themselves 
amorous affairs, returned, and so fascinated Penelope with unaided back to our lines ' when too full of gas to be 
his masterful ways that she fled to London ; how, almost occupied, or scrunched up batteries of field-guns, or cruised 
immediately after, she ^ alone for hours, like 

stultified her precau- [> >.11 V/ W \\ I -a -lUHt famous one calle'd 

fcionSj but saved the VI Musical Box, among 

plot, by becoming ^ enemy’s commu- 

i2icfta?‘d’s secretary at - ^ fij ‘ nioations, or crossed 

his office ffi that va^t trenches over 

lised my sympathy)^ right kind who 

‘ tlie ex^husb^^d^^^^^^^ will c^rh^^ 

. this?' I fancy may be dible romance," the 

better appreciated by ' UNKECORDED HISTORICAL SCENE.— ROMULUS HEARS FROM HIS authors, soberly col- 
women than men, CONTRACTOR THAT ROME CANNOT BE BUILT IN A D^VY. lecting materials from' 

since, as I have hinted, I ^ despatches, diaries 

its outlook is so essentially feminine. Mrs. Squibb writes and so on, as well as drawing on their own obvious first- 
with sincerity and brings her characters to life. She needs, hand knowledge, have achieved a fairy-tale of mechanics, 
however, to remember that words unwatched are dangerous. That the crews were no less wonderful than their machines 
. Such slipshod phrasing as “ young muscular youth" must we knew before, but the writers’ modest yet illuminating 
grieve the judicious, while the effect of the sentimental account of the difficulties under which they worked is 
interview on p. 99 was simply ruined for me through the none the less welcome. 

unfortunate suggestion conveyed by “ her blood rose in a _ ; 

, &oil to her face.” Theitalies are mine, but the proof-reading decide to go on Circuits (Methuen) with Mr. 

is (or should have been) the author’s. Philip^ Cambobnb you will find him an interesting and 

informing companion. His hero and heroine are a Wesleyan 

Miser's Money (Heinemann) brings Mr. Eden Phillpotts minister and his wife, so completely out of tune with the 
back to Devonshire, and I wave my little flag to welcome usual heroes of contemporary fiction that they are actually 
him. Of late he has sometimes been a shade too didactic shameless enough to be in love with one another from the 
for my liking, but here he gives us yet another plain tale of puge to the last. Though he shows a remarkable 
his beloved moor, and he is instructive only in showing the insight into the lives of Wesleyan ministers, Mr. Oambobne 
danger of too much money — a danger at which most of us ^eclinesthepopular methods of sectarian fiction and refrains 
can in these days afford to smile. The Morthners were, any attempt to proselytize. Instead we are simply 
one would have supposed, a clan unlikely to be moved from gtven a clear and often amusing account of what Mark 
their native soil by anything less convulsive than an Frazer had to put up with in his wanderings from circuit 
earthquake. But money did it. One of them was a miser, to circuit. Mr. Oambobne is modern in confining himself to 
and when he died — after a -terrific gorge at his brother’s the history of a single family, but in outlook he bebngs to 
expense — he left trouble behind him. Some of his relations a P^^st century. And I mean that for a compliment. 

■ wanted more of his money than was good for their souls, ' - 

. of them (actuaHy) fought shy of receiving her pro- Motto for the Wee Frees when attempting to conciliate 

Share. Alfeogether a pretty tangle, which was net the Labour Parfey : Lib. and let Lab - 


‘ UNRECOBDED HISTORICAL SCENE.— ROMHLUS HEARS FROM HIS 
CONTRACTOR THAT ROME CANNOT BE BUILT IN A DAY. 


alone for hours, like 

B , the famous one calle'd 
I Musical Box, among 
= the enemy’s commu- 
^ nications, ou crossed 
l-W vast trenches over 
bundles of faggots 
carried upon theiu 
backs. Every boy of 
the right kind who 
^ inherits the proper 
zeal for mechanisms 
V will certainly find in 
this book the most 
-- absorbing of yarns. 
Not that the subject 
is treated in the least 
^ lightly or frivolously,- 
^ but, since the barest 
truth is here incre- 
dible romance, the 
[g authors, soberly col- 
lecting materials from' 
— despatches, diaries 
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stupendous figures without any human much more trustworthy than those 
CHARIVARIA. help at all. A correspondent writes to being built at the present time. We 

“Do the British people/’ asks Mr. say that in his house he has theidenti- await, fearfully, the comments of Lord 
Blatchfoei), “ understand the nature cal gas meter which gave the inventor Fishee. ^ ^ 

of the monster modern military science his idea. ^ ' 


has created? ” We hope to hear later Dutch wasps, says a news item, are 

what name Mr. Winston Chuechill The contemporary which refers to the very much like British. Only the fin- 
has found for Mr. Blatchford. discovery of a gold ring inside a cod- ished expert can tell the difference on 

fish as extraordinary evidently cannot being stung. 

Agitation for a Federal Divorce Law be aware that many profiteers who go 
is being revived in the United States, in for fishing are nowadays using such It is said t' 

It appears that there are still some articles as bait. religious rac 


backward States where the expenses 
of a divorce suit mount up to some- 


for fishing are nowadays using such It is said that the Dutch are the most 
tides as bait. religious race of to-day. Of course it 

is well known that the Chinese pray 
A purse containing nearly a hundred more than the Dutch, but then nobody 


thing like ten dollars and the parties pounds in treasury notes, picked up by understands what they are saying. 


often have to wait as long as three a policeman in South Wales, has not *,;/•'• 

weeks before the knot is untied. yet been claimed. It is now thought The Ascot Fire Brigade went on 

probable that a local miner may have strike last week and several important 
“ It Ji as imwbe^ decided definitely,” dropped his week’s wages whilst enter- fires had to be postponed at the last 
says The Daily Expreas, “ ^ j moment, 

“that Sir Auckland '' - - - -- 

Geddes will leave Eng- 
land on April 10th.'’ This 
disposes finally of the 
rumour that he intended 
taking it with him. 

❖ * 


The natives of the An- 
daman Islands average 
about seventy pounds each 
in weight. They are so 
^ short in stature that their 
feet only just reach the 
ground in time. 

M. Louchbue suggests 
that France should build 
houses similar to those 
w’hicli are not being built 
in England. 

si: * 

“ Sergeant E. Pernotte,” 
says a student of human 
endeavour, “ last week 
punched a ball for fifty 
hours without a break.” 



UNLIKELY SCENE AT A LABOUB EXCHANGE: OUT-OF-WOEK 
I PASSING THE INSPIEATION TEST BEFOKE A SUPEK- I « rn patq off tliP 

endeavour, “ last week official of the boaed of teade. * a \ 

punched a ball for fifty! 1 seed beds, says Jdovie 

hours without a break.” It is pre- ing his car and that his secretary has Chat, “ bury a small bottle up to the 
sumed that the ball must have done not yet called his attention to the neck and fill it with liquid ammonia.” 
something to annoy him. deficit. , 5 , The old practice of burying the cat .up 

to the neck in the seed bedding and 

Thirty thousand years ago, says a “ The way some newsboys dodge in keeping the ammonia for subsequent 
weekly journal, theseasaroundEngland and out of the moving traffic is most use is considered obsolete, 
were at a higher level than at present, dangerous and a serious accident is 

It is difficult to know what can be sure to result before very long,” com- During the past year in London 2,886 
done about it, but it is just as well that plains a writer in an evening paper, persons were knocked down by horsed 
the matter should be mentioned. For ourselves we cannot but admire vehicles, as compared with 8,388 who 

this attempt on the boys’ part to make were knocked down by motor vehicles. 


moment, 

*’'* ** 

The Bolsheviks, it ap- 
pears, may not, after all, 
be as black as they are 
painted. It is reported 
that Trotsky has caused 
one of his Chinese guards 
to be executed for calling 
another an Irishman. 

* 

Senator Borah recently 
informed the American 
Press that the President- 
ial election campaign was 
becoming a Saturnalia of 
public corruption. In one 
flagrant case it appears 
that a man who was given 
the money to buy ten 
dollars’ worth of Irish 
Republic went and bought 
a box of cigars instead. 


the matter should be mentioned. 


According to Mr. M. T. Simm, M.P., history while in the act of selling it. 


there are many wayside inns of a pass- 
able nature. The trouble, of course, is 


We learn from an evening paper that 


that. so many people have a difficulty in a large woollen vTarehouse in London 


passing them. 


was completely destroyed by fire the 


The popularity of the latter, it seems, 

is still unchallenged. 

* 

* 

A weekly paper has an article on 
“Bad Manners Among Fish.” We have 


other day. We cannot understand why ourselves noticed, a tendency to ignore 

We understand that Mr. Justice ’s some people use such inflammable the old adage that fish, like little 

question,** Who is Mr. Lloyd George?” material for building purposes. children, should be seen and not heard, 

has been postponed to a date to be *;/•' 

fixed later. . . An old pleasure-boat prometor at .. Cook 

Yarmouth has stated in an interview general; work not objected to.” 

A trade journal advertises a new that, although all his skiffs’and dinghies • Provincial Paper. 

calculating machine which will total up are ten to fifteen years old, they are Very obliging of her. 
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POSSESSION. 

The dear old home has been lefj to 
strangers. An interloper occupies the 
messuage. A foreign master controls 
the demesne. 

To-day especially, Tvhen as I Tvrite 
the air is balmy and the skies are blue, 
it is agonising to feel that our own 
spring rhubarb is growing crimson only 
to be toyed with by alien lips, and that 

the thrush on our pear-tree bough 

But no, I am wrong; the pear-tree 
bough is in the garden of No. 9 ; it is 
only the trunk that stands in the garden 
of No. 10. That, by the way, is an acci- 
dent that frequently occurs to estate- 
owners. Consider critically for a mo- 
ment those well-known lines in which 
Browning says — 

“Hark \vliere my blossom'd pear-tree in the 
hedge 

Leans to the field,” 

and then goes on to speak of “the 
wise thrush” on “the bent spray*s edge” 
as “ singing his song twice over.” It 
is pretty obvious that the reason the 
poet assigns to this action on the bird’s 
part is not the correct one. Evidently 
the part of the tree on which it w^as sit- 
ting was on the other side of the hedge 
in the next-door fellow’s garden, and 
it w^as conscientiously trying to allot 
one rperformance to each of the two 
rival householders. But I seem to 
have wandered a little from the ancient 
home. 

Come with me in ina agination, reader, 
?md let us have a look at it together. 
The fourth house to the left in this 
winding road that fringes the common, 
you see it standing there gazing a little 
wistfully, yet with a quiet air of semi- 
detachment, out over the wide expanse 
of green. Half right and half left are 
two monstrous blocks of red brick fiats 
overlooking it with a thousand envious 
eyes. The middle distance is dotted 
pleasantly with hawthorn bushes and 
the pretty pieces of sandwich-paper \ 
that are always the harbingers .of Lon- 1 
don’s Spring. Beyond these things, < 
and far away to tho front, you may i 
detect on clear days a white church- 1 
tower nestling like Swiss milk amongst 1 
immemorial trees. And this view is ( 
mine — mine, like the old home. If we t 
linger for a moment in the road we 1 
shall probably see the scornful face of g 
the proud usurper at one of the win- i 
dows calmly enjoying this view of mine, x 
all unconscious that I, the rightful 
owner, am standing beneath. Does it c 
not remind you of the films ? — t 

^ “ Charles Garruthers, an outcast from d 
his ancestral halls, eyes mournfully o 
the scene of merry junketing within, c 
Charles- Garmthers-^blich I bliclc I p 
and you see him eyeing mournfully I 


outside — “ blick ! hlick I ” — and you 
see the junketers eating liis junket 
;o within. 

.e On looking back in a calmer mood 
is on the lines which I have just written, 
I feel it possible that I may have let 
le my emotions run away with me and 
3 , conveyed a slightly false impression. I 
u may have suggested that the old home 
y has belonged to my family since Domes- 
,t day Book or dear-knows-when or some 
- other historic date in our island story, 
e That would not be strictly true. As a, 
s matter of fact I have never lived in the, 
u house, nor liave any of my relations 
i- either. It has belonged to me, to be 
1 - quite accurate, since March 25th, 1920, 

1 - and the interloper was interloping on 
11 a short lease when I bought the long 
lease over bis bead. It is also true 
e that by an awkward and absurd con- 
vention I have to restore the old home 
to the ground landloid in 1941. But 
3 who cares about what is going to 
happen in 1941? The Coalition may 
fc have come to an end by that time, and 
3 the first Labour Government, under 
3 Lord Northclipee or Mr. Jack Jones, 

^ may be in jiower. Some bricklayer, in 
• a mood of artistic frenzj", may have de- 
3 signed the plan of a new brick and had 
I it passed by the Ministry of Housing. 

3 Dempsey may have met Carpentier. 

I No, the trouble is about the inter- 
' loper. It appears that, having the ; 
I remainder of a lease to run, he can go 
on anteloping (you know what I mean) i 
for two years more if lie likes. To do 
him justice he admits that the place is 
mine and wants to leave it. He has 
no real love for the priceless old spot. 
All that be asks is somewhere better to ' 
go to. So I am gladly doing my best 
to help him. I send him notices of ' 
forty-roomed Tudor mansions, which ! 
seem to abound in the market, man- ! 
sions with timbered parks, ornamental [ 
waters, Grecian temples, lia-has, gaze- [ 
bos, herds of graceful bounding gazebos, ' 
and immediate possession. I do more ( 
than this. I send him extravagant [ 
eulogies of lands across the seas, where ' 
the grapes grow larger, the pear-trees ( 
blossom all the year round and separate ] 
thrushes laid on to each estate never ( 
cease to sing. I suggest the advan- J 
tages of the mercantile marine and a 
life on the rolling main, of big game 1 
shooting, polar exploration, and the G 
I’esidential attractions of Constanti- ( 
nople, Berlin, Dublin and Vladivostok. £ 
Concurrently with this I try hard to 
cultivate in him a certain distaste for G 
the dear old home, I walk up and Q 
down the road in front of it with a pair 
of field-glasses, and, if I see that a little 
chip has fallen off anywhere or the I 
paint on the gate has been scratched, 

I call on him at once. p 


u “I happened to be passing the 
)t demesne,” I say, “ when I noticed a 
rather serious item of dilapidation/’ or 
d “A word with you about the mes- 
i, suage ; it looks a trifle oft* colour to-day. 
t Have you had it blistered lately ? ” And 
i this worries Jiim a good deal, because 
r he is responsible for all repairs. 

3 I do not fail to point out to my 
- friends, either, that this is my well- 
9 known family seat, and I persuade 
. them from time to time to go and ask 
i, for me at the door. “ What, isn’t he 
3. living here ^et?” I get them to say, 

3 with a well-feigned surprise. It is 
3 liis house, isn’t it ? ” I frequently have 
, letters addressed to myself sent there, 

I and every morning and afternoon the 
; nurse takes the children past it for a 
3 walk. The children are well drilled. 

“ Look, Priscilla, that ’s our garden,” 
i says Eichard- in a high penetrating 
3 treble; and 

“There’s a darlin’ little buttercup. 
I want to go in,” Priscilla replies. 

All this quiet steady pressure is 
bound to have its due effect in time. 
Gradually I think he will begin to feel 
that a shadow 1] aunts the ancestral 
halls (the front one, you know, and the 
back passage), that a footstep not his 
own treads behind him on the stair, 
that the dear old home will never be 
happy until it is occupied by its rightful 
lord. 

I shall send him a marked copy of 
this article. Evoe* 

runs TBJCS LIBBE. 
{Arabesque on a field of blue). 

These aro the things, or gorgeous or 
delicate, 

Imposing, intime, dazzling or I'epellent, 
That sing — better than music’s self, 
Better than rhyme — 

Tlie praise and liberty of blue : 

Tho turquoise and the peacock ’s nock, 
The blood of kings, the deeps 
Of Southern lakes, the sky 
That bends over the ^Azores, 

The language of the links, the eyes 
Of fair-haired angels, the 
Policeman’s helmet and the backs 
Of books issued by the Goveimment, 
Also the Bird of Happiness (Maeter- 
linck) 

And many other things such as 
The Varsity colours, various kinds 
Of pottery and limelight, 

Some things by Swinburne, Burns 
and Ezra Pound, 

The speedwell in the glade, and, oh ! 

The little cubes they put in wash-tubs. 

Eefrain. 

These are the things, or gorgeous or 
delicate, 

And so on down to “liberty of blue.” 
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TOOLS OF TRADE. 

I AM sorry for the man who took his 
typewriter on the Underground and was 
made to buy a bicycle-ticket for it. But 
I have no doubt* he deserved it. I am 
sure that he did it in spiritual pride. 
He was trying to make himself equal 
to the manual labourer who carries 
large bags^ of tools on the Tube and 
sighs heavily as he lays them on your 
foot, I am sure that he was tired of 
being scornfully regarded by manual 
labourers, and was determined to make 
it quite clear that he too had done, or 
was about to do, a day^s labour, and 
manual labour at that. It was a sinful 
motive and it deserved to be punished ; 
but it was natural. Nowadays we all 
feel like that. We caught it from the 
War, when the great thing was to show 
that you were doing more work than 
anybody else. 

I take from a recent copy of Hansard^ 
tlie following brisk and delicate piece 
of dialogue : — 

** Mr. Macquisten : You Labour men 
have forgotten what sweat is. 

Mr. W, Thorne: I have never seen 
many lawyers sweat, anyhow. 

Speaker : This discussion is be- 
I coming intemperate. 

I ♦ February 24th, col. 1638., 


An Hon. Member: The Hon. Member 
for Springburn never sweated in his life. 

Mr. Macqxjisten : Yes, I have laboured 
in the docks/* 

That is it, you see. Sweating is the 
great criterion of usefulness to-day. If 
you cannot show that you have sweated 
in the past, you must at least show 
that you are sweating now, or have 
every intention of sweating in a mo- 
ment or two. Personally, as a private 
secretary, I find it very difficult, though 
I do my best. As a private secretary I 
labour in a rich house in the notori- 
ously idle neighbourhood of South Ken- 
sington, where nobody would believe 
that anybody laboured, much less per- 
spired over it. So when I pass, on 
the way to my rich house, a builder's 
labourer or a milkman or a dustman, I 
have to exhibit as clearly as I can all 
the signs of a harsh employment and 
industrial fatigue. I take great pains 
I about this ; I walk much faster; I frown 
heavily and I look as pale as possible. 
In the Tube I close my eyes. I hope 
all this is effective, but as far as I can 
see the milkman never looks at me, 
and the builder is always saying to 
another builder, 'E says to me, * Wot 
abaht it?* *e says, and I says to *im, 

* Yus, wot abaht it ? ’ I says/* But it is 
worth the effort. 

Well, that is why that poor man was 


carrying a typewriter. I wonder why 
everybody else in the Tube carries an 

attache-case.** It has been calculated 
that if all the attache-cases which get 
on to the train at Hammersmith at 
9 a.m. were left on the platform, six 
men or twelve women or three horses 
could take their place in every car. 
That means about ninety more men or 
one-hundred-and-exghty more women 
or forty-five more horses could leave 
Hammersmith between 9 a.m. and 9.30. 
So that if attache-cases were forbidden 
the traffic problem would be practically 
solved. 

Why shouldn't they be forbidden ? 
It depends, of course, on what is inside 
the cases ; and nobody knows that for 
certain. But one can guess. I have 
been guessing for a long time. At first 
I thought they were full of very con- 
fidential papers. In the old days the 
I attach6-case was the peculiar trade- 
mark of private secretaries and diplo- 
mats and high-up people like that. 
Even attaches carried them sometimes. 
The very lowest a man with an attache- 
case could be was a Eirst-Olass Civil : 
Servant,; and one was justified in ‘ 
imagining confidential papers inside, or, 
at any rate, home-work of the first 
importance. * But nowadays there are 
too many of therh for that. The I 
attache-case has been degraded; if is I 
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universal. This might be because there 
is practically no male person alive just 
now who has not been an adjutant at 
one tiine or another, and pinched at 
least one attache-case from the orderly- 
room. But most of the cases in the 
Tube are carried by females, so that 
theory is no good. 

Well, then, I imagined sandwiches 
or knitting or powder-puffs or tea; 
but those also are rotten hypotheses. 
I have too much faith in the good sense 
of my fellow-countrywomen to believe 
that they would cart a horrible thing 
like a cheap attache-case about simply 
in order to convey a sandwich or a 
powder-puff from one end of London 
to the other. So I had to fall back on 
my own experience. 

I know, at any rate, what is inside 
mine. There are some rather grubby 
envelopes which I borrowed from the 
House of Commons, and some very 
grubby blotting-paper from the same 
source, and either a ream of foolscap 
or a quire of foolscap, whichever is 
which; some pipe-cleaners and a few 
pieces of milk-chocolate; and a letter 
from the Amalgamated Association of 
Eish-Briers which ought to have been 
answered a long time ago; and a memor- 
andum on Hog-Importing which I am 
always going to readwhilewaitingatthe 
station ; and a nice piece of thick string 
with which I have tied a bowline on 
a bight ; and two broken pencils and 
some more envelopes; and a Parlia- 
mentary Whip of last year and a 
stationery bill of the year before ; and 
several bills of my employer, not to 
mention a cheque for ninety -seven 
pounds which I suppose he would like 
me to send to the bank ; and a great 
deal of fluff and a pipe or two and four 
or five stamped letters which it is now 
too late to post. That is all there is in 
my case. 

But I carry it backwards and for- 
wards, in and out, to and fro, day after 
day; and the only time it is ever 
opened at either end of the journey is 
when, in addition to the articles pre- 
viously mentioned, it contains bottles. 
But I do. not carry it for the sake of 
bottles ; far from it. I am one of those 
men who do not mind going about with 
a comparatively naked bottle. I carry 
it simply because it is the tool of my 
trade, and because, if you don’t carry a 
tool of some kind on the Underground, 
at any moment you may be taken for 
an idle rich, if not actually a parasite, 
who never sweated in his life. 

And that, I am persuaded, is why 
everybody else carries -theirs. 

• But this is a very serious conclusion. 
It will be a terrible thing if everyone 
is going to carry the tools of his trade 
about with him to, show that he has a 
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Butler (m service of the Earl of Kyloes). “Is that you, my loed ? 
Burglar (full of guile), “Yus, matey.” 


trade ; the barrister his briefs, the 
doctor his stethoscope or his shiny 
black bag; the butcher his chopper; 
the dentist — but no, we cannot have 
that. ' There must be other ways. We 
might wear badges, as we did in the 
War, only they would be ofl5.ce badges 
and trade badges, instead of regimental 
badges or discharged badges. Then 
we should have again the dear old war- 
game of trying to read what was on 
them without being rude. That is what 
one really misses in public places in 
these days of Peace — that and the 
uniforms. 

It was easy to make conversation in 
a restaurant in the old days, when 
people kept on coming in in curious 
uniforms, and the ladies wondered 
what they were and the men pretended 


they knew all about them. But all | 
that is dead now, and I think these 
sweat-badges ‘would supply a serious ; 
want. 

But what will the author wear? 
And who will believe that he ever 
breaks into beads of perspiration at his 
labour ? ^A. P. H. 

“CAN EUROPE BE SAVED? 

ByLovAT Eeasee.”, 

Daily Mail, 

We don’t know ; but there can be no 
harm in his trying. 

Commercial Candour. 

“ Your Soil needs a tonic. Send 2s. 6d. for 
40 lb. Ground Lime in a Government twill 
bag, worth half the money, "-rLocal Paper, 

“Antique Copper Eire-irons and Dogs, 
almost new ,” — Local Paper, 
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THE PACKET RAT. 

“When I leave this Western Ocean, to the South’ard 
I will steer, 

In a tall Colonial clipper far an’ far enough from here, 
Down the Channel on a bowline, through the Tropics 
runnin’ free, ^ , 

When I ’m done with this ’ere ocean . . . an’ when it ’s 
done with me. 

“An’ I’ll run my ship in Sydney, an’ then I’ll work my 
way 

To them smilin’ South Seas Islands where there ’s sunshine 
all the day, 

An’ I ’ll sell my chest an’ gear there as soon ’s I hit the 
shore, 

An’ sling my last discharge away, an’ go to sea no more, 

“It’s a pleasant time they have there — they ’ve easy quiet 
lives ; 

They wear no clothes to speak on ; they ’ve a bunch of 
browny wives ; 

They ’re bathin’ all the day long or baskin’ on the sand, 
With the jolly brown Kanakas as naked as your hand. 

“ An’ I ’ll lay there in the palm-shade, an’ take my ease 
all day,* 

An’ look across the harbour at the shippin’ in the bay, 

An’ watch the workin’ sailormen — the bloomin’ same as me 
In the workin’ Western Ocean afore I left the sea. 

“ I ’ll hear them at the capstan, a-beavin’ good an’ hard ; 

I ’ll hear them tallyin* on the fall or sweatin’ up the yard ; 
Hear them lift a halliard shanty, hear the bosun swear 
and shout. 

An’ the thrashin’ o’ the headsheets as the vessel goes about. 

“An’, if the fancy takes me, as it ’s like enough it may, 

For to smell the old ship-smells again an’ taste the salt an’ 
spray, 

I can take a spell o* pearlin’ or a tradin’ cruise or two 
Where there ’s none but golden weather an’ a sky that ’s 
always blue. , 

“ But I *11 do no sailorisin’ jobs — I *11 walk or lay at ease, 
Like a blessed packet-captain, just as lordly as you please. 
With a steward for my table an’ a boy to bring my beer, 
An’ a score or so Kanakas for to reef an’ haul an’ steer, 

“ An’ when I ’m tired o’ cruisin’, up an’ down an’ here an’ 
there, 

There 11 be kind Kanaka women wi’ the red flowers in 
their hair 

All a-waifcing for to meet me there a-comin’ in from sea. 
When I’m through with this here ocean . . . an’ that’ll 
never be ! ' 

“ For I ’d hear the parrots screamin’ an’ the palm-trees’ 
drowsy tune, 

But I ’d want the Banks in winter an* the smell of ice in 
June, - 

An’ the hard-case mates a-bawlin’, an’ the strikin’ o’ the 
bdll 

God 1 I ’ve cursed it oft an’ cruel . . . hut I ’d miss it all 
like Hell. 

' “ Yes, I ’d miss the Western Ocean where the packets 
come an’ go, 

An’ the -grey * gulls wheelin’, callin’, an’ the grey sky 
bangin’ low,- 

An’ the blessed lights o’ Liverpool a-winkin’ througli the 
fain 

.To welcome ns ptor packet-rats come back to port again. 

“ An’ if I took an’ died out there my soul ’d never stay 

In them sunny Southern latitudes to wait the J udgment Day, 
For acrost the seas from England, oh, I ’d hear the old life 
call, 

An’ the bloomin’ Western Ocean it ’d get me after all. 

“ I ’d go fly in’ like a seagull, as they say old shellbacks do, 
For to see the ships I sailed in an’ the shipmates that I 
knew, 

An* the tough old North Atlantic where the roarin’ gales 
do blow, 

An’ the Western Ocean packets all a-plyiu’ to an’ fro. 

“An’ I’d leave the trades behind me an’ I’d leave the 
Southern Cross, 

An’ the mollymawks an’ flyin’-fish an’ stately albatross, 

An’ I’d come through wind an’ weather an’ the fogs as 
white as wool, 

Till I sighted old Point Lynas an’ the Port o’ Liverpool. 

“ An’ I ’d fly to some flash packet when t]ie hands was 
bendin* sail, 

An’ I’d set up on the main-truck doin’ out my wings an’ 
tail. 

An’ I ’d see the tug alongside an’ the Peter flyin’ free, 

An’ the pilot come aboard her for to take her out to sea. 

“An’ I’d follow down to Fastnet light, an’ then I’d bang 
around 

There to watch ’em out to westward an’ to meet the home- 
ward bound, 

For I know it’s easy talkin’, an’ I know when all is said 
It ’s the bloomin’ Western Ocean what ’ll get me when I ’m 
dead!” - 0. F. S. 

ETIQUETTE FOR FIRES. 

It seems that Mr. A. E. Dyer, the Chief Officer pf the 
London Fire Brigade, has issued a booklet giving hints 
on fire protection and also how to call the Fire Brigade. 
We have pleasure in giving a few points which we are 
sure are not included in this interesting and useful pub- 
lication. 

}fc 

Before sending for the Fire Brigade it is advisable to 
make quite sure that you have a fire in the house to offer 
them. But do not adopt the old plan of waiting until it 
reaches the second-floor. This is rather apt to discolour 
the wall-paper, 

sf: sic sic 

Above all the householder who intends to have a fire in 
his house must keep calm. Immediately the maid rushes 
into the room to say that the kitchen is on fire, place the 
book you are reading on the table, remove your slippers 
and put on a thick pair of heavy boots and a Harris tweed 
shooting coat. Your next duty is to call the Fire Brigade, 
and not to meddle with the fire yourself, for very often an 
amateur completely spoils a fire before the Brigade arrives. 

❖ sl< sic :|e sic 

When you see the Brigade engine dashing alo-ng the 
road don’t stop it and offer to show the driver a short cut. 
And when they start work do not worry the firemen by 
telling them how to do it better. After all, while it may be 
'your house, it is their fire. 

^ “To SEVERAL INTERESTED.— Our oditor, Mr. la not an Eng- 

lishman his name is a pseudonime. — English orfcograhist. Our 
setters do not yet speak English at all, be assured that we will do sur 
! best to escape the errata in the nearest future.” 

TJie "World^s Trade {Biulapest), 

We take their word for it but are not sanguine. 
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PARTY TACTICS. 

It began with my reading an article 
on How to be a Success at an Even- 
ing Party,” I was rather surprised to 
know that, for one thing, some know- 
ledge of Spiritualism is necessary to 
enable one to be a popular entertainer 
nowadays. It has never struck me 
before that spiritualists were such a 
genial class, full of bojlliomie and great 
joy; but then, although I read the 
Sunday papers, I *m afraid I don't know 
enough about the subject. 

Even if we haven’t got the rollick- 
ing boisterous temperament of the 


the occult and all that sort of thing,” 
I remarked carelessly, “isn’t cheiro- 
mancy an interesting study ? ” 

“ Nasty sort of study, I should call 
it,” murmured one of the company, evi- 
dently under a vague impression that it 
had something to do with feet. My 
hostess looked up sharply. “Cheiro- 
mancy,” she repeated ; “ can you read 
the hand?” 

“ Only a little,” I confessed modestly. 
“ Just enough to-:;;— 

I don’t quite know how it happened. 
There was a sort of flank and rear 
movement and the entire company, ex- 
cepting, of course, the dank spiritualist, 


is try you soon find out when reading 
hands that it ’s no use telling people the 
truth. They want a version which I 
can only describe as “ garbled.” 

Accordingly I bent over the repressed 
female’s hand with an air of profundity 
and said, “ There being a total absence 
of the mounts of Mercury and the Sun, 
a calm and even nature is indicated.” 
(You’re nearly always safe in saying 
this.) “Your sense of order and of the 
fitness of things would not allow you to 
see any fun in the joke of, say, pulling 
away a chair from anyone about to sit 
down. In fact you would not see a 
joke in anything— like that,” I added 



MR. , THE GREAT CINEMA ACTOR, WHILE STAYING IN THE COUNTRY INCOGNITO, IS ASKED BY THE 

MANAGER OE THE PUMPLEFIELD FILM COMPANY TO HELP MAKE A CROWD. 


born spiritualist, however, there are, it 
seems, other ways of winning a mild 
popularity. “If you confess to only a 
slight knowledge of palmistry,” the 
article continued, “it is often enough 
to make you the centre of interest at 
once.” 

This appealed to me strongly. I like 
to be the centre of interest. So I 
bought a handbook on palmistry and, 
haying absorbed it, set out for my 
next party full of confidence. 

Surely enough, the first thing I saw 
on arrival was a dank-looking man hold- 
ing forth on Spiritualism, and enjoying 
what I should" call a chastened vogue 
wtih most of the company gathered 
about him. 

I took up my position on the fringe 
of the group. “Talking of psychics, 


precipitated itself on me. Voices clam- 
oured for me to foretell destinies. Hands 
were thrust before me. They eddied, 
surged and swirled about me, I never 
saw such a massed quantity of hands. 
It was like leaving a Swiss hotel in the 
height of the season. 

“ One at a time, please,” I said limply. 

I seized a palm, followed it up, and 
found that it belonged to a pinched 
sour-looking female. Her character 
was stamped on her face as well as on 
her hand. If, however, I had said to 
her, “ Yours is a flaccid repressed dis- 
position ; you have a lack of imagina- 
tion and a total absence of humour; 
your life is too narrow and self-centred 
to be of the least interest to anyone,” 
she might not have liked it. You see, 
with even a slight knowledge of palm- 


hastily, and gave her hand back, feel- 
ing I had made the best of a bad job. 

But she still lingered. 

“ Does it show if I shall ? ” She 

paused in embarrassment. 

“Get married?” I asked, knowing 
human nature better than palmistry. 

She looked so fiercely eager, with 
such a vivid light of hope in her eye, 
that I decided to award her a husband 
on the spot, 

^ “The Hepatica line, being allied to the 
line of Bate,” I said impressively “signi- 
fies that you will marry— late in life.” 

The press around me at once grew 
terrific. All the girls said, “ TeE me if 
I ’m going to get married ; ” and aU the 
men remarked, “Of course it’s utter 
rubbish,” and were more eager about 
it than the girls. I became reckless. 
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I worked my way steadily through the 
crowd, doling out husbands with an un- 
sparing hand. And it was just when I 
was beginning to feel a little tired of 
the game that my enemy was delivered 
into my hands. 

We were not on visiting or even 
speaking terms ; we were indeed the 
most implacable foes. But that di^ 
not p)i-*event the woman from shame> 
lessly thrusting herself before me and 
saying gushingly, “Do tell me what 
you see in my hand/’ 

I looked at her, and before my search- 
ing glance even her brazen face fell. 
Six months previously that creature 
had stolen Wilkins, the best cook I ever 
had. Mere man may not understand 
the enormity of this offence ; but every 
woman knows there is no crime more 
heinous, more despicable, more unfor- 1 
givable. She might find it in her heart 
to condone larceny, think lightly of 
arson, or even excuse murder ; but there 
is not one who would extend even a 
deathbed pardon to the person who had 
robbed her of a treasured servant. 

And Wilkins had been a treasure in- 
deed. It brought the tears to my 
eyes when I thought of her exquisite 
omelettes aux rognons^ her salads, her 
paularde cl la geUe, her wide diversity 


of knowledge regarding efitrdes and sav- 
ouries. With a hard and bitter smile 
I settled down to interpret the hand of 
the woman before me. 

The company gathered closer round 
us and I noticed that Mrs. B., the par- 
ticular friend of my enemy, bent affec- 
tionately over her with truly feminine 
expectation of “ revelations.” And from 
under the scarf which my enemy wore 
about her arms and shoulders she 
seemed, I thought, to project her hand 
rather timidly. Perhaps she realised 
too late what was in store for her. 

I was quite dignified about it ; I want 
you to understand that. Many another, 
seeing that creatute so plump and well- 
fed and knowing the reason, would have 
broken out into vituperation. But my 
tactics were more subtle. My manner, 
as I studied her palm, was at first 
nonchalant, even urbane. Then I gave 
a start and faltered, “ I— I suppose you 
wish me to tell you the truth ? 

A frightened look came into her eyes 
which, I noted with satisfaction, were 
beginning to show tinges of yellow 
(Wilkins’ only fault is that in some of 
her dishes she is over-liberal with the 
salad oil and high seasonings).^ “Of 
course I want to know the truth, said 
my victim faintly. 


With an apparent air of difiSdence I 
began my recital. I did not spare her 
in the smallest degree. I ascribed to 
her all those sinist^er characteristics I 
had read about in the handbook ; and, 
when I suddenly remembered a delici- 
ous vol-aU‘Vent upon which I had doted, 
I added a few of my own. 

It was a terrible indictment. When 
I had finished an awed silence fell 
upon the gathering. Everybody waited 
breathlessly for the victim to speak. 

“That was most interesting,” she 
said with a sinister laugh. “ But per- 
haps you will read my palm now. You 
see, it was Mrs. B.’s that you have just 
read. She slipped her hand through 
under my scarf.” 

There was a burst of laughter froni 
everybody. Idiotic kind of joke, I call it. 

I can assure the writer of the Sunday 
articles that a knowledge of palmistry 
does not necessarily make one popular. 

I am now wondering where you can 
buy hand-books on spiritualism. 

It is proposed that the family man shall be 
dealt with on a flat rate. Every wife will con- 
fer exemption on ^100 of income.” — ^^ectatbr. 

Surely our revered contemporary does 
not imply that the new Income Tax 
1 proposals will encourage polygamy. 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE AGE. 

'BoliU Passenger, “ Do, ^ou mind smoking, Madam ? ” 

Old Lady. “Not at all. I’ll smoke with pleasure ip they’re Gyppies. Can’t gi^i.vp gaspers.” 


THE LEAGUE OF NATIONS UNION. 


An appeal to all men of good will. 


The League of Nations Union is engaged in a campaign 
for the purpose' of making the objects of the League of 
Nations better understood in the country at large. The 
chief danger that threatens the League is to be found in 
the apathy or unconsidered scepticism of the public ; almost 
the sole active opposition comes from those who would 
substitute for'it a proletarian Internationale devoted to the 
interests of one class only in the world, and from certain re- 
actionaries who favour a return to the system of imperialism 
which was the cause of the War. In the words of His 
Majesty the King, “We fought to gain a lasting Peace 
and it is our supreme duty to take every measure to secure 
it. For that nothing is more essential than a strong and 
enduring League of- Nations. The Covenant of Paris is a 
good foundation, well and truly laid. ' But it is and can he 
no more than a foundation. The’ nature and strength of 
the structure to be built upon it must depend on the 
earnestness and sincerity of popular support.” 

To those, if any, who contend that the Government should 
be left to carry out its own propaganda for the League of 
Nations the obvious answer is that it is necessary for this 
work to be done by an independent body which can bring 
public pressure to bear upon, the Government of the day 
and urge such amendments in the machinery and consti- 
tution of the League as time and experience may show to| 
be desirable. The Union, in fact, bears to the League of I 
Nations the same relation that the Navy League bears to 
the Senior Service ; it is an independent body organised to 
educate opinion in the needs of a national cause. 

Since its inception in January of this year the activities | 


of the League have covered a wide range, which embraces 
organisation for the administering of territory under its 
trusteeship, and for the consideration of infeernational 
questions relating to transit, finance, labour and healtli. 
America's repudiation (only temporary, it may be hoped) 
of the pledges of her own President, the original and chief 
advocate of the League of Nations, has meanwhile thrown 
upon Great Britain the main burden of responsibility in 
the Councils of the League, a fact that constitutes an over- 
whelming claim upon the patriotism of British citizens. 
The duty of bringing this claim home to the public has been 
taken up by the League of Nations- Union, under the Presi- 
dency of Lord Geey op Fallodon. It has already estab- 
lished a headquarters and a staff of experts ; organised hun- i 
dreds of meetings throughout the country, and inaugurated 
nearly two hundred branches. It publishes two periodicals 
and many pamphlets and is preparing educational text-books ; 
it is taking part in an international conference witlx similar 
voluntary societies in other countries. 

Clearly such work cannot be carried on without generous | 
support. The sum for which the League of Nations Union 
appeals— a million pounds — may sound large, but it*rcpre- 
sents only the cost of four hours of the War, and is not 
much to ask as an insurance against another and yet more 
terrible war. 

Mr. Punch very earnestly begs his readers to send con- 
tributions in aid of this great and necessary woi'k to the 
Hon. Treasurer of the Fund (Sir Brien Gokayne, late 
Governor of the Bank of England), addressed to The 
League op Nations Union, 22, Buckingham Gate, S.W. 
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THE HOPE OF THE WOELD. 

Peace. “THIS IS MY TEMPLE AND YOU ARB ITS PRIESTESS. GUARD WELL. THE 
SACRED ELAME.” 

[Tlie objects and needs of the League of Nations Union are set out on the, opposite page.] 
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only recently begun bis researches into force. He hoped that Southern Ireland 
ESS E N CE OF PARLIAmE NT . Irish history and Irish character, and is would recover its sanit 3 % accept the Bill 
Monday^ March 29th . — During a brief working backwards. His prescription and set itself to persuade Ulster into an 
sitting the Lords got through a good was to cease governing Ireland by All-Ireland Parliament vid the golden 
deal of business. The Silver Coinage force and leave her to frame her own bridge of the Irish Council. 


deal of business. The Silver Coinage force and lea 
Bill awakened Lord Chaplin’s reminis- constitution, 
cences of his bimetallic days, when he Lord Eobe 


bridge of the Irish Council. 

Captain Ceaio could not imagine 
that happening in his lifetime. To his 


cences of his bimetallic daj's, when he Lord Robert Cecil agreed with Mr, that happening in his lifetime. To his 

was accused by Sir William Harcourt Clynes in regarding it as a very bad mind the only merit of the Bill was 

of trying to stir up mutiny in India. Bill, but there parted company with that it safeguarded Ulster against 

Undeterred by this warning, however, him. In his view the deterioration of Dublin domination, 

the Peers gave a Second Reading to Ireland began in 1906, when the era of Tuesday ^ March 80th, — Someone — I 
the measure and also to the Coal Mines “firm government ” came to an end. suspect a midshipman — has been tell- 








the measure and also to the Coal Mines 1 “ firm government ” came to an end. I suspect a 
Emergency Bill, which is less ^ 

up-to-date than it sounds, 
and deals not with the present 
emergency but with the last / 
emergency but one. They 
passed the Importation 

a British matron’s picture- 

themselves away from these ^ t 

thfopSfg*JthVd°ebaSn 

the Commons on the Govern- \ 1 

ment of Ireland Bill. They 7 /•//./''' ^ ^ \ ) 

were ill-rewarded for their \ V 

pains, for never has a Home u- ^ 

Rule debate produced fewer 

interesting moments. The /V\ 

Chief Secretary was so j 

studiously restrained in ex- 

plaining the merits of the Bill 7 IP / 

that the “yawning chasm” 

which, according to its op- . . / \ \ 

ponents, the measure is going 

to create between Southern \ J 

and Northern Ireland was to X 

be observed in advance on the 

countenances of many of his A-w itL 

listeners. Years ago Mr, Bal- 

FOUR told the Irish National- >/£. 

ists that Britain was MY . UAmimso :^, “With all these cherubs goino for my kite 

not to be bored into accept- p^ll blast it looks as if I might keep the thing flying.” 


W{(^ 


ance of Home Rule; but I 
am beginning to doubt now 
whether he was right. If the 


LORD ROBERT CECIL. CAPTAIK REDMOND. 

MESSRS. CLYNES AND ASQtlTH. 


Tuesday, March 80th, — Someone — I 
suspect a midshipman — has been tell- 
ing Mr, Brompield that five 
^ British Admirals have been 

sent to Vienna to supervise 
the breaking up of the Aus- 
” trian Fleet, and that the said 

^ Fleet now consists of three 
motor-boats. He was much 
relieved to hear from Mr. 
Harmsworth that only one 
K Admiral had been sent, and 

that the disposal of a Dread- 
nought, several pre-Dread- 
noughts and sundry smaller 
L craft will give him plenty to do. 

There appears to be a short- 
age of ice in Hull. It is sup- 
posedthattheMemberfor the 
OentralDivision(Lieut.-Oom- 
\ \ 1 mander Kenworthy) has not 

\ M / out so much as he expected. 

\)) The debate on the Home 

Rule Bill was resumed in a 
much higher temperature 
than that of yesterday. Mr. 
Asquith,' as he thundered in 
carefully - polished phrases 
agaihst the “cumbrous, costly, 
unworkable scheme,” earned 
many cheers from his fol- 
lowers, and the even greater 
^ tribute of interruptions from 

^ his opponents. For a moment 

, pulled up, when to his 

rhetorical question, “What 
has Home Rule meant to us ? ” 
some graceless Coalitionist 
„ promptly answered, “Votes ! ” 
'LYING.™ goiiig again. 

’ Ireland, he declared, was a 
* unit. The Bill gave her dual- 
ism “ with a shadowy back- 


Government get the Bill through it will Drop coercion by all means, but “let ground of remote and potential unity.” 
be due more to John Bull’s weariness the murderers begin.” As for forcing The vaunted Council was “ a fleshless 
of the eternal Irish Question than to self-government on a country that re- and bloodless skeleton.”^ He remarked 
any enthusiastic belief in the merits of jected it, that was nonsense. upon “ the sombre acquiescence of the 

this particular scheme. Hardly anyone As “ a citizen of the world,” and Ulstermen,” and wondered why they 
off the Treasury Bench had a good not merely an Irishman, Mr. T. P. had accepted the Bill at all. “Because 
word to say for it, but fortunately for O’Connor denounced the Bill urbi et we don’t trust yo 2 i<,'* came the swift 
its chances their criticisms were often orbi. Nobody in Ireland wanted it reply from Sir Edward Carson. 
mutually destructive. unless it was the place-hunters of the Mr. Asquith’s own remedy for Irish 

Mr. Clynes moved its rejection. From Bar and the Press, for whom it would unrest was to take the Act of 1914 
his remark that Irish respect for the provide rich pickings. and transform it into something like 

law was destroyed in 1913, and that The House was brought back from Dominion Home 'Rule. Any county— 
the present Administration was re- rhetoric to plain fact by the Chancellor Ulster or Sinn Fein-— that voted against 
gard^ as “the most abominable form of the Exchequer’s reminder that if coming under the Dublin Parliament 
of government that had ever ruled in the Bill were not passed the Home should be left under the present ad- 
Ireland,” I should gather that he has Rule Act of 1914 would come into ministration. 
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Mr. Bonar Law did nofe fail to point 
out the inconsistency of condemning 
the Government scheme for its com- 
plexity and then immediately pi*oposing 
another which would involve not one 
but a dozen partitions and make the 
political map of Ireland look like a 
crazy quilt. He advised the House to 
reject Mr. Asquith’s advice and pass 
the Bill, even though it should have 
the paradoxical result, for the moment, 
of leaving Nationalist Ireland under 
British administration while providing 
Unionist Dlster with a Home Eule Par- 
liament for which it has never asked. 

I suppose Mr, Devlin is not like the 
Sinn Feihers, who, according to “ T.'P.,” 
are so contemptuous of the Bill that 
they have never read a line of it; Parts 
of his ^ speech, and particularly his 
j peroration, seemed far more suitable 
to a Coercion Bill than to a measure 
which is designed, however imperfectly, 
to grant Home Eule to Ireland. The 
Nationalist leader may be forgiven a 
great^ deal, however, for his inimitable 
description of Lord Egbert Cecil as 
“painfully stmggling into the light 
with one foot in the Middle Ages.” 

Wedaiezday, March 31sL— The third 
and last Act of the Home Eule drama 
was the best. Nothing in the previous 
two days’ debate — not even Mr. Bonar 
Law’s ruthless analysis of the Paisley 


poliey for Ireland — gripped the audience 
so intensely as Sir Edward Carson’s 
explanation of the Ulster attitude. He 
declared that the Union had not failed 
in Ulster, and would not have failed 
anywhere if British politicians could 
have refrained from ♦bidding for Irish 
votes. There was no alternative to ifc 
but complete separation, and that was 
what Home Eule would lead to, Ulster 
did not want the Bill, and would not 
vote for it; but, as the only alter- 
native was the Act of 1914, she was 
prepared to accept it as a pis aller, and 
to work her new Parliament for all ifc 
' was worth. At least it would enable her 
to find schools for the thirty thousand 
Belfast children now debarred from 
education. More than that, he was 
prepared to co-operate with any men 
from Southern Ireland who were will- 
ing to work their Parliament in a 
sinailar spirit ; and. he paid a pel'sonal 
tribute to Mr. Devlin, whose courage 
he admired though he detested his. 
politics. 

Thus there wer6 gleams of hope even 
in his otherwise gloomy outlook, as the 
Prime Minister gladly acknowledged 
in winding up the debate; and they 
probably had some influence in swelling 
the majority for the Bill, the figures 
being 348 for the Second Beading, 94 
'against. 


POISSON UAVBIL. 

For the tragedy of which I am about 
to tell I consider that Brenda Scott is 
entirely to blame. You shall judge. 

There is a vacancy in my domestic 
staff, and the rush to fill it has been 
less enthusiastic than I could wisli. 
My housewifely heart leapt, therefore, 
when, last Thursday morning, I espied 
coming up the drive one whom I classed 
at once as an applicant for the post of 
housemaid. Nor was I deceived. She 
gave the name of Eliza Smudge, and 
said she came from my friend, Mrs. 
Oopplestone. 

My suspicions werefirst aroused by her 
extraordinary solicitude for my comfort. 
“Outings” were entirely according to 
my convenience. And when she added 
that she liked to have plenty to do, and 
that she always rose by 6 a.m,, I began 
to look at her closely. 

She wore a thick veil, and her eyes 
were further obscured by large specta- 
cles, but I could discern a wisp of rather 
artificial-looking hair drawn across her 
forehead. And she was smiling. 

No w why was she smiling ? I could 
cptainly see nothing to smile at in 
rising at six o’clock every morning. 

“I shall be free on 5th of April, 
ma’am,” she was saying. “ Let nae see, 
to-day is the lst of April ” 






Mistress, “Too many weeds, William.” 

Williain, “Let ’em bide, Mom. Nothing like weeds to snow young plants tow to gkow.” 


The 1st of A]pril ! It came to me then 
in a flash — in one of those moments 
of intuition of which even the mind of 
the harassed housewife occasionally is 
! capable. It was Brenda Scott mas- 
querading as a housemaid ! 

Our conversation of a fortnight ear- 
lier came back to me — Brenda’s desire 
to disguise herself and apply, to Lady 
Lupin for the post of kitchenmaid, her 
confidence in her ability^ to carry it 
off successfully, my ridicule of the 
possibility that she could pass un- 
recognised. So now, on the 1st of April, 
she was for proving me wrong. 

The disguise was certainly masterly. 
Had it not been for that unaccountable 

smile, and the hair 

I did not lose my head. I continued 
to carry on the conversation.on orthodox 
lines. Then I said, “Do you know 
Miss Brenda Scott, who lives near 
Mrs. Oopplestone ? ” 

“Oh, yes, I ’ve known her since she 
was a little girl,” was the answer, 
“ Sweet young lady she is.” 

Ye-r-es,’' I said. “ A little too fond 
of practical jokes, perhaps.” 


The eyebrows went up almost to- the 
artificial-looking hair, which I had now 
decided was horse-hair. 

“ Indeed,” she said. 

' “ Yes, my dear Brenda, it is your 
besetting sin. You should pray against 
it,” I said bluntly. 

She stood up with an opposing air of 
surprise and alarm. But I was not to 
be deceived. 

“ Your assumed name, Eliza Smudge,” 
I said , “ gave you away at the start. And 
that hair — it is the tail of your nephew’s 
rocking-horse, isn’t it? And ” 

But she had fled from the room and 
was scudding down the drive, heedless 
of my cries of “ Brenda, you.idiot, come 
back 1 ” 

* 1 ' 

As I watched from the front -door 
I saw that “Eliza Smudge” had met 
another worn. an in the lane and had 
engaged her in conversation. 

Then they parted, and the other 
woman came in at the gate and up the 
drive. 

“ My dear Elfrida,” saida well-known 
voice, “what have you been up to? 


You seem to have thoroughly upset 
that nice woman who was with the 
Copplestones so loug. She told me you. 
were a very strange lady ; in fact she. 
thought, you must be suffering from a 
nervous breakdown.” 

I leaned for support against the 
door-post, feeling a little faint, 

“Brenda? You?” I gasped, “I 
thought ” 

“Such a splendid maid she is,” 
Brenda went on. “You’ll never find 
her equal if you try for ten years.” 

Eccentric Behaviour of a Cuckoo. 

“ The summer-like weather which set in 
during the week-end has been marked by tbq 
arrival of the cuckoo, which was heard at 
Shanklin on Saturday-and on Sunday morning 
at Staplers, bursting into full flower of plum 
and peaL trees, and general activity in the 
gardens and fields.” — LocOfl Fajger, 

“He (Mr, Asquith) could only say ‘O 
Sanctas Simplicitas.*' (Laughter.)” 

‘ - Irish Paji)e}\ 

“ I can only say ; ‘ Osanctus simplicitus ! ’ ” 
Yorkshire Pajier,. 

Neither version seems to us quite wor- 
thy of an ex-Craven Scholar, 
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swift and unforeseen turns of gesture like an apache and behaved, rather 
AT THE PLAY. and glance and movement which are effectively, like nothing in particular. 

“ Uncle Neb.*’ his peculiar gift. Now and then, to re- Th^Dawhins of Mr. G. W. Anson knew 

As the final curtain fell on the Eourth mind us of his versatility, he may turn well the first duty of a stage-butler, to 
Act there was talk of celebrating the to sentiment or even tragedy, but light keep coming on whenever a stop-gap 
conversion of the villain in a bottle of comedy remains his natural metier. is wanted ; but he had also great per- 
thebest (1906). But this did not mean If I have a complaint to make it is sonal qualities, to say nothing of his 
that the good wine of the play had been that Uncle Ted's studied refusal to astounding record of forty years’ ser- 
kept to the end. Indeed it had been understand from an intimate woman- vice in a house where strong liquor 
practically exhausted about the middle friend why it was that his elder niece, was only permitted for “medicinal” 
of the Third Act, and the rest was bar- who had been privily married, “could purposes. 0. S, 

ley-water, sweet but relatively insipid, no longer hide her secret ” (the reticence -n ,i 

So long as Mr. Heney Ainlet was just of his friend was the sort of silly thing “ xouNa Person in I ink. 
allowed to sparkle, with beaded bubbles that you get in books and plays, but What the chair* man said about The 
winking all round the brim of him, never in life) was perhaps a little Yoking Person in Pink who had been 
everything went well and more than wanton and caused needless embarrass- hanging about the Park every morning 
well ; the trouble began when the ment both to the young wife and to us. for a week was that nowadays you j 
TVT.. ’nrvTT^v T\yrrTT.-^A^r — couldn't reelly tell. He thought on the ' 


author, Mr, Douglas Murray, remem- 
bered that no British audience would 
be contented with mere irresponsible 
badinage, however fresh and delicate ; 
that somehow he must provide an end- 
ing where virtue prevailed and senti- 
ment was satisfied. 

So, when Uncle Ned's humour had 
failed to move the brutal egoism of his 
brother, beating upon it like the light- 
est of sea-foam on a rock of basalt, he 
was made to fall back upon the alterna- 
tive of heavy denunciation. And it was 
significant that this commonplace tirade 
drew more applause than all the pretty 
wit that had gone before it. Seldom 
have I been so profoundly impressed 
with the dijficulties of an art which 
depends for its success (financial, that 
is to say) on the satisfaction of tastes 
that have nothing in common beyond 
the crudest elements of human nature. 

Mr. Ainley had things all his own 
way. Between him, the romancer of the 
light heart and the free fancy, and 
his brother, the millionaire tradesman 
of the tough hide, there was the clash 



Sir Bobert Gh-aham (ikfr. Handle Ayrton). 


of temperaments but never the clash of yourself at home. Don’t mind me. 

inteUects. (■■ Nobody whh a seose of (Mr. A.....), -I fsTdTubi; 

humoOT, says “ ever made both of Miss Jennings the author and 

a mimon pounds. ) That the man -with And one need not be very squeamish to of Miss Sydney Faibbeothee. You 
the iron will should be beaten at the feel that it was a pity to put into the don’t know which to admire most the 
last with his own weapons, andbrought lips of a mere child, a younger sister, things she says [Miss JJ or the wav 
to see the hfelong error of his ways by the rather precocious comment that she she says them [Miss S. B.l . Honours 
a yioleut phihppio that must have sur- makes on the inconvenience of a secret divided and high honours at that ') 
pnsed the speaker hardly less than his marriage. The humour of the play Lady Tonbridge had advertised for a 
audience, was the most incredible thing was too good to need assistance from clergyman’s widow to render some 
m the play. Indeed the author was this sort of titiUation. secretarial service, and the ambitious 

I reduced to showing us the results of the Mr. Handle Ayeton, as the pluto- Mrs. Badger had applied’, duly weeded 
bad man s change of heart and leaving oratic pachyderm, kept up his thankless Meanwhile the elderly Lodi T. had 
w«tv«?nntTn\^N ^ imperviousness ; and seen hex fianc6 and with the young 

®ooke, in the part of his person in pink, and it was a brilliant 
ilf ^ ® played, as always, with a very and base afterthought to bribe the 

cal coUapse, from which- he emerges gracious serenity, though I wish this clergyman’s widow to claim the girl as 

unrecognisably reformed. charming actress would pronounce her her iLg-missing daughter (inve?ted) 

with not quite so nice a pre- Both th^e young® Lord® and he v ^ 


whole she was all right. The balloon- 
woman was certain that with boots 
like that she .must be a 'ussy ; but then 
she had refused to buy a balloon. As 
a matter of fact she couldn’t, being 
broke to the world. And worse. For 
she had arrived at Victoria Station un- 
able to remember who she was or where 
she came from, ticketless, a few shil- 
lings in her purse.' She had murmured 
“ Season ” at the barrier and had taken 
rooms at the Carlton because she had 
a queer feeling^ she had been there be- 
fore. Her things had a coronet on 
them. The rest was a blank. 

Of course nobody believed her ; the 
women were scornful, the men not quite 
nice, till very young Lord Stevenage, 
the one that was engaged to a notori- 
ous baby-snatcher. Lady Tonbridge — 
in a high fever he’d unfortunately said 
“ Yes ” — meets her, and you guess the 
rest. No, you don’t. You couldn't 
possibly guess Mrs. Badger, relict of an 
undertaker and now in the old-clothes 
line, who has social ambitions. (I must 
here say in parenthesis that Mrs. Badger 


wa,butj6 things tnauivjir. AINLEY ot qaucliene. havAn'i- — 

Asto,Mr.CLAUBEEAmswasnot think shVs L sLt S tZon one 
tbe incomparable way to be hampered by the methods dear to would precisely jump at fora mother- 

hesaidthem, with those astonishingly the detective. of convention; he looked in-law.'^ ^ 


: gatccherie, 
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DRESSING THE PART. 

Stout Tramp {xolio has been successful at the last house). “This is a nice ’at she ’s give me.” ^ 

Partner. “Yus, it is a nice ’at; but, mind you, it ain’t got the bread- winNin’ qualities of the old ’un. 


Ah the supreme moment when Mrs. B., 
aft^r an interview with the whisky 
bottle, forgets her part and, lapsing into 
the mere widow of the undertaker, gives 
it to the intriguing Lady Toj^ibridge in 
the neck with a wealth of imagery, a 
command of slightly slurred invective 
and a range of facial expression beyond 
adequate description, she is perhaps 
less attractive in the capacity of mqther- 
by-marriage than ever, even if the inter- 
lude prove the goodness of her heart. 
But it is just at that moment that the 
young pei’son is recognised by her maid. 
The daughter of the Duchess of SaMjp- 
shire, no less ! So all is well. 

Not that Miss Jennings* plot matters. 
She freely accepts the absurdities which 
her bizarre outline demands, but doesn’t 
shirk the pains to make her situations 
possible within the pleasantly impos- 
sible frame. What is all-important is 
that she does shake the house with 
genuiiiely explosive humour. 

If they were Miss Jennings’ bombs, 
Miss Pairbkother threw the most and 
the best of them with a perfect aim. '^e 
rest of the platoon helped in varying 


degrees. I hope I don’t irretrievably 
damage Miss Joyce Carey’s reputation 
as a modern when I say that she looked 
so pretty and innocent that I don’t be- 
lieve even sour old spinsters would have’ 
doubted her, A charming and capable 
performance. Mr. Donald Galthrop 
made love quite admirably on the lighter 
note; a little awkwardly, perhaps, on 
the more serious. Miss Sybil Carlisle 
handled an unpromising part with great 
skill. Miss Ellis Jeffreys "as the in- 
effable Lady Tonbridge was as compe- 
tent as ever, and had a coat and skirt 
in the Third x\ct which filled the female 
breast with envy. Looks like a long run. 

T. 

“Art in Washing — with economy. — Ladies 
desiring personal attention are invited to apply 
to Ijaundry .” — Daihj Paper. 

No “ imperfect ablutioner ” {vide “ The 
Mikado ”) should miss this opportunity, 

“Fun undiluted and rippling is the .main 
feature of The Little Visiters, and not a single 
feature of the author’s book is lost in the pro- 
cess of dramatisation.”— Paper. 

Except, apparently, the title. 


The Boat-Kaee. 

Advantages Enjoyed by Cambridge. 

In complimenting the Light Blues 
we cannot help calling attention to two 
curious facts' which may have contri- 
buted to their victory, and seem to 
have escaped the notice of the Oxford 
crew. According to The WeeMy^ Di$~ 
patch Mr. Swann rowed “ No,.^9 in the 
Cambridge boat ” ; and a photograph 
in The IlVastrated Simday Herald 
(“the camera cannot lie”) distinctly 
shows the Cambridge crew rowing with 
as many as eight oars on the stroke 
side. How many they were using on 
the bow side is not revealed. 

“WANTED IMMEDIATELY! 

Medical Doctor 

for Joe Batt^s Arm and vicinity. Salary two 
thousand dollars guaranteed. All specials ad- 
ditional, Address communication to, 

Alex. Coffin, 

Sec. Doctor’s Committee.” 

Pfeivfoundland Paper.' 

Even the serious condition of Joe Batts’s 
Arm hardly interests us so much as 
the challenge feo the world’s humourists 
implied in the Committee’s selection of 
their secretary. 
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MY ONE ADMIRER. 

Of course my wife bad made me go 
to the bazaar. All men go to bazaars 
either because their wives send them, 
or in search of possible wives. The 
men who are never ' at bazaars are 
those with humane wives, or the true 
bachelors. 

I did not mind the young lady who 
grabbed my walking-stick and presented 
me with a shilling cloakroom ticket, 
or the other who placed a buttonhole 
in my coat (two-and-sixpence), or the 
third who sprayed me with scent (one 
shilling, but had I known of the 
threatened attack 1 would have paid 
two shillings for immunity), or the 
fourth, who snatched myratW elderly 
silk hat and renovated it, not before its 
time, with some mysterious fluid (one- 
and-ninepence). These are the things 
one expects. 

But when I faced the stalls I must 
admit that I trembled. In pre-war 
days it was occasionally hinted that 
bazaar prices were a trifle high. What 
would they be now ? How could I face 
the Bazaar profiteer? Sums, reminding 
me of schooldays, ran in my head, "‘If 
milk be a shilling a quart what will be 
the price of a sofa-cushion ? 

As I stood in the centre of the hall 
I could see that the eyes of the stall- 
holders were upon me — cold, horrid, 
calculating eyes. I could read in them, 
“How much has this man got'?” I 
felt that it would be a proper punish- 
ment for ^war-profiteers if ~ they were 
sentenced to purchase all their require- 
ments at bazaars for six months. 

Glancing round the hall in search 
of a place of refuge I saw a sign, 
“Autograph Exhibition — Admissionbne 
shilling.” A shilling! Why, such a 
comfortable hiding-place would have 
been cheap at half-a-crown. I bolted 
for the Autograph Exhibition before a 
piratical lady, bearing down on me 
with velvet smoking caps, could reduce 
me to pulp. 

A smiling elderly gentleman Was 
in charge. “Hah, you' would like to 
see my little collection?. Certainly, 
certainly.” 

I am not interested in autographs. 
Most bygone celebrities wrote unde- 
cipherable hands. I have been equally 
puzzled in trying to read the hand- 
writing of Guv Eawkes and Mr. 
Gladstone, But this collection was 
different. It had letters from nearly 
every one distinguished in the world | 
to-day — good, lengthy, interesting, 
readable letters. 

“ How did you contrive to 'get all 
these ? ” I asked the exhibitor. 

“Tact, foresight and flattery, my 
dear Sir. It would be no use writing 


to these people to-day. You*d get 
ignored, or at best two lines type- 
written by a secretary. Now look at 
that long letter from Lloyd Geobge 
about Welsh nationality and that other 
from Hilaieb Belloc concerning the 
adulteration of modem beer. You 
couldn’t get them now. My idea is to 
catch your celebrity young. When a 
man produces his first play or novel 
or book of poems I write him an ad- 
miring letter. You can’t lay it on too 
thick. Ask him some question on a 
topic that interests him. It always 
draws. They are unused to praise and 
you catch them before the public has 
spoilt them. I card-index all the 
replies I get. Of course nine out of 
ten of the people turn out of no 
account, but some are sure to come off*. 
You just throw out the failures and 
put the successes in your collection.” 

At this point I heard our Archdeacon 
afar off. Our Archdeacon booms — not 
like trade, but like the bittern. I heard 
him booming outside, “ My dear lady, 
I cannot miss the chance of seeing dear 
Mr. Fletterby’s collection.” 

Eletterby! The name was familiar. 
Long years ago I published something 
— don’t inquire into the details of my 
crime — and the sole response,! had 
from an unappreciative world was a 
highly eulogistic letter from one Samuel 
Eletterby. I remembered the time I 
had spent in writing him a lengthy and 
courteous reply.. I remembered that 
often in my darker days I had drawn 
out the letter of Eletterby to encourage 
me. ' ' ' 

And now 1 I looked at the collection. 
It was arranged alphabetically. As 
I turned to the initial of my name I 
framed a dramatic revelation for my 
friend Eletterby: “That writing is 
familiar to me. In fact, Mr. Eletterby, 
I am its unworthy writer.” 

But my letter was not included in 
the collection. 

“ Throw out the failures,” Mr. Elet- 
terby had said. 

I threw myself out instantly from 
the Autograph Exhibition. Better, far 
better buy things I didn’t want at 
prices I couldn’t afford than stay in the 
company of that faithless one, my sole 
erstwhile (as the papers say) admirer. 


There was a great athlete named Exjdd 
Who was born with a Blue in his blood ; 
Stout-hearted, spring-heeled, 

He achieved on the field 
What his Varsity lost on the flood. 

But when he had breasted the tape 
A cynic emitted this jape : 

“ Pray notice, old son, 

’Tisn’t Oxford that ’s won, 

But Utah, Bowdoin and the Gape.” 


EASTER IN WILD WALES. 

The recent discovery (duly noted in 
The Daily Graphic of the 30fch ult.) of 
“seven pearls of excellent quality” by 
an Aberavon labourer in a mussel 
stranded by the tide has led to an 
extraordinary influx of visitors to that 
quiet seaside resort. Costers have been 
arriving at the rate of several hundreds 
a day, attracted by the prospect of 
finding the raw materials for the indis- 
pensable decoration of their costumes, 
and the local authorities are at their 
wits’ end to provide adequate accom- 
modation. Amongst the latest arrivals 
is the great architect, Sir Mabtin Con- 
way, who has been consulted with 
regard to the erection of a number of 
bungalow skyscrapers, and an urgent 
message has been despatched to Sir 
Edwin Lutyens at Delhi, begging him 
to supply designs of a suitable character. 
Meanwhile pearl-diving goes on day and 
night on the sea-front, with the assist- 
ance of a flock of oyster-catch^srs, whose 
brilliant plumage adds greatly to the 
picturesqueness of the scene. 

Though the special good fortune of 
Aberavon has excited a certain amount 
of natural jealousy in the breasts of 
hotel and boarding-house proprietors at 
other Welsh seaside resorts, they have 
no serious reason to complain. The 
usual attractions of Barmouth have 
been powerfully reinforced by the pre- I 
sence in the neighbouring hills of a | 
full-sized gorilla which recently escaped 
from a travelling menagerie. When 
last seen the animal was making in the 
direction of Harlech, which is at present 
the head-quarters of the Easter Vaca- 
tion School of the Cambrian section of 
the Yugo-Slav Doukhobors. It is un- 
derstood that the local police have the 
matter well in hand, and arrangements 
have been made, in case of emergency, 
for withdrawing all the population 
within the precincts of the castle. 

Great disappointment prevails at 
Llandudno owing to the refusal of Mr. 
Evan Eobebts, the famous revivalist, 
to localise the materialisation of the 
Millennium, which he has recently 
prophesied, at Llandudno during the 
Easter holidays. By way of a set-off 
an effort was made to induce Sir 
Auckland Geddes to give a vocal re- 
cital before his departure for America. 
As his recent performance at a meeting 
of the London Scots Club proved, Sir 
Auckland is a singist of remarkable 
power, infinitehumour and soul-shaking 
pathos. Unfortunately his repertory is 
confined to Scottish songs, and on this 
ground he has been obliged to decline 
the invitation, though the fee offered 
was unprecedented in the economic 
annals of the variety stage. 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

(By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Mr. Forrest Eeid is a writer upon whose progress I have 
for some time Isept an appreciative eye. His latest story, 
bearing the attractive title of Pirates of the Spring (Unwin), 
proves, I thinls;, that progress to be well sustained. As 
you may have guessed from the name, this is a tale of 
adolescence ; it shows Mr, Eeid’s North-Ireland lads differ- 
ing slightly from the more familiar home-product, though 
less in essentials than in tricks of speech, and (since these 
are day-school boys, exposed to the influence of their several 
homes) an echo of religious conflict happily rare in the 
experience of English youth. Mr. Eeid is amongst the 
few novelists who can be sympathetic to boyhood without 
sentimentalising over it ; he has admirably caught its strange 
mingling of pride and curiosity, -of reticence and romance 
and jealous loyalty. The tale has no particular plot; it is 
a record of seeming trifles, friendships made and broken and 
renewed, sporadic adventures and deep-laid intrigues that 
lead nowhere. But you will catch in it a real air of youth, 
a spring-time" wind blowing from the half-forgotten world 
in which all of us once were chartered privateers. There 
are, of course, worthy folk who would be simply bored 
by all this — which is why I do not venture to call 
Pimto 0 / Spring everyone’s reading ; others, however. 


more fortunate, will find it a true and delicately observed 
study of an engaging theme. 

I must really warn the flippant. It would be appalling if 
admirers of Literary (and other) Lapses were to send blithely 
to the libraries for Mr. Leacock^s latest and find them- 
selves landed with The Unsolved Biddle of Social Justice 
(Lane). And yet I don’t know.. Here is a subject which 
even. the flippant cannot long ignore. And a man of the 
world with a clear head and a mastery of clearer idiom than 
a professor of political economy usually commands has 
here said something desperately serious without a trace of 
dulness. I should like Professor Leacock’s short- book to 
be divided into three. The first part, a trenchant analysis 
of some of the evils of our social and industrial system, 
1 would send to the impossibilists and obstructives ; the 
second, a critical examination of some of the nostrums of 
the progressives, should go to the hasty optimists who 
think that a sudden change of system will as suddenly 
change men, for it contains much that they will do well 
(and now resolutely refuse) to ponder. . The third part I 
would return to the author for revision, for it contains no 
more, when analysed, than an ipse dixit, and quite fails to 
show that the evils denounced as intolerable in the first 
part can be remedied without some substantial portion at 
least of the heroic reforms denounced in his second. Also 
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1 would remind him, or ratber perhaps the more ingenuous And, although the girl is annoyed, it is not on account of 
of his readers, that there have been later contributions to the citation. Much of the story, however, deals with Chicago, 
the theoiy and practice of new-world building than Mr. and since my previous knowledge of that city could have 
Bellamy’s Looking Backward. easily been contained in a tin of pressed beef I can^ pardon 

Mr. Gibbon for being as informative about it as he is about 

The Great Desire (Hobber and Stoughton) is a novel full Oxford colleges. (He seems, by the way, to have a rooted 
of shrewd philosophy and excellent talk. Mr. Alexander contempt for Balliol, which I had always supposed was a 
Black sets out to prove nothing, to justify no political or quite well-meaning place.) On the whole, either in spite 
social attitude, but just to draw his fellow- Americans as he or because of its rather Baedeker- like qualities, DriimsAfar 
sees them going about their war-time business, the “ great will be found quite a restful and readable book, 
desire ” being simply the thing that is uppermost in the ^ 


mind of each one. As a composite picture of what New 
York thought about the busi- 

ness of getting into the War J 

the result could hardly be m 

bettered. One never feels ^ 

readers, even though they nWj, 

may agree with him, uncon- 

sciously experience towards 

an author who seems to be 

arguing a point. Mr. Black 

gives the extrem e views of the 

blatant patriot, and of the c ^ 

anarchist and socialist who 

cannot see the distinction 

between arguing against war 

on paper and arguing against 

this War on the street corner, 

He makes us realise the peo- Wf, f 
pie who think only how to | / 

make the War an adjunct of w ^ 
themselves and those who de- 
sire only to make themselves 
a useful adjunct of the War. 

He draws his types cleverly 
andstates the case of each one ^ 

fairly, but with a humorous 
restraint and from a stand- 
pomt of absolute detachment. 

The Great Desire has plenty 
of charm regarded merely as a 

story, but I recommend it H 

especially to those who dre 

apt to judge the Americans T 

by their politicians or to assess ' \ ^ 

New York on the basis of the \ v 

Hearst newspapers. ' 


If it were onlv for his com- Pedestrian . “Dropped anythino, Mister ? ” uxouuxy mmuxe f 

DletefeSsness n following "Yes.” favourite is j)lie fifth tale, a 

well worn convention anf “What is it?” spmted and generous tribute 

wf iraLweWron Ifofom;. “Mvoibl.” . to England's War effort. (1 

s apparent lehanee on his — should explain that the book, 

memory, Mr. J. Mueeay and I suppose the author also, is by origin Canadian.) 
Gibbon s ^nras^/ar (Lane) would be rather a remarkable This last story, told partly in the form of letters to Ms 
book m these psyeho-analytical days. His hero actuaUy editor in New York by an American ofiioer and journalist, 
as the audacity to have blue eyes and fair hair, to start has all the interest that comes of seeing ourselves as others 
Ms career in the House, and to end it, so far as the, novel see ns; though I could not but thinkth^Ihe naSatS 
is concerned, lying wounded in a hospital, where Ms eixed in making the haughty Lady Dorothy, daughter of 

N^'do^ “au ® *^6 entrance of I footmln with 

Sal threadbare conversa- a letter, “Pardon me, it’s the maU.” So there you 

on leaving America, where ha has hannma e\ir\ct€\ nckA « I 


Somewhere in the course of the tale that gives its title to 

The Bloioer of Bubbles {G'B.ku- 

P supposed to relate it denies 

that he is a sentimentalist. 
T may as well say at once 
that, if this denial is intended 
to apply also to Mr. Arthur 
Beverley Baxter; who 
wrote the five stories that 
make up the volume, a more 
comprehensive misstatement 
was never embodied in print. 
Because, from the picture on 
the wrapper, representing a 

an imaginary orchestra, to 
the final page, the book is 
one riot of sentiment — plots, 
characters and treatment 
alike. Not that, save by the 
fastidious, it must be con- 
sidered any the worse for 
this ; even had not Mr. Bax- 

explained the conditions of 
^ ^ active service under which it 

Wj^ 'vvas composed, themselves 

V, enough to excuse any quan- 

-CN tity of over-sweetening. I 

^ ^ will not give you the five 

long-shorts in detail. The 
first, about a German child 

^ and a young man with heart 

trouble, shows Mr. Baxter at 
his worst, with the sob-stuff 
all but overwhelming a sufii- 
■THiNc, Misteb ? ” ciently nimble wit My own 

favourite is jbhe fifth tale, a 
M spirited and generous tribute 

to England's war effort. (1 
— ! should explain that the book, 


on leaviM America, where he has become engaged to 
wealthy Ohicagan's daughter, he quotes — 


kgan s daughter, he quotes — 

I could not love thee, dear, so much 
Loved I not honour more.’* 


UTOPIA. 

Miss Buby Sundayed under the parental.^-^anr/iwft 

We congratulate Utopia on its ideal language. 
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According to an evening 'pajDer, record. Quite a number of instruments 
crowds can be seen in tiondon every have been fittdd up in less time tKan 


We understand that the thundebrolt 


’ ‘'Hat-pins to match the colour of day waiting to go into the pit. Oh, if this. ' sk* 

the eyes are to be very fashionable this only they were miners! * 

year/’ according to a Trade journal. We understand that the thundebrolt , 

This should be good news to those “ It is the last 'whisky at night which which fell at Chester is not th^ one , 

Tube- travellers who object to having always overcomes me/’ said a defendant that the Peehiee intended to drop this 
green hat-pins stuck in their blue eyes, at the Guildhall. “ A good plan/’ says month. , 

. a correspondent, ” is to finish with the 

Enterprise cannot be dead if it is last whisky but one.'’ ' Signor Capeoni, lecturing in New 

really true that a ^veil-known publisher , York,^ says that aeroplanes capable of 

has at last managed to persuade Mr. The British Admiralty are offering carrying five hundred passengers will i 


really true that a ^veil-known publisher 
has at last managed to persuade Mr. 


Winston ChuechilIj to 'v\"rite a few two hundred and fifty war vessels for shortly be constructed. . vv 0 can only 
words concerning the Labour Question, sale. This is just the chance for people say that anybody pan have our seat. 

' who contemplate setting up in business ^ ‘ 

“I have never been knocked down as a new country. . • Since The Daily Express 


by a motor omnibus,” 
says Mr. Justice Dar- 
ling. The famous judge { 

should not complain. ,! 

He must take his turn . : 

like the rest of us. 1 

* j I 

*' Never pull the door- , 1 \ 
bell too hard” is the ry\\ 

advice of a writer on j j ji j 
etiquette in -a ladies’ ^ > j j | 
journal. When calling ./'f' / 
at a new wooden house ^ t 
the safest plan is not to J 
pull the bell at all. 

' > , *1* H* 

' V 

^‘American bacon 
opened stronger 3 ?'ester- 
day/’says a market re- . 
port. If it opened any 
stronger than the last 
lot we bought it must 
hav^' “gone some.” 

'\i Ji 

^ Five golf balls were 
discovered inside a cow 
w-hich was found dead 
last week on a Hert- 
fordshire golf course. 

We understand that a 
certain member of the 
Club who lost half-a- 

dozen balls at Easter- — 

time has demanded a recount. 


IS a new country. . * 1 Since The Daily Express^ tirade 

r: ^ — ^ against the officials of 

, • ' ' 'li';! the Zoo visitors are re- 

I **' ‘ ' I quested not to go too 

K enemy continues' the ■ 

^ ^ violaUon Peape 

s'quare. Some of the. 

\ "11™™ fledglings,' we are in- 

1 wHUyB formed, are already 

^ ! |®W|||H| MW W learning to whistle the 

*' r familiar Northcliffe air, 

“ Lloyd Geoege Must 
^ distinctly. 

) The National Portrait 

• Gallery, occupied by the 

War Office since 1914, 
has just been reopened. 

J MATEEIAL, SlE, IS SOMEWHAT MORE EXPENSIVE, THE EEATKBE The I'UmOUr that a 

jREAT ADVANTAGE THAT IT LASTS FOB EVER ; AND, MOREOVER, Brigadier- General who 

OUT IT MAKES AN EXCELLENT RAZOR-STROP.” ©luded all attempts 

“A good tailor,” says a fashion to evacuate him was still hanging about 
writer, “ can always give his customer disguised as a portrait ol Airs. Siddons 


“Though the material, Sis, is somewhat more expensive, the leather 

BRACE HAS THE GREAT ADVANTAGE THAT IT LASTS FOE EVER ; AND, MOREOVER, 
WHEN IT WEARS OUT IT MAKES AN EXCELLENT RAZOR-STROP.” 


“ An Englishman’s place is by his a good fit if he tries.” All he has to attracted a large attendance, 
own fireside,” declares a writer in the do, of course, is to send the bill in. 

Sunday Press. This is the first intima- V . The Corporation of Waterford has 

tion we have received that Spring- Mr. Alldat, a resident in Lundy refused to recognise " Summer time, 
cleaning is over. ... Island for twenty years, who has just One gathers that it is still the winter 

° ' arrived in London, states that ho has of their discontent down there. 

A serious quarrel between two promi- never seen a tax-collector. There is . V" 

nent Sinn Eeiners is reported. It ap- some talk of starting a fund with the Sinn Eeiners are now pking for the 

nears that one accused the other of object of presenting him with one. abolition of the Eoyal Irish Oonstabfi- 

being " no murderer.” ".)=* la,iT. it is feared that, unless their 

^ Dunmow workhouse is offered for request is granted, they may resort to 

The Gommercial Bribery and Tipping sale. A great many people- are ansous. violence. - 

Review, a new .American- publication, to buy it with the object of putting it 

offers a prize of four pounds for the aside for a- rainy day. “Mis. Bequires useful Ladies’ Maid, 

best article on "Why I believe barbers V for Bath and country';. only ex-soldier or sailor 

should not be tipped.” The barbers A Houndsditch'firm has just had a aPPlJ’- —P^^tncial Papei , 

that what they receive is not a telephone installed which was ordered A job that will obviously need a man 
tip but the Price of Silence. 1 six years ago. This, however, is not a of proved courage. 


Sinn Eeiners are now asking for the 
abolition of the Eoyal Irish Oonstabfi- 
lary, and it is feared that, unless their 


VOL. CLVin. 
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WISDOM UP TO DATE-I2TH EDITION. 

{The Twm has announced, in two consecutive issues, that Mr. 
Hugh Chisholm has retired from the control of its financial columns 
in order to resume his editorship of the Encyclo^cedia Britannica. 
One seems here to catch a faint echo of the proprietary booming of the 
10th Edition by The Times and Mr. Hooper. The iirescnt publishers 
are the Cambridge University Press.] 


It is a common object of remark 

How many things in life are periodic, 

Some punctual (like the nesting of the lark, 

Or Derby-day), and others more spasmodic, 
Eecurring loosely when the hour is ripe; 

And here I sing a sample of the latter type. 

Nine years have coursed with their accustomed speed 
Since England hailed' its ]Drevious apparition, 

Since every man and woman who could read, 

Wanting the nearest way to erudition. 

Bought as an ornament of her (or his) home 
The monumental masterpiece of Mr. Chisholm. 

Much has occurred meanwhile of new and strange; 

E,g,, in matters purely scientific 
Great Thinkers, eager to enlarge our range, 

Have (on the lethal side) been most prolific; 

Ten tomes would scarce contain what might be said on 
Their contributions to the recent Armageddon. 

What wonder if the Editor forsakes 
The conduct of The Thnes^ financial pages ? 

An even weightier task he undertakes 
Than to report on bullion ; he engages 
To let^ us know, by 1922, 

All things (or more) that anybody ever knew. 

Why should he care if Oil-cakes fall or jump ? 

He has the Total Universe for oyster; 

Yankees may yield a point or Rubbers slump, 

Yet not for such things shall his eye grow moister, 
Save when, by force of habit, he admits 
“A heavy tendency to-day in Ency. Brits^*' 

Gould but^ The Times revive its ancient part, 

Repeat its famous turn of dollar-scooping ! 

0 memories of the urgent boomster’s art, ' 

And that persistent noise of Hooper whooping, 

Down to the Last Chance and the Closing Dooi^' 

And then the Absolutely Last, and then some more ! 

Those shrill appeals to get the Work to-day 
(With the superb revolving fumed-oak gara^re)— 

How well they .followed up their fearful prey^ 

Till the massed thunders of the final barrage 
Such pressure on your tympanum would bring 
Ti^at you could bear no more, and had to buy the tbino- 
============^^ 0. S. "" 

Tlie Giant’s Robe — Cheap. 

‘•Foe Sale.— Superior Dress Suit, 87o]iest, City made, silk faninpo 
andlming. worntwice, no further use, suitable for individual 7 ft 8iS ' 
Price i guineas .” — Local Paper, ’ 

‘‘PAvmG Guests Wanted — F rom 1st June, married couple with 
no children ; also at once, single married lady or gentleman for three 
single rooms or one single married couple.”— Paper, 

To be ia keeping with the inhabitants the house, no doubt 
IS “semi-detached.'* ’ 

‘*250 WORDS. ~ 

THE YOUHG WIFE'S ALLOWANCE.” 

Pail?j Paper, 

The young husband who tries to get off for two guineas wiU 
hnd that the young wife regards two hundred and fifty 
words as entirely inadequate. i 


OUR SUPER-PILGRIM^S PROGRESS. 


The meagre and tantalizing report of Lord Northsquith*s 
great journey through Spain and North Africa which has 
been issued through Reuter's agency has stimulated but not 
allayed curiosity. It is therefore with unfeigned pleasure 
that we are able to supplement this jejune summary with 
some absolutely authentic details supplied us by a Levantine 
detective of unimpeachable veracity who shadowed the party. 

Of the journey through Spain he has little to say. Lord 
Northsquith attended a bull-fight at Seville, at which an 
extraordinary incident occurred. At the moment when the 
distinguished visitor entered the ring and was taking his 
seat in the Royal Box, the bull, a huge and remarkably 
ferocious animal, suddenly threw up its hindlegs and, after 
pawing the air convulsively for a few seconds, fell dead on 
the spot. No reason could be assigned for this rash act, 
which caused a very painful impression, but it is a curious 
fact that it synchronized exactly with the issue of the special 
edition of the Seville evening TardnUda, with the placard 
“ StTange behaviour [extravagancia) of the British Prime 
Minister..** 

At a subsequent interview with Count Romanones, Lord 
Northsquith was reluctantly obliged to confirm the state- 
ment that Mr. Lloyd George was still under the impression 
that the Spanish Alhambra was a late replica of a theatre 
in London, but begged him not to attach undue importance 
to the misapprehension. 

The tour in Morocco was not attended by any specially 
untoward incidents, but at Marrakesh a group of Berbers 
evinced some hostility, which was promptly converted into 
effusive enthusiasm on their learning that Lord Northsquith 
was not of Welsh origin. Similar assurances were conveyed 
to the sardine-fishers of the coast, with beneficial results. 
The Pasha of Marrakesh expressed- the hope that Lord 
Northsquith was not disappointed with the Morocco Atlas, 
and the illustrious stranger wittily rejoined, “ No, but you 
should see my new morocco-bound Times Atlas.** When 
the remark was translated to tlie Pasba he laughed very 
courteously. ^ 

Always interested in the relics of the mighty past Lord 
Northsquith made a special trip to the East Algerian High- 
land to visit Timgad, and spent several minutes in the 
tepidarkm of the Roman baths. It was understood from 
the expression of his features that he was profoundly im- 
pressed by the superiority of the arrangements over Ihoso 
contemplated by the Coalition Minister of Health in the 
new bath-houses to be erected in Limehouse. 

Lastly the tour indued a flying visit to Cartilage. The 
French ai*ch geologists in charge of the excavations had 
recently dug up a colossal statue of Hannibal, and the 
resemblance to Lord Northsquith was so extraordinary that 
many of them were moved to transports of delight. ^They 
were however unanimous in their conviction that the de- 
plm^ble state of the ruins was largely, if not entirely, due 
to Mr. Lloyd George s ignorance of Phoenician geography. 

A Startling- Disclosure. 

From " Answers to Correspondents” in 9. Canadian Paper : 

. ^ a fact, that all of Liptoii’s chiilloiigcrs were built 

steonger and heavier than the Amoriean cup defenders, to enable 
them to cross the Atlantic ?-A. D. B., Montreal 

untrSrSsZm 


^ “Serious injuries were sustained by , atjod 54. whilo 

in discharging cargo. Shortly before one o’clock, it is stated a checso 
struck him and knocked him down.”— Papter, ' 

We have always maintained that these dangerous creatures 
should not be allowed to run loose. 
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THE “WITHDEAWAL” FEOM MOSCOW. 

Chorus op Halp-Eevolutionists support Messrs. Snowden and Eamsay Macdonald by singinu “The Bed (but not too Eed) Flag, 
[The Independent Labour Party by a large majority has voted in favour of withdrawing from the Moscow Internationale.] 
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LITTLE BITS OF LONDON. 

The Houses op Parliament. 

The guide-books haye a good deal to 
say about the Houses of Parliament, 
but the people who write guide-books 
never go to the really amusing places 
and never know the really interesting 
things. For instance they have never 
yet explained what it is that the House 
of Commons smells of. I do not refer 
to the actual Chamber, which merely 
smells like the Tube, but the lofty pas- 
sages and lobbies where the statues 
are. The smell, I think, is -a mixture 
of cathedrals and. soap. It is a baffling 
but rather seductive smell, and they 
tell me that the policemen miss it when 
they are transferred to point-duty. Pos- 
sibly it is this smell which makes ex- 
Premiers want to go back there. - 
[ Put let us have no cheap mockery 
of the Houses of Parliament, because 
there is a lot to be said for them. They 
are much the best houses for hide-and- 
seek I know. The parts which are 
dear to the public, the cathedral parts, 
are no good for that, but behind them 
land under them and all round them i 


there are miles and miles of superb 
secret passages and back staircases, the 
very place for a wet afternoon. They 
) are decorated like second-class waiting- 
, rooms and lead to a lot of rooms like 
j third- class’ waiting-rooms; and at every 
5 corner there is a policeman; but this 
[ only adds to the excitement. Besides, 

• at any moment you may blunder into 
> some very secret waiting-room labelled 
‘ “ Serjeant-at-Arms.” 

If you are seen by the Serjeant- at- 
Arms you have lost the game, and if 
you are seen by a Lord of the Treasury 
I gather from the policemen that you 
would be put in the Tower. Or you may 
start light-heartedly from the Eefresh- 
ment Department of the House of 
Commons and find yourself suddenly in 
the bowels of the House of Lords, pro- 
bably in the very passage to the Lord 
Chancellor's Secretary's Eoom. 

Still, there is no other way for 
Private Secretaries to take exercise and 
at the same time avoid their Members 
without actually leaving the building, 
so risks of that sort have to be faced.^* i 

While the Private Secretary is play- : 
iiig hide-and-seek in the passages and ^ 


) purlieus his Member waits for him in 
> the Secretaries* Eoom. The Secretaries* 
Eoom is the real seat of legislation in 
■ this country, and it is surprising that 
I Mr. Bagehot gave it no place in in’s 
account of the Constitution. It is also 
surprising, in view of its importance, 
that it should be such a dismal, ill- 
furnished and thoroughly mouldy room. 
It is a rotten room. Mr. Asquith, 
when a Private Secretary, is reported 
to have said of it, “ In the whole course 
of my political career I can j'ecall no 
case of administrative myopia at all 
parallel to the folly or ineptitude wliich 
has condemned the authors of legisla- 
tion in His Majesty’s Parliament to dis- 
charge their functions in this grotesque 
travesty of a legislative chamber, this 
sombre ^ and obscure repository of 
I mouldering archives and torgotten re- 
cords, where the constructive states- 
men of to-rnorrow are expected to shape 
their Utopias in an atmosphere of 
disillusion and decay, in surroundings 
appointed to be the shameful sepulchre 
of the nostrums of the past.** If that 
IS what Mr. Asquith said, I agree with 
him ; if he didn’t say it, I wish he had.' 
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The room is pifccli-dark always, and 
it is full of tables and tomes. The 
tables are waiting-room tables and the 
tomes are as Mr. Asquith has described 
them. It is divided into two by a swing- 
-door, One part is the female Private 
Secretary part, the other is the male 
Private Secretary part, and it is lament- 
able to record that no romance has ever 
occurred between a male Private Secre- 
tary and a female one. 

, The room is plentifully supplied with 
House of Commons’ stationery, which 
disappears at an astonishing rate. This 
is because the Members come in and 
remove it by the gross, knowing full 
well that the Serjbant-at-x\rms will 
suspect the Private Secretaries. It is 
a hard world. 

. However, this is where the Members 
come to their Private Secretaries for in- 
structions. They come there nominally 
to dictate letters to their constituents, 
but really they come to be told what 
amendments to move and what ques- 
tions to ask and what the Drainage 
Bill is about, and whether they ought 
.to support the Dentist Qualification 
(Ireland) '(No. 2)* Bill, or not. It is 
awful to think that if the Private 
Secretaries downed tools the whole 
Machinery of Parliament would stop. 
No questions would be asked and no 
amendments moved and no speeches 
made. The Government would have 
things all their own way. Unless, 
of course, the Government’s Private 
Secretaries struck too. But of course 
the Government’s Private Secretaries 
never would, the dirty blacklegs ! 

After the Secretaries’ Eoom perhaps 
the most interesting thing in the two 
Houses is the House of Lords sitting 
as the Supreme Court. Everybody 
ought to see that. There is a nice old 
man sitting in the middle in plain 
clothes and several other nice old men 
in plain clothes sitting about on the 
benches, with little card-tables in front 
of them. Two or three of them have 
beards, which is against the best tra- 
ditions of the Law. But they are very 
jolly old men, and now and then one 
of them sits up and moves bis ^ lips. 
You can see then that he is putting a 
sly question to the barrister who is 
talking at the counter, though you can’t 
hear any thing because they all whisper. 
While the barrister is answering, an- 
other old man wakes up and puts a 
sly question, so as to confuse the 
barrister. That is the game. The bar- 
rister who gets thoroughly annoyed 
first loses the case. 

They have quite enough to annoy 
them already. They are all cooped up 
in a minute pen about eight feet square. 
There are eight of them, four Iv.C.’s and 
four underlings. They have nowhere to 



Excitable Tmor {during dis^ite about the hill). “But, my nuEND, you hot know me 
WHO I AM — ^HO? I AM SpOFPERIHO. TO-NIGHT I SING AT ZE OPERA— ‘ BUTTERFLY,’ ” 


Waiter kmimjgressed). “Um— you look like a butterfly!” 


put their papers and nowhere to stretch 
.their legs. They sit there getting cramp, 
or they stand at the counter talking to 
tlie old men. In either position they 
grow more and more annoyed. Pour 
of them are famous men, earning thou- 
sands and thousands. Why do they 
endure it ? Because lawyers, contrary 
to the common belief, are the most 
long-suffering profession in the world. 
That is why they are the only Trade 
Union whose members have only half- 
an-hour for lunch. Well, it is their 
funeral ; but if I were a K.C. sitting in 
that pen, with the whole of the House 
of Lords empty in front of me, I should 
get over the counter and walk about. 
Then the Lord Chancellor might have 
a fit; and that alone would make it 
worth while. 

The only other interesting place in the 
Houses of Parliament is the Strangers’ 


Dining Eoom. This is interesting be- 
cause the Members there are all terri- 
fied lest you should hear what they are 
going to say. They never know who 
may be at the next table— a journalist 
or a Bolshevist or a landowner— and 
they talk with one eye permanently over 
their shoulder. It must be very painful. 

But of course the best time to visit 
the House is when it is not sitting, be- 
cause then, if you are lucky, you may 
sit with impunity on the Pront Bench 
and put your feet up on the table. If 
you are unlucky you will be shot at 
dawn. A. P. H. 


»S BOOTS 

HAVE BEEN 

In Everybody’s Mouth,” 

Advt. in Local Pamper. 

We fear the advertiser has put his foot 
in it. 
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LABOUR AND THE RUSSIAN BALLET. 

I wASN^T present at the station when 
Madame Pavlova arrived in London, 
bringing with her, as I have been as- 
sured by six different newspapers, no 
fewer than three hundred and eighty- 
five pieces of luggage. But I have 
seen, thanks to Sir J, M. Babbie, the 
transformation which a Eussian prima 
ballerina makes in an English country 
home, so I happen to know exactly 
what occurred. I think it deserves to 
be recorded. Very well then. 

Scene, — A Metropolitan raihoay term- 
inus, thoiigh youioouldn't perhaps re- 
cognise it, because it looks a little like 
the interior of a Greek cathedral and a 
little like the fair at Nijni Novgorod, 
and the posters have obviously been 
painted by Mr. Wyndham Lewis 
or somebody like that One porter is 
discovered leaning against an auto- 
7natic sweet machine designed by an 
Expressionist sculptor. He is wear- 
ing a long mole-coloured smock, and 
looking loith extreme disfavour at his 
luggage-truck, lohich has sdmehoio got 
itself painted bright blue and green, 
zvith red wheels, Mzisic by J. H, 
Thomaski. 

{Enter L,, puffing slowly, the boat- 
train, The engine and carriages 
resemble Early-Victoriazv prints, 
Madame Pavlova descends, and 
in a very expressive dance co^i- 
veys to [the Porter that she has 

, one' or koo trunks in the guard's 
van which she wants him to con- 
vey to a taxicab. 

Porter, *Ow many is there, lady? 

[Pavlova a little more 

Wild points three Mmdred and 
eighty -five times at the station- 
roof zoUh her -right toe,^ - 
Porter, Can’t be done nohow. 

[Pavlova dazices a dance indicative 
of absolute and heartrending de- 
spair, temninating in an appeal 
to the heavens to come to her aid. 
Enter B, an important-looking 
personage with a long lohite 

1 beard, zoearing' a coskme zohich 

! might be called a commission- 

i aire's if it xoasn't so like a harle- 

quin's. 

Porter (imimssively and zoith evident 
relief). The Stazione Maestro ! 

The Stazione Maestro, What ’s all this ? 

[Pavlova dances an explanation of 
the impasse. The S.-M. and the 
Porter remove their caps and 
scratch their heads solemzily, to 
slow music. 

The S,-M. [after deep cogitation). This 
must be referred to the N.U.E. 

[Enter suddenly, B. and L., danc- 
ing, the Central ExeczUive Com- 
mittee of the N.U,B. There is 

thzmder and lightning, Pavlova 
repeats her appeal. The C.E.C. 
confabulate. The Chairman fin- 
ally announces that the thizig is 
entirely contrary to the priziciples 
of their Uziion, and if the Station- 
» master permits it he znust take 
the conseqztences. The C.E.C. 
disappear. 

The S.-M, What about it, Bill? 

Porter, We’ll do* it. [He dances.) 

Here goes, Mum. 

{Enter, suddenly, chorus of porters 
zoithmulti-colozired trucks, [They 

V are the same as the C.E.C. really, 
but they have changed their 
clothes.) Aided by the S.M. and 
Bill they remove the three hun- 
dred and eighty-five packages, 
and zvheel them, zualking ozi their 
ices, to the station exit, B, Here 
is seen a taxicab zvhose driver is 
zurapped m profound zneditation 
and smokizig a hookah, the bozol 
of which rests on the pavement. 
It is 7'epresented to him that a 
lady zoith some luggage desires to 
charter his conveyance and pro- 
ceed to Hampstead, He comes for- 
zcard to the centi^e azid explains : 

1, That it is near the dinner- 

hour. 

2. That he has no petrol. 

8, That he wouldn't do it for 
Lloyd Geobge hisself. 
He retires to his vehicle and re- 
sumes his hookah, Pavlova 
dances some dazices expressive of 
Spring, of BziUerfiies, ofFloivers, 
of Unlimited Gold, In the midst 
of the fizial passage the' dznver 
leaps from Jm seat, rushes on to 
the platform, jumps three hun- 
dred and eighty-five tunes into 
the air, whirls Pavlova off her 
toes and dashes from side to side, 
carrzjing her in one hand. He 
fizially flizigs hermto the taxicab 
and returns to his seat. The lug- 
gage is piled zipon the roof by 
dancing porters and tied zoith 
onany-colozired ribhozis. The taxi 
departs in a cloztd of petrol, the 
driver steering zvith his toes and 
znanipulating the clutches zoith 
his haz}ds, Farezoells are zoaved 
and finally, surrounded by the 
rest of the porters, the Station 
Master and Bill dance a dance 
of Glad Sacrifice, stab themselves 
with their hands, and die, 

CuBTAiN OF Smoke. 

Mind you, as I said at the beginning, 

I wasn’t there myself, but I helped to 
steer three boxes to the seaside during 
the Easter holiday without the bland- 
ishments of Art. So I know something. 

Evoe. 

LABUNTUR ANNI. 

To A Chital Head on the Wall of 

A London Club. 

Light in the East, the dawn wind sing- 
ing, 

Solemn and grey and chill, 

Eose in the sky, with Orion swinging 
Down to the distant hill ; 

The grass dew-pearled and the mohzoa 
shaking 

Her scented petals across the track, 
And the herd astir to the new day 
breaking — 

Gods ! how it all comes back. 

So it was, and on such a morniug 
Somebody’s bullet sped, 

And you, as you called to the herd a 
warning, 

Dropped in the grasses dead ; 

And some stout hunter’s heart was 
brimming 

Eor joy that the gods of sport were 
good — 

With a lump in his throat and his eyes 
a-dimming, 

A.B the eyes of sportsmen should ; — 

As mine have done in the springtime 
running, 

As mine in the halcyon days 

Ere trigger-finger had lapsed from cun- 
ning 

Or foot from the forest ways, 

When I ’d wake with the stars and the 
sunrise meeting 

In the dewy fragrance of myrrli and 
musk, 

Peacock and spurfowl sounding a greet- 
ing 

And the jungle mine till dusk. 

You take me back to the valleys of 
laughter. 

The hills that hunters love, 

The sudden rain and the sunshine after, 
The cloud and the blue above, 

The morning mist and creatures crying, 
The beat in the drowsy afternoon, 
Clear- washed eve with the sunset dying, 
Night and the hunter’s moon. 

Not till all trees and jungles perish 

Shall we go back that way 

To those dear hills that the hunters 
cherish. 

Where the hearts of the hunters stay ; 

So you dream on of the ancient glories, 

Of water-meadows and hinds and 
stags, 

While I ‘ and my like tell old, old 
stories . . . 

Ah ! but it drags — it drags, II. B. 

“ Matrimony. - 

Accountant would write up Books, also Tax 
Eeturns ; moderate charges.” 

Liverpool Paper. 

This is much more delicate than the 
usual 'crude stipulation that tiie lady 
must have means. 
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PEACE WITH HONOUR. 

This is the story of Mr. Holmes, the 
Curate, and of how he brought peace 
to our troubled house. The principal 
chaiJacters are John, my, brother-in-law, 
and Margery, my uunianied sister, and, 
at the bottom of the programme, in large 
letters, Mr. Holmes, the Curate. I have 
a small walking-on part. The story 
will now commence. 

John and Margery went out; for a 
walk in the beautiful Spring sunshine 
as friendly as friendly. They came back 
three hours later — well, Cecilia (his 
wife) and I heard them at least two 
villages away. 

They both rushed into the room 
covered with mud and shouting at the [ 
tops of their voices. 

“ Cecilia,*' roared 
John, “ order this girl 
out of my house. She 
shan't stay under my 
roof another hour.’* 

‘‘Cecilia,” shrieked 
Margery, “ he *s an 
obstinate ignorant 
wretch, and thank 
Heaven he isn’t my 
husband.” 

I put a cushion over 
my head. 

Cecilia kept hers. 

“ If you will both go 
out of the room,” she 
said, “take off your 
filthy boots and come 
back in your right 
minds and decent 
clothing 1 *11 try to un- 
derstand what you are 
both talking about.” 

They crawled out of 


before you existed at all, it was my 
custom to ramble o*er the dewy meads, 
plucking the ^nimble Nipplewort and 
the shy Speedwell. I breakfasted on 
botany.” 

“Talking of botany,” I broke in, 

“ there was a chap in m'y platoon ” 

John groaned loudly. . 

“ Do you suggest,” 1 asked, “ that he 
w^as not in my platoon ? ” 

“I suggest nothing,” he answered; 
“ I only know that they can’t all have 
been in your j^latoon.” 

“ All who^ John ? ” asked Cecilia. 

“ All the chaps he tells us' about. 
Haven’t you noticed, since be came 
home, ifc *s impossible to mention any 
type or freak or extraordinaiy indi- 
vidual that wasn’t like somebody in 



Art Patron {who has heard something abotd a Modern Movement), “Now you 're 

NOT GOING TO TELL ME THAT ’S A VALUABLE BIT OF WORK? WhY, HANG IT ALL 
I CAN RECOGNISE THE PLACE.” ’ 


the room abjectly and I came out into 
the open once more. 

“ Good Lord ! What a family to be 
in ! ” I said. 

5:^ il'. i\i 

“ Cecilia,” said John at tea, “ hark- 
ing back to the question of Hairy 
Bittercress ** 

“Hazel Catkin,” said Margery. 

“ What on earth ? ” began Cecilia. 

“ I *11 tell her,” said Margery quickly. 
“Cecilia, we had a competition this 
afternoon, seeing wno could find most 
signs of Spring. Well, I found a bit of 
Hazel Catkin ” 

“Hairy Bittercress,” said John. 

“I tell you- ” went on Margery. 

“If you will calm yourself,” inter- 
rupted John with dignity, “ we will 
discuss the point.” 

“ There *s nothing to discuss. What 
do you know about botany, I *d like to 
know? ” 

“ My dear child,” said John, “ when 
you were an infant - in - arms, nay, . 


his platoon ? It must have been about 
five thousand per cent, over strength.” 

“ I treat your insults with contempt,” 
I said, “and proceed with my story. 
This chap had the same affliction that 
has taken Margery and yourself. He 
spent his life searching for specimens 
of the Bingle-weed and the five-leaved 
Bunglebid. At bayonet-drill he would 
stop in the middleof a ‘long-point, short- 
point, jab * to pluck a sudden Ooj ah- berry 
that caught his eye. In the end his 
passion got him to Blighty.” 

“ How ? ” asked Margery. 

“Well,” I continued, “it was the 
morning of the great German attack. 
My friend— er~I will call him X— and 
myself were retiring on the village of — 
er— Y, followed by about six million 
Germans. Shots were falling all round 
us, when suddenly X saw a small wild 
flower at his feet. He bent down to 

pick it up and— er ” 

“ That is quite enough, Alan,” said 
Cecilia. I 


“That is all, Cecilia,” I said; “that 
is how he got to Blighty.” 

“ We will now proceed with the sub- 
ject in hand,” said John after a mo- 
ment’s silence. He produced a small 
crushed piece of green-stuff from his 
pocket. 

“The question before the house is, 
as we used to say in the Great War, 
‘ Qu' esUce-q^ie c'est qne ceci ? ’ Any 
suggestions that it is of the Lemon 
species will be returned unanswered. 
Bor my part I say ifc is Hairy Bitter- 
cress.” 

“And I say it ’s Hazel Catkin,’* said 
Margery. 

“And what says Hubert the herbal- 
ist?” asked John, handing the weed 
to me. 

I examined it care- 
fully through the ring 
of my napkin. 

“Well,” 1 said, 
“speaking largely, 
should say it is either 
Mustard or Cress, or 
both as the case may 
be.** 

I was howled down 
and retired. 

S|c * 

We heard lots of 
the weed during the 
next few days. Each 
morning at breakfast 
it sprouted forth as it 
were, 

“And how is the 
Great Unknown?” I 
would ask. 

“ The Hairy Bitfcer- 
cress is thriving, we 
thank you,” John 
would answer. 

“Hazel Catkin,” Margery would 
throw out. 

“Cafckin yourself,’* from John, and 
so on ad lib. 

They kept it carefully in a small pot 
in the window, and if one looked at it 
the other watched jealously for foul 
play. 

“On Saturday,** said John, “the 
Curate is coming to tea. Ho is a man 
of wisdom and a botanist to boot — or 
do I mean withal? On Saturday the 
Hairy Bittercress shall be publicly pro- 
claimed by ifcs rightful name.” 

“Which is Hazel Catkin,” said Mar- 
gery. 

Saturday came and Saturday after- 
noon, and, about three o’clock, the 
Curate. I saw him coming and met 
him at the door. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Holmes,” I 
said. “ You come to a house of bifeter- 
ness and strife. Walk right in.” 

“ Indeed I trust not,” he said. 

“ Come with me,” I replied ; “ I will 
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tell you all about it/^ And I led him 
on tip-toe to a quiet spot. 

“ Mi\ Holmes,” I said, ‘‘you know 
the family well. We have always been 
a happy loving crowd, have we not ? ” 

“ Indeed you have,” he said politely. 

“Well,” I continued, “a weed has 
split us asunder. My brother-in-law 
and my younger sister are on the point 
of committing mutual murder.” 

I explained the whole situation and 
drew a harrowing picture of its effect 
on our family life. “ Unless you help 
us,” I said, “ this Hazel Catkin or Hairy 
Bittercress will ruin at least four pro- 
mising young lives.” 

“ But I hardly see how I am to ” 

began Mr. Holmes. 

I told him what to do. 

“But surely,” he said, “they will 
know better than that.” 

“ No, they won’t,” I said. “ Neither 
of them knows anything about it, really. 
Come, Mr. Holmes, it is for a good 
. cause.” 

“Very well,” he said. “Perhaps the 
end justifies the means. ^ We will see 
what we can do.” 

“ Good man,?’ I said. “ Children un- 
born will bless your name for this day’s 
work.” ; 


. ■ I took him to the dining-room, where 
Margery and John were sitting. 

“ Here is Mr. Holmes,” I said. 

They both made a dash at him. 

“ Mr. Holmes,” said John, “ we seek 
your aid. You have a wide and deep 
knowledge of geography — that is 
botany, and you shall settle a problem' 
that is ruining my home,” 

“Certainly I will do my best,” said, 
Mr. Holmes. And then without a blush : 
“ What is the problem, may I ask? ” 

“We have found a piece of 

began John. 

“ Don’t tell him,” shrieked Margery. 

“ Let him see for himself.” 

They fetched the weed and handed it 
reverently to the Curate. 

Mr. Holmes looked at it carefully. 
He breathed on it and moistened it with 
his finger. At last he looked up. 

“ This is a very rare specimen indeed,” 
he said; “I never remember to have 
seen one quite like it. It is in fact a 
hybrid.” He stopped and beamed at us. 

“What’s it called V" shrieked Mar- 
gery and J ohn together. 

Mr. Holmes chose his words carefully. 

“It is called.”he said. » TTairTrna-hlnn 


“It is called,” he said, “ Hairy Catkin.” 
There was a pause while Margery 
and John gazed at each other. 


3 “‘Hairy Catkin,”’ said John sol- 
emnly. 

“ Then— then we ’re both right I ” said 
Margery. 

They looked at each other again and 
i then did the only thing possible in the 
circumstances. Each fell on the other’s 
' neck. 

Mr. Holmes and I shook hands 
silently. 

Tlie 'Wool Shortage. 

‘•Blankets, guaranteed all wood.’’ 

Provmcial Pa^er. 

“ Antique Carved Ebony Carpet.” 

AnotJier Provincial Pai)er, 

“ Within there is the delicious scent of 
burning logs, and all the fragrance of only a 
IJd. stamp .” — Daily Paper* 

We have tasted t^ backs of these 
stamps — a delicious bouquet. 

“Berwick Guardians on Euesday faivour- 
f arming in Ireland, was more able to deal 
receive their vates. The candidate, Mr. D. 
soo^td JO uoTjisod joj fjoji-Bq ‘UOTTiTdo 
accompanied feastings and joUifioation,* and 
sentation what elections were like in the 
the business of auctioneer.” 

North-Country Paper, 

Portions of the paragraph are not too 
clear, but we should say there was no 
doubt about the jollification. 




STAGE AMENITIES. 

“Hello, Cissie! So you ’be assistiitg at Daisy Daklint’s benefit too?” 


.“Yes— THE CAT I” 


CHIPPO'S SCENARIO. 

(With the British Army in France.) 

It was the Soci^te Grand Guignol de 
Cinema’s busy day. On the beach at 
Petiteville cameras were rattling away 
like machine glins, orders from the 
pipducer were hissing through the air 
with the. vicious hum of .explosive 
bullets, and weary supers were march- 
ing and counter-marching in a state of 
hopeless apathy. ' ' ’ * • 

At the very height of these operations 
Chippo Munks wandered intothe camera 
barrage and got firmly entangled in 
the picture. As ‘‘crowd in background” 
was indicated by the scenario; the 
producer refrained from Jailing Ohippp 
out of hand — in fact he invited his co- 
operation for ’another crowd 'a little 
later on. Thus it was that 'Ohippo 
earned the right to describe himself as 
a “fillum actor,” with licence to speak 
familiarly of ]iis colleagues, Charles 
Chaplin and Mabv Pickford, and full 
I powers to j)ose as the ultimate au- j 
thority of the camp whenever cinemas ' 
were mentioned. I i 


At the Cafe des Promeneurs it was 
genei*ally assumed that Chippo was 
merely waiting for, a fat contract from 
the Society Grand Guighol, and pending 
its arrival Jie explained that he was 
constructing a suitable scenaiuo.' 


“The public,” he said, “is fed up 
wdth Texas rancheros in Anzac 'ats and 


• antimacassar trousers playing poker 
dice with one 'and and keeping a sus- 
tained 'burst of rap'id fire against their 
opponents with the other. They wants 
.something true to life. Now, my fillum 
opens at the Caf6 de FAvenir, where a 
stout old British soldier runs a Crown 
an . Anchor bo^rd at personal loss, but 
/appy in the ' knowledge that 'e is 
arau'sing his comrades.” 

. “ The same answering to the name of 
Chippo Munks ? ” interjected Chris 
Jones. 

“ The name on the programme is 
Begiuald Denvers” said Chippo firmly. 
“ Acrost the way, at the Cafe de la 
Vache Noire, a drunken unprincipled 
gambler named Jim Ptoze?/ — which 
you will also reckernise is an alias — 
regularly pockets the pay of 'is fellow- 


soldiers under pretence of a square deal 
at banker an' pontoon. One night, 
'aying sucked 'is victims dry for the time 
being and also largely taken 'is cawfee 
avec, Blaney goiss acrost to the Avenir 
an sets 'is stall out there. Itecjinald 
remonstrates. 

“‘I'm the Great White Chief in this 
ostelry,' says he, ‘ an’ we don't want no 
three-card^trick sharks butting in.' 

“ ‘ My modest shrinking vi'let,' says 
Blaney, ‘ I ’ll play where I blinking 
well- please.' 

^^Beginald thereupon remarks that 
sooner than allow 'is innocent patrons 
to be swindled by a six-fingered thim- 
blerigging son of a confidence trickster 
'e’d start in an' expose 'im. 

“At this point Blaney swears to be 
revenged, an there is a llinterval of 
a minute vyhile the next part of the 
fillum is bein' prepared. 

“ The following scene shows Blaney 
I all poshed up and busy trying to worm 
'is way into the confidence of Suzanne 
(the daughter of the ])atron of the Caf6 
de FAvenir), who cherishes a secret 
passion for Beginald. 'E kids 'er to 
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drop the contents of a white packet into 
BeginaWs vang blanc, telling her it ’s a 
love lotion — I 'should say potion — that 
will gain ’er BeginalcVs everlasting 
affections. Beggie, being thirsty, scoffs 
off the whole issue an' finds to his dis- 
may that ’is voice ’as been completely 
destroyed. That ’s a thrilling situation, 
Chris, 6, 2 :>rofesse 2 ir de Crown an’ Anchor 
not being able to do his patter.” 

** ’E might as well shut up shop 
right away,” agreed Chris. 

“Jest so. Beginald rushes after 
Blaiiey and tells him off good an’ 
proper ” 

“’Ow could ’e when ’e’d lorst his 
voice?*” asked Chris. 

“Oh! burn it. This is a fillum 
drama. ’E sees ’is extensive clientele 
drifting away to the Vache Noirfe an’ 
Blaney getting so rich ’e can afford 
Beaune an’ eggs an’ chips for ’is supper 
every night. In the interests of the 
misguided victims Beginald tells the 
Military Police that drinking goes on 
during prohibited hours at the Vache 
Noire, an’ gets the place put out "of 
bounds. All the speckerlaters there- 
upon return to the Avenir, an’ Part II. 
finishes with Beginald recovering ’is 
voice an’ carolling ‘ Little Billy Fair- 
play, all the way from ’OUoway ’ while 
he rakes in the shekels with both hands 
and feet.” 


“ I ’m getting the ’ang of this a bit,” 
said Chris; “I recollect there was a 
chap named Slaney as once did you 
down on a deal, an’ I remember a red- 
’ aired girl at the Avenir. Bub all this 
talk about love lotions and voice dope 
gets me guessing.” 

“ A fillum drama that ’s true to life 
ain’t bound to be absolutely true as to 
facts. The trimmings is extra. We 
opens next with a little slow music an’ 
Jim Blaney meeting Beginald an’ 
telling ’im ’e 's reformed an’ given up 
gambling. Instead ’e ’s running a very 
respectable foot&all sweep, the prize to 
be given to the one as draws the team 
that scores most goals, an’ ’e offers 
Beginald a commission an’ a seat on 
the drawing committee if he ’ll recom- 
mend it amongst ’is clients. Such is 
’is ' plausibleness that ’e even sells 
Suzanne a ticket, though she’s not 
rightly sure if Aston Villa is a race- 
horse or a lottery number, Beginald, 
however, suspects treachery. 

“ ‘ Take your breath reg’ler,’ ’e says, 
or makes movements to that effect. 
‘ The matches for this sweep is played 
on Saturday, an’ I seems to recollect 
that you an’ a lot of the crowd is due for 
demob on Wednesday, an’ I 'hi going 
for leave on Tuesday. What guarantee 
’ave we that you weigh out before 
you go ? ’ 


“ * I pays out imnUdiateynong on re- 
ceipt of the Sunday papers, which will 
be Sunday night,’ says Blaney, * That ’s 
good enough, ain’t it ? ’ 

Beginald therefore invests an’ par- 
ticipates in the drawing, though still a 
bit doubtful. ’Is fears is justified, for 
on Friday night, 'aving got all the 
money, Blaney steps outside the estami- 
nay an’ hits a Military Police over the 
ear.” 

“ WTiatever for ? "asked Chris. “ The 
War 's over.” 

“ That ’s a mystery ; but the mystery 
is solved when they 'ear that Blaney 
’as gone to clink to do ten days F.P. 
No. 2. 

‘“’E’s just gauged it to a nicety.’ 
says someone; ‘ ’e won’t come out till 
we ’re demobbed, an’ ’e ’ll be orf before 
Beginald gets back from leave.’ 

“It’s ’ere the finest scene in the 
fillum ought to ’appen. Imagine a 
crowd of defrauded an’ infuriated sol- 
diery, led by Beginald, marching up to 
the F.P. compound and demanding that 
the miserable Blaney an’ their stakes 
should be ’anded over to them. 

“/Never! ’ says the Provost- Sergeant, 
twirling his moustaches to needle 
points. 

“ * As a sportsman I appeal to you,* 
says Beginald, ‘or we’ll Avreck tl^e 
blinkin’ compound.’ 
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** * I *11 not give him up while I have 
breath in my body,* says the Provost- 
Sergeant, ‘ I *ve drawn Chelsea in the 
sweep/ 

Then should ensue the gloriousest 
shemozzle that ever was ; but this scene 
is spoiled by some miserable perisher 
who says it ain’t worth while making a 
rough house till they know who ’s won. 
What really happens is that they wait , 
till the Sunday papers arrive, when it 
is found Siizanne *as won the sweep, 
*er *aving drawn Sunderland, what was 
top-scorer with seven goals, 

“It is then that Eeginald’s noble 
nature shows itself. Instead of telling 
*er that she *s , won an* then disap- 
pointing *er by saying the prize money 
is in custody, *e buys ’er ticket for *alf- 
price. Then ’e goes to the compound 
an* bribes the sentry to let ’im talk to 
Blaney through the barbed wire. ' 

“ ‘ There ’s the winning ticket, 
Blaney' *e says ; ‘ now pay out.’ 

“ ‘Pay out?* says Blaney, grinning 
hideously. ‘ Why, what do you think I 
got into clink for ? * 

“ And the end comes with Beginald 
stalking *elplessly outside the wire, an* 
Blaney laughing an’ taunting *im from 
inside.” 

“I don’t think much of it,” said 
Chris critically. “ I know that Slaney — 

; *im what you call Blaney — actually 


do you down real proper, but as a 
Mum it ain’t a good ending.** 

“P’r’aps it ain’t — as it stands,” 
admitted Ghippo, “but when I ’in de- 
mobilized — when Beginald is demobi- 
lized, I should say, an* *e ’appens to 
meet that Jim Blaney there *11 be the 
finest fillum finish that *s ever been re- 
leased, if the police don’t interfere.” 

THIS FOB BEMBMBRANCE. 

[The Government is reported to have three 
million empty rum jars for sale.] 

I ’vE long mused on buying a rifle, 

A chunk of an aeroplane’s gear 
Or other belligerent trifle 
By way of a small souvenir ; 

I *ve thought ’twould be fine (and your 
pardon 

I beg if this savours of swank) 

If the grotto that graces my garden 
Were topped by a tank. 

But only this morn I decided 
Exactly the thing I preferred 
To call back the prodigies I di-d 
When the call for fatigue men was 
heard ; 

Though my life is again a civilian’s, 
Martial glories shall come back to 
view 

If I buy from these derelict millions 
A rum jar or two. 


Though the spirit *s long since been a 
“ goner,” 

Though the uttermost hgel-tap be 
drained, 

I will give them a place of high honour, 
Well knowing that once they con- 
tained 

My solace when seasons were rotten, 
When the cold put rny courage to 
flight, 

Or the sergeant, perchance, had for- 
gotten 

To kiss me good-niglit. 

In a world that is apt to be trying, 
When things are inclined to go ill 
And I’m sitting despondently sigh- 
ing, 

Perhaps they will comfort me still ; 
At the sight of these humble mementoes 
It may be once more I shall know 
From the cx’own of my head to my ten 
toes 

That radiant glow. 

Journalistic Candour. 

“Chances Hissed. 

By Tlie Daily Mail correspondent recently 
in Prance .” — Daily Mail, 

“ * The Trojan Person in Pink * will fill the 
bill at the Hayinarket,”— Pajgcv, 

Is this intended for a description of the 
lady to whom Paris gave the golden 
apple ? 
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THE WORM TURNS. 

A JUGGLER’S COMIC ASSISTANT REFUSES TO MUFF HIS TRICKS. 


PRESENCE OF MIND. 

Proud is not the word for me 
When I hear my 8-h.p. 

Latest model motor-bike, 

Having dodged the latest strike, 

Is awaiting me complete 
At the garage down the street. 

Joyfully I take my way 
(And a cheque-book too to pay 
The two hundred odd they thought it 
Bight to charge the man who bought 
it). 

Still, it is a lovely creature, 
Up-to-date in every feature, 

And a side-car, painted carmine — 
Joy ! to think they really are mine 1 

Time is short ; I don’t lose much in 
Starting, and I let the clutch in ; 

Lest I should accelerate j 

Passing through the garage-gate, 
Feeling certain as to what 11 
Happen, I shut off the throttle, 

When — my heart begins to beat — 

I ’m propelled across the street 
In a way I never reckoned, 

Gathering speed at every second. 

Frantic, I apply the brake. 

Realising my mistake 
With my last remaining wit : 

I've not shut, hat opened it ! ' 

In another instant 1 

Hit the curb und start to fly. 


Aeronautic friends of mine 
Say that flying is divine ; 

Now I ’ve tried it I confess 
Few things interest me less, 

Still, I own that in a sense 
It is an experience. 

These and other thoughts are there 
As I whistle through the air, 

And continue till I stop 
In an ironmonger’s shop 
(Kept by Mr. Horne, a kind 
Soul, but deaf and very blind). 

Still — I mention this with pride, 
For it shows how well I ride — 

I have left the bike outside. 

sic ^ ^c 

Little Mrs. Horne is sitting 
In the neat back-parlour, knitting. 
Mr. Horne, who hears the din 
Which I make in coming in, 
Leaves the shop and says to her : 

“ Martha, here ’s a customer. 

From the sound of clinking metal 
I should judge he wants a kettle.” 

Mrs. H. shows some surprise 
At the sight that greets her eyes, 
And, in answer to her shout, 

Mr. H. comes running out. 

il< sic sic sic sic 

Now, it ’s something of a strain 
On the busy human brain 
Passing through a window-pane 
To decide what it will do 
When at last it ’s safely througli. 


As I gaze around I find — 

Horror ! why, I must be blind 1 
Blind or dead, I don’t know which — 
All about is black as pitch ; 

Thick the atmosphere as well 
With a dank metallic smell . . « 

Guessing that I am not dead 
I attempt to loose my head 
Prom a kettle’s cold embrace ; 

And, meanwhile, to save my face 
(Finding I can’t get it out), 

Say politely — up the spout — 

“ Lovely morning, is it not, Horne ? 
Think I ’ll take this little lot, Horne; 
It is such a perfect fit, 

And I m so attached to it 
That I find I cannot bring 
My own head to leave the thing. 

So you will oblige me greatly 
If you ’ll pack them separately.” 


The Housing Stringency. 

“ House for Sale by 1ft., suitable for 
bed-sitting-room . ” — Provincial Paper ^ 

Commercial Candour. 

“We claim that we can do you anything in 
our line as well, or perhaps a little bit less 
than you will get it at many other i>laces.” 

Advt. in Local Paper, 


“Alleged Wallet-Snatcher Takes Two 
Omnibuses.” 

Evening News, 

No wonder there is a shortage in 
London travelling facilities. 
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THE WORD-BUILDERS; 

A Shortage of Straw. 

Aitcbkin has been doing great things 
in forage, but prosperity has not spoilt 
him. Although he must be aware that 
I remember him in pre-war 'days, when 
he used to strap-hang to the City with 
his lunch in a satchel, nevertheless he 
often invites me round on those rare oc- 
casions when he dines quietly at home. 

The other evening, as he toyed with 
a modest eigi it -course dinner, I per- 
ceived that his cheerfulness was a trifle 
forced, and I thought that probably he 
was worrying over the behaviour of his 
little son, who, tiring that afternoon of 
his motor scooter, had done incalculable 
damage to the orchid -house with a 
home-made catapult. 

When we were left alone with our 
cigars he unburdened his soul. It 
appears that, ever since the Armistice, 
arpbition has spurred Aitclikin to be 
something more than the ** & Co.” of a 
firm which has become torpid with war 
profits. He had decided to start in 
business “ on his lonesome,” and to 
make “Aitchkin” and ** forage” synony- 
mous terms. Already he had taken 
over the premises of a sovereign purse- 
maker at a reasonable figure,” ( When 
Aitchkin is “reasonable” soihebody 
loses money.) J3ut his bargain did not 
include a Telegraphic Address, and that 
morning, working from his letter-head- 
ing, “ Alfred Aitchkin,” he had brought 
himself to compose an appropriate 
word. ' To the “ Alf ” of the Christian 
name he added “ Alpha ” representing 
the initial of the surname (I suspected 
the assistance of his lady-typist), making 
the complete word “Alf -Alpha” or, 
written phonetically, “Alfalfa”— Spapish 
for lucerne. It was a word which 
could not fail to fix" itself indelibly in 
the minds of his clients, for it recalled 
not only Aitchkin’s name, but the com- 
modity he dealt in. Full of tlje pride 
of authorship he had driven round to the 
G.P.O. in liis touring ea.r. 

“But they crabbed it at once,” he 
said sadly. -“Telegraphic addresses 
nowadays have to confoi'm to a lot of 
rotten new rules.” 

He handed me a slip of paper on 
which, over the dead' body of “Alfalfa,” 
he had lotted down the followincf 
notes: — 

(1) Not less than eight, not more 
than ten letters. 

(2) Must not be composed of words 
or parts of ’svords. 

(3) Words or parts of words may be 
accepted if they appear in the middle. 

(4) Must not look like a word. 

(5) Must be pronounceable, 

(6) Eussian names, on account of 
theirunusualspelling,mightbe accepted. 

“And what*s more,” Aitchkin con- 
tinued, “ even when you ’ve got a \vord 
which the Department will accept, it 
has to be submitted to a Committee 
who take ‘ten to fourteen days* to 
make up their minds.’* 

A faint tinkling of the piano came to 
our ears. Mrs. Aitchkin was waiting 
to sing to us. I produced pencil and 
paper and threw myself heart and soul 
into Aibchkin*s problem. 

“Eules 2 and 3 are a little contra- 
dictory,*’ I said, “ and it will require no 
slight ingenuity to form a combination, 
of letters which shall be pronounceable 
(Eule 5) and yet avoid the damnable 
appearance of a word (Eule 4). The con- 
cession about Eussian' names reminds 
me of something I have read about 
shaking hands with murder. In any 
case it is a barren concession, because, 
as we have seen, telegraphic addresses 
must be pronounceable. There is some- 
thing sinister here,*’ I continued. “ This 
is the work of no ordinary mind. Some 
legal brain is behind all this.” 

Love of the bizarre and the latitude 
of the Eussian Eule led me to make 
my first attempt with the name of that 
all-round Bolshevik sportsman, Blodn- 
JINKOFF, and I was endeavouring to 
abridge it to not less than eight and not 
more than ten letters without spoiling 
the natural beauty of the name when 
Aitchkin stopped me rather brusquely. 
And rny next effort, “Plucrces,” he 
quashed, because he said that the im- 
placable suspicion of the G.P.O. would 
be at oncQ aroused by the diphthong. I 
fancy, though, from the narrowing, of 
his eyes that he had some misgivings 
as to the derivation of the word. 

I then set to work 'with alternate 
consonants and vowels (which must 
give a pronounceable word), dealing 
with difficulties under the other rules 
as they might arise. Meanwhile Aitch- 
kin; after the manner of an obstruc-, 
tionist official of the worst type, sat 
over me with the rules, condemning my 
results. Even “Telegrams: Hahaha- 
iiAHA London,” merely caused him to 
sniff contemptuously. 

“ You. *11 like this one,” I exclaimed — 
Arleyota. Tliis is a combination of 
the word ‘barley’ - (the ‘b* being 
treated as obsolete like the ‘n’ in 
• norange *) and the word ‘ oat ’ with 
the ‘ a ’ and ‘ t ’ tratis^posed.” 

Aitchkin. was interested. Breathing 
heavily, he tested the word with each 
rule in .turn, while I sat relaxed in my 
chair. I pictured Arleyota passed by 
the Department and brought into a 
hushed chamber before a solemn con- 
clave of experts. 'How they would 
probe and analyse it during those 
momentous ten to fourteen days. And 
what a sensation there would be when 

they discovered that Arleyota begins 
and ends with the indefinite article. 

Aitchkin thrust the papers into his 
pocket and rose abruptly, jamming the 
stopper more tightly into a decanter 
with his podgy hand. 

“Not too bad, Arleyota,” he said 
loftily; “1*11 get them to polish it up 
at the office to-morrow.” (So I tvas 
right about the lady-typist). 

He opened the door and \ve passed 
out. 

“But it ends in ta,” he' shouted 
against the Boses of Picardy which 
now came with unbroken force from 
the drawing-room. “‘Ta* is a 'svord, 
you know.” 

“ You may use it as such,” I bawled, 

“ but they’ve never heard of it among 
the stall of the G.P.O.” 

THE WANDEEEE IN NOEFOLK. 

A Fantasia on East Anglian 
Place-Names, 

Tired by tlie City’s ceaseless roaring 

I fiy to Great or Little Snoring ; 

When crowds grow riotous and lawless 

I seek repose at Stratton Strawless ; 
When feeling thoroughly woek-endish 

I hie in haste to Barton Bendish, 

Or vegetate at Little Hautbois 
(Still uninvaded by the “dough-boy”). 
The simple rustic fare of Brockdish 
Excels the choicest made or mock dish ; 
Nor is there any so 

Superb as that of Spooner Eow. 
Pett-Eidge’s lively Arthur Lidlingtcn 
Might possibly be bored at Didlington ; 
And I admit that it would stump Shaw 
T o stir up a revolt at Strumpshaw, 

The spirits of unrest are wholly 

Out of their element at Sloley ; 

But even the weariest straphanger 
Eegains his courage at Shelfanger. 

No taint of Bolshevistic snarling 

Poisons the atmosphere of Laiiing, 

And infants in the throes of teething 
Become seraphical at Seething. 

Nor must my homely Muse be mute on 
The charms of Guist and Sail and 
Booton, 

Shimpling and Tattersett and Stody 
(Which, be it noted, rhymes with ruddy), 
And fair Winfarthing, where King Ting 
Would seek in vain for a casino 

Or even a flask of maraschino. 

For here, far from the social scurry 

That devastates suburban Surrey, 

You find the authentic countryside ; 
Here, taking Solitude for bride, 

The wanderer almost forgets 

The jazzing crowd, the miners* threats. 

“ UNAPPROACHABLE 

Family Ales & Stout.” 

Advt, in Provincial Paper n 
This should please Mr. “ Pussyfoot.” 
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SHAKSPEARE AND THE NEW ART. 

‘What’s here? The portrait oe a blinking idiot?” 

Merchant of Venice ^ Act II. Sc, 9, 
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can see our opponents — hate in their IT DOESN’T PAY I” Mr. thanked the proposer and seconders 

eyes — as they brace themselves for the Scotch Pa^^er, for their compliment. Paper, 


roar of a "neighbouring cascade. 

“Lieut proposed that Mr. , our 

present vice-chairman, be elected to the chair 
until the usual election of officials took place, 
by that time a capable member would probably 
be found willing to accept the position. 

Mr. thanked the proposer and seconders 

for their compliment .” — Service Paper, 


eyes — as they brace themselves for the Scotch Paper, for their compliment. ’’—TSm-icc Paper, 

shock. Now we are into them, fighting Suspiciously like a case of “Your money The new chairman seems Jo be eai^ly 
silently, with a sorb of cold fury save or your life I ” ' pleased. 





Smi^y School Teacher. me, JUogib, you’re kot going away before the sisbvxcb is begun?" 

Mttle Gvrl. It s our I’ebdbie, Miss. ’E ’s swaixowed the coblection.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

Inevitably you will find a sad significance in the title of 
HarvMt (OoLLLNS), the last story. I suppose, that we shall 
have from the pen of Mrs. Humphry Ward. It is a quite 
simple tale, very simply told, and of worth less for its in- 
herent drama than for the admirable picture it gives of rural 
^ugland in the last greatest days of the Great War. iHow 
quick was the writer’s sympathy with every phase of the 
natumal ordeal is proved again by a score of vivid passages 
m which the fortunes of her characters are dated by the 
teemendous events that form their background. The story 
itself is of two women in partnership on a Midland farm, one 
of whom, the senior, has in her past certain secret episodes 
which, as IS the, way of such things, return to find her out 
and bnng her happiness to ruin. The character of this 
/aliens well and vigorously drawn, though there is perhaps 
little in her personality as shown here to make understand- 
able the passion of her past. All the details of life on the 
land in the autumn of 1918 are given with a skill that 
brings into the book not only the scent of the wheat-field 
but the stress, emotional and economic, of those unforget- 
I table months. Because it is all so typically English one 
may call it a true consummation of the work of one who 
loved England well. In Mrs. Ward’s death the world of 
letters mourns the loss of a writer whose talent was ever 


ungrudgingly at the service of her counti-y. She leaves a 
gap that it will be hard to fill. 

In some ways I tiiink that they will be fortunate who do 
not read A Bemedy Against Sin (Hutchinson) till the 
vicissitudes of book-life have deprived it of its pictorial 
wrapper, because, though highly attractive as a drawing 
the very charmingly-clad minx of the illustration is hardly 
a figure to increase one’s sympathy witli her as an injured 

precisely this sympathy that 
Mr. W. B. Maxwell is playing for— first, last and aU the 
time. His title and the puffs preliminaiy will doubtless 
have given you the aim of the story, “ to influence the public 
I mind on one of the most vital questions of the day," the 
injustice of our divorce laws. Eor this end Mr. Maxwell 
has exercised all his ability on the picture of a foolish young 
wife, chained to a lout who is shown passing swiftly from 
worse to unbearable, and herself broken at last by the 

ordeal of the witness-box in a “defended action." Inevitably 

such a book, a record of disillusion and increasing misery 
can hardly be cheerful; tales with a purpose seldom are. 
But the poignant humanity of it will hold your sympathy 
throughout. You may think that Mr, Maxwell too obvi- 
ousljr loads his dice, and be aware also that (like others of 
its km^ the story suffers from over-concentration on a 
single theme. It moves in a world of inoompatibles. The 
heroine’s kindly friend is tied to a dipsomaniac wife; her 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIYAEI. 


[April 14 , 1920 . 


coachman has no remedy for a ruined home because of the -has too often allowed an honest indignation to carry him 
expense of divorce, and so on. To a great extent, however, past his mark into the regions of burlesque, and in par- 
Mr. Maxwell’s craft has enabled him to overcome even ticular to confuse character with caricature. But as a 
these obstacles; his characters, though you may suspect topical squib, briskly written, will ppvide 

manipulation, remain true types of their rather tiresome plenty of angry amusement, with enough suggestion^ of 
kind, and the result is a book that, though depressing, the roman d clef to keep the curious happy in fitting 
refuses to be put down. But as a wedding-present — no ! originals to its many portraits. I should perhaps add that 

the plot, such as it is, is held together by a rather per- 

The Underivorld (Jenkins) describes life round about and functory and intermittent love-afiair, too obviously em- 
down below a small coal-mine in Scotland something near ployed only to fill up time while the author is thinking 
thirty years ago. Its author, James Welsh, tells us in a out some fresh exposure. This I regretted, as Mary, the 
simple manly preface that he became a miner at the age heroine, is here a shadow of what seems attractive and 
of twelve, and worked at every phase of coal-getting till original substance. I wonder that the author did not invent 
lately he was appointed check-weigher by his fellows, and for her a Ministry of Eomance. He is quite capable of it. 

therefore writes of what he knows at first hand. Here 

then is a straightforward tale with for hero a sensitive and Among the writers who have established stable reputa- 
enthusiastic young miner who draws his inspiration from tions for themselve§'-during the War *‘Klaxon” is in the 
Bob Smillie, loses his girl to the coal-owner’s son and his very front rank. This is. partly due to an easy natural style, 
life in a rescue-party. The villain, double-dyed, is not the but most to a sound judgment and an amazingly clear eye 
coal-owner but his “gaffer/’ who favours his men as to for essentials. To those (not myself) who want to forget the 
choice of position at last few years it may 

the coal-face in return ||i|iii||h|||||i,i,| 8 j y seem that ^Ye have 


choice of position at 
the coal-face in return 
for favours received 
from their wives. The 
chief surprise to the 
reader will be the differ- 
ence between the status 
and power of the miner 
then and now. The 
writer has a consider- 
able skill in composing 
effective dialogue, es- 
pecially between his 
men; gives a convinc- 
ing picture of the pit 
and home life, the 
anxieties, courage, affec- 
tions and aspirations 
of the friends^of whom 
he is “ so proud.” Nor 
does he cover up their 
weaknesses. Purple 



seem that we have 
already been given 
enough opportunities 
to read about our sub- 
marines. Well, I have 
read nearly everything 
that has been written oi i 
this subject -and could 
yet draw great dehglit' 
from The Story of OvzX 
Stibrnarines (Black- 
wood), a most inform- 
ing and fascinating 
book. “ Whatever hap- 
pens,” says “Klaxon,” 

“ the German policy 
of torpedoing merchant 
ships without warning 
must be made not only 
illegal but unsafe for "a 
nation adopting it. . . , 
If these notes of mine 
serve no other purpose, 


nassaffes of fine writing AUCTION OP MISCELLANEOUS ABTIOLBS LEPT “^n aaoptmg it. . . , 

behind in railway carriages. ■ ■ ' - t'3«se notes of mmo 

show his inexperience I— — ■ , . — : ; —serve no other purpose, 

pitfalls by the way, but his work rings true they will, at any rate, do something towards differentiatin*^ 
and deserves to be read by many at the present time when between the submarine and the U-boat.” By which it will be 
miners are so far from being victims of “ the block ” — the seen that to his many other claims on our regard “ Kl\xon ” 
employers device for starving out a “ difficult ’’ man-that adds the gift, not always found among experts, of modesty, 
they look like fitting the boot to another leg. One is made a ^ y- 

to realise their anxietv to get rid of that boot. ^ 

^ the YI8IT. 

Eow They Did If (Methuen) may be regarded as a novel When I went to Fairyland, visiting the Queen 

of Its good intentions. The object is an exposure of war silver was the harness, crimson were the reins 

was left with the idea that greater moderation would have When I went to Fairyland, indeed you cannot think 
made a better case. To illustrate it, he takes his hero. What pretty things I had to eat, what pretty things to drink- 
Davtd Grant, through a variety of experiences. Incapaci- And did you know that butterflies could sing like little birds 
tated from active fighting through the loss of an arm, he is And did you guess that fairy-talk is not a bit like words ’ ' 
given work as a housing officer on the Home Front. Hisen- ' t i.j. n - , , . * ! 


ne wanders round seeking civilian war-work (and marking ^ tjvtjxy mgau x n&ten lor a capping on the pane — 
only dishonesty everywhere), and ends up with a post in ^ Fairyland again, R. p. 

the huge, newly-formed and almost entirely farcical Minis- ^ ■ ■■■ ===; 

try of Business. This final epithet p^s in one word my “WanM, Bedroom and Sitting-room (fumisliod), with usoof bath- 
criticism oi Mr. U Donovan s method. Everyone admits the without attendance .” — Provincial Paper » 

large grain of truth in -his charges; the trouble is that he We share the advertiser’s desire for privacy during ablutions. I 
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- It appears that Irish criminals may- 

be divided into three classes (a) The 
ones you can’t catch ; (Z>) The ones you 
have caught but can’t convict ; (c) The 
ones you have convicted but can’t keep 
in prison. ... 

To such an extent has America gone 
dry that nearly all letters despatched 
from Scotsmen living over there are 
posted with the stamps pinned to the 
envelopes. * ... 

sjc‘ " 

** We are certainly going to gain by 
the sale of the Slough works,” said Mr. 
Bonae Law last week. Whether to an 
extent that will justify 
the Government for 
having kept The Dai ly 
Mail waiting like that 
is another question. 

- Mr. JAMES Fowlee 
of Deptford has offer- 
ed to walk from West- 
minster Bridge to 
Brighton with a jar' 

On hie head, We as- 

^sume that he has mis- 
laid his hat. 

^ In Hertfordshire the 
6ther day a boy was 
knocked down by a 
funeral-car. It may 
have been an accident, 

But it has all the ap- 
pearance of greed, 

* 

A constable giving 
evidence at Willesden 
police - court said a 
prisoner called him a 

sergeant - major.” 

We feel sure the fellow 
could not have meant it. 

Mrs. Alice L. Yocum, of Boone, U.S. A., 
has just obtained her thirteenth divorce. 
It is said that she has the finest col- 
lection of husbands in .America, 

The man who last week said he bad 
not read “ Another Powerful Article” by 
Mr. Hoeatio Bottomley in the Sunday 
Press is thought to be an impostor, 

' - 

Parents in New York who are afraid 
of losing their children may register 
them at the Bureau of Missing People. 
As we have na such institution in this 
country parents must adopt the old 
method of writing their names and 
Siddresses on the top right-hand, corner 

6f their olFspring. 

' - 

Any wind blowing at more than 


seventy miles an hour, says an inform- 
ing paper, may be called a hurricane. At 
the same time we doubt if this would 
have much effect on it. 

* * 

Our sympathy is with the young 
Flight Lieutenant of the E.A.F. who 
has been unable to keep up with the 
uniforms designed by the Air Ministry. 
He is now said to be three uniforms 
behind. ^ 

It is claimed that whilst standing on 
a certain rock near Aberdeen one* can 
obtain a thousand echoes from^ a- single 
shout. We understand that the local 
habit of going there in. order to pull a 
cork out of a bottle has now been pro- 



British Mimtm Official. “No, you can’t get into the Mummy Gallery. 
The Government opfioials are still there.” 

BtisHc. “What! ain’t they sorted 'em out yet?” 


hibited owing to the annoyance caused 
to American visitors. 

sK * 

A large grocery warehouse in Liver- 
pool was practically destroyed by fire 
last Thursday week. We understand 
that the orderly manner in which the 
cheeses fell in and marched out- of the 
danger-zone was alone responsible for 
preventing a panic. 

iU 

“Keep smiling and you will never 
need a doctor,” advises a -writer in an 
illustrated daily. A friend of ours wdio 
put it to the test now writes to us from 
a well-known county asylum advising 
us to choose the doctor. 

' According to a morning paper, Micky, 
the oldest ape in the Zoo, now "wears 
a mournful expression and seems to be 
tired of life. It is thought that he may 


have recently overheard the remark 
made by a thoughtless visitor that he 
was growing more like a Bolshevik 
every day. _ ^ ,,, 

A certain lamp-post in Maida Yale 
has bean knocked down twice by the 
same bus. If the bus knocks it down 
once more the lamp becomes its own 
property. 

The amazing report that one of the 
first six to finish in the London to 
Brighton walk was once a telegraph- 
boy is now denied. 

iU * 
sle 

There is a man living in the Edgware 
Eoad, it is stated, who has never been 
on an omnibus. He 
has often seen them 
whizzing by, he de- 
clares, but has always 
resisted the tempta- 
tion to take the fatal 
plunge. 

There will be no 
Navalmanoeuvres this 
year, it is announced. 
How under these con- 
ditions Mr. Pollen 
can continue to teach 
the Navy its business 
is a very grave ques- 
tion. ^ 

At a St. .Dunstan’s 
auction at Thornton 
Heath autographs of 
Mr. George Eobey 
and the Premier were 
sold at ten shillings 
each. Mr. Eobey-, it 
appears, generously 
insisted on treating 
the matter as a joke, 

A Manchester scientist claims to 
have discovered a means of making 
vegetable alcohol undrinkable witho*!!! 
impairing its usefulness. It looks as if 
the secret of Government ale must have 
leaked out at last. 

We are in a position to deny a report 
which was being spread in connection 
with a certain Model Village scheme, 
to the effect that the model bricklayer 
had refus'ed to perform unless he was 
provided with a model public-house, 
while the model public-house could 
not be provided until the model brick- 
layer started work, 

sK 

*1* 

Bonnet strings, says a fashion paper, 
will be worn by debutantes this sum- 
mer. Apron strings, we gather, will 
continue to be unfashionable with o-ar 
flappers. 
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ON THE ITALIAN RIVIERA. 

England to her France. 

This is a joyous trysting-place, my love, 

'With no inconstant climate to distract us; 

Pure azure is the sky that laughs above 
These admirable bowers of prickly cactus, 

Where we may nestle, conjugating arm 
("Dear old San Eemo!). 

WeVe had our difference, as lovers do; 

A slight misunderstanding came between us; 

But that is past ; the sky (I said) is blue 
And this the very sea that nurtured Venus; 

Gome, like her doves amid the groves of myrtle — 
Come, let us turtle. 

“How can they ever kiss again?” ’twas said; 

But Love made light of that absurd conundrum; 

And lo! your breast is pillow to my head, 

' And we ’ve a pair of hearts that beat as one drum ; 

Our bonds, if anything, are even more 
! Tight than before. 

Your independence caused a passing pain, 

But now, I thank you, I am feeling better; 

You '11 never go upon your own again 
Nor I will write another nasty letter; 

Embrace me, thep, for sign of love’s renewal, 

Mon hijoib (jewel). 0, S. 

THE IDENTIFICATION OF HOBBS. 

Old. Hobbs, the gardener, has been in our family longer 
than I have. Although we live within twenty miles of 
London only once has he made the journey to the great 
city, for that one memorable day so nearly ended in disaster 
that he always speaks of it with a shudder. Indeed, but 
for the arrival of Mrs. Hobbs, belated, flustered and inquir- 
ing everywhere for her man, he must assuredly have spent 
the night in a policerstation. 

This is how it all happened. Mrs. Hobbs was returning 
fron^ a visit to isolations in Sussex, and her husband was 
to^ meet her in London, convoy her across the city and 
bring her home. In prder to avail himself of a cheap fare 
' .Hobbs left by the 7.30 train, though his wife would not 
arrive till four o’clock in the afternoon. 

He managed to get across London somehow. After 
locating the station at which Mrs. Hobbs was to arrive his 
intention was to spend the day “looking round London 
a hit;” but the crowds and the traffic were too much for 
the old counti'yman, so he sought safety by 'staying where 
he was.' 

Time hung heavily after a while. He lingered round the 
bookstall looking at the books and papers till a pert girl 
behind the counter asrked him if he wouldn’t like a chair; 
but when Hobbs, who was never rude and consequently 
never suspected rudeness in other people, raised his hat 
and said, “No, tbank/ee, Miss, I be all right standing,” 
even the pert girl was disarmed. 

Next he amused, himself counting the milk-churns ontlie 
I platform. Then lie killed time by interesting himself in 
thp stacks of unattended luggage and examining the 
labels ; and at three o’clock a railway policeman laid a 
hand on his shoulder and asked him what his game was. 

Hobbs, a little startled but clear in conscience, told his ' 
tale. 

“That don’t do for me,” announced the constable. “I i 
been keeping observation on you since nine, and your wife i 
don t arrive till four, so you say. I seen you hanging j 


round the luggage and fingering parcels, and you’ll just 
come with me to the police-office as a suspected person 
loitering. An old luggage-thief, I should say, to put it 
quite plain.” 

“ Me a thief ! ” gasped Hobbs, roused to realities ; “ why, 
I Ve worked ever since I was twelve, and me sixty-three 
now; 1 was never a thief, Sir. Look at me hands.” 

The constable inspected them critically. “ They ’re a bit 
horny certainly; but then that may be only your dam 
artfulness. Come on and talk to the Sergeant.” 

The Railway Police- Sergeant briskly inquired his name, 
address, occupation and ail the rest of it. Hobbs gave a 
good account of himself and mentioned that he had worked 
in our family for forty- two years.’ 

“ Any visiting-cards, correspondence or other papers to 
identify you ? ” asked the Sergeant mechanically. He had 
said it so often^to the people who cry “ Season ! Season ! ” 
when there is no "Season. 

Hobbs ccmfessedto having none of these things ; and no, 
he knew no one in London. 

“Then you’ll stay here till four,” pronounced the 
Sergeant, “ and we ’ll see if this good lady of yours comes 
along.” 

But, alas! no Mrs. Hobbs appeared. “Must have 
missed the train,” suggested Hobbs despairingly. “ P’r’aps 
the trap broke down or something.” 

There was only one more train, it seemed, and that 
was not due until nine. 

“Oh, I don’t think my missus ’ud like to be so late as 
that,” said the suspect. “ She 'd wait till the mornipg. I 
don’t reckon she ’ll come to-night.” 

“ No more don’t I.” The constable was beginning to 
enjoy himselh “If T was you I should drop the bluff and 
own I was fair caught. If you was to ask me, I should 
say you didn’t look like a married man at all. Well see 
what the Sergeant says now.” 

The Sergeant was accordingly consulted. He too "was 
rather sceptical. 

“ If there ’s any truth in what you say you ’d better wire 
R), this gentleman at Monk’s Langford that you say you 
work for, and try if we can identify you somehow,” he 
advised. And to the constable, “ Take him to the Telegraph 
Office and let him send his wire. Then bring him back 
here. Mind he don’t give you the slip.” 

So Hobbs, sighing deeply and perspiring freely, wrote 
his message: “Sir, they have got me in the police-station 
here and say I am a suspected person, which you know I 
never was, having worked for you. Sir, and your father for 
forty-two years. But the Sargeant here says ho wants 
proofs, and you. Sir, must vouch for me as being respectable, 
which you know I am, and none of us was ever thieves. 
So will you please do so, Sir, and oblige, as this leaves mo 
at present, George Hobbs.” 

The clerk glanced at it, “ It ’s a long message,” ho said : 

“ it 11 cost four or five shillings.” 

Hobbs hadn’t got that — no, really he hadn’t. 

The castable standing on guard, rather bored, inter- 
posed, •• We ain’t asking you to write a book about it.” 

that,” replied Hobbs anxiously. 
What would you say, Sir, if you was me ? ” 

” Don’t ask me,” answered the policeman. “ It’s your 

wire, nob mine. Send_ something you can pay for. We 
^ly wants to find out if you ’re the person you say you are. 
Daresay you d like me to write it for you, and you ’op it 
while I done it._ I seen your kind before. Try again, mate.” 

4.1. again. And that is how it came about 

that at tea-time a telegraph-hoy brought me the bewildering 
message : “ Mr. Lockwood, The Nook, Monk’s Langford! 

nhhet 9 TT..>>'UU« »» O * 


Sir, am I Hobbs? Hobbs. 
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LOYEES’ QTJAEEELS. 


,o=K («. iV*».). "WONDEKE'ni HOW A LITTLE SIOEM IN A TEA-TOT EEINeS 
OUT THE ELAYOUEl” 
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OUTSIDE THE RADIUS. 

Strong Man, ‘*How then, ladies and gentlemen, kind appreciation, if you please. 
West-End performer to ’alp kill ’isselp in the sueubs fob pourpence?” 


You SHORLY don’t EXPECT A GENUINII 


BRIDGE NOTES. 

(With acknowledgments to several con- 
te77iporari€S,) 

It would, I feel, be but fair to the 
great Bridge-playing public to preface 
these few notes with a'word of warning 
against the writers whom I find to my 
regret affecting to speak with authority 
on this subject in other periodicals. 
Until, as in the kindred profession of 
Medicine, it is impossible to practise 
without a Bridge degree, nothing can 
be done to prevent these quacks from 
laying down the law. All I can do for 
the present is to point 'out that there is 
only one writer who can speak not 
merely with authority, but with infalli- 
bility, upon all matters pertaining to 
our national game. 

In this the eighth instalment of my 
series on Auction etiquette, I should 
like to urge once more upon the young 
Bridge-player the importance of play- 
ing quickly, i^nd this because yet 
another case has come under my notice 


in which much trouble mighty have 
been avoided by doing so. In this case 
A. took seven minutes to decide whether 
to play the King or the Knave, which, 
especially as the Queen had already 
been played, was, I consider, far too 
long, y., the declarer, sitting on A.’s 
left, certainly found it so, for towards the 
end of the seventh minute he dropped 
off to sleep and his cards fell forward 
face upward on the table. Dummy 
having gone away in search of liquid 
refi’eshment, A. and his partner B. then 
played out the hand as they liked and 
then roused Y. to inform him that, in- 
stead of making game, he had lost three 
hundred above. 

Now, A. and B. were strictly within 
the rtiles of Auction Bridge in acting 
as they did. There is no legal time 
limit for players, as there is at cricket. 
But it would have been more tactful 
had they roused Y. at once, that he 
might see what they were doing with 
his cards. 

Nor should tact be confined to such 


comparatively rare incidents as this. 
For instance, it is a mistake to confuse 
Auction Bridge with Eugby foot))iil!. 

I have known players who declared 
“Two No-trumps'' in very much tho 
same manner as that in which a Eugby 
football-player throws tho opposing ; 
three-quarter over the side-line. Exces- : 
sive aggression is a mistake. A young 
Civil Servant of my acquaintance even 
went so far as to abstain from claiming 
an obvious revoke when the delinquent 
was the chief of his department. U nfor- 
tunately, however, this young man, so 
wise in other ways, had*’ the annoying 
1 habit of turning his chair to bring him 
luck. On one evening, when the run 
of the cards was against him, he turned 
his chair between every hand and so i 
annoyed his chief that no promotion 
has ever come his way, and he now 
spends his days bitterly regretting that 
he did not claim that revoke. 

Passing to another point, 1 am asked 
by a correspondent if it is permissible 
occasionally to play from to right, 
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instead of from right to left, just to 
relieve the monotony* He asks, not 
unreasonably, why, if this is not so, 
writers on Bridge go to the trouble of 
putting those little curved arrows to 
show which way round the cards are 
to be played. 

For myself, I see no reason why the 
right-tO'left convention should not occa- 
sionally be reversed, always provided 
that the whole table agrees beforehand 
to play in the same direction. 

There are many other points to 
which I should like to refer, and many 
players to whom 1 should like to give 
a word of warning. There is the player 
who suddenly breaks off to join in the 
conversation of other people who hap- 
pen to be in the room* There is the 
player who whistles to himself while 
he is playing : this is a grave fault, nor 
does the class of mu’sic whistled affect 
the question ; the Preislied performed 
through the teeth is quite as exasper- 
ating as K-K-Katie, Then there is the 
player who breathes so hard with the 
exertion of the game that he blows the 
cards about the table. Finally there is 
the player who slaps the face of his or 
her partner. This is a mistake, how- 
ever great the provocation. I have not 
space now to deal exhaustively with 
these breaches of Auction etiquette. 
Besides, I have to keep something in 
hand for future articles* 


THE MADDING CROWD. 

The scene is an Irish Point-to-Point 
meeting. 

The course lies along a shallow valley, 
bounded on the north by a wall of 
cloudy blue mountains. 

At each jump stands a group of 
spectators ; the diflBculby or danger of 
an obstacle may be measured by the 
number of spectators who stand about 
it, recounting tales of past accidents and 
hoping cheerfully for the future. Motor 
cars, side-cars, waggonettes, pony- 
traps and ass-carts are drawn up any- 
how round a clump of whitewashed 
farm buildings in the background. 

Blanketed hunters are having their 
legs rubbed or being led*up and down 
by grooms. Comes a broken-winded 
tootle on a coach-horn and the black- 
and-scaiiet drag of the local garrison 
trundles into view. The unsophisticated 
gun- horses in the lead shy violently at 
the flapping canvas of an orange-stall 
and swerve to the left into a roulette- 
booth presided over by a vociferous 
ancient in a tattjered overcoat and blue 
spectacles. The gamblers scatter like 
flushed partridges and the ancient bites 
the turf beneath his upturned board 
amid a shower of silver coins. The, 
, leaders, scared .by the animated table. 





- Foreman {to new hand). “What abe you doin’ there?” 

New Hand. “ Oilin’ the wheelbabbow.” 

Foreman. “Well, just let it alone. ' What do you know about maciiin 


and the blood-curdling invocations and 
wildly-waving arms and legs of the 
fallen croupier, shy . violently in the 
opposite direction and disappear into 
the refreshment-tent, whence issue the 
crash of crockery and the shrieks of the 
attendant Hebes. (Lieut.-Oommander 
Kenworthy should have some questions 
to pop about this at Westminster when 
next the Irish Question .comes up.) 

The bookmakers are perched a-top of 
a grassy . knoU which overlooks the 
whole course, and around them surges 
the crowd. 

* ^ 
Scarecroio {in somebody's cast-off 
dinner-jacket and somebody else' s ahan^ 
do7ied hunting breeches). Kyard of the 
races ! Kyard of the races ! 

Farmer. Here y* are.. How much ? 
Scarecrow. Wan shillin'-an’-sixpence, 
Sorr. 


Farmer. There's “Price ws 
lin* " printed on ut, ye blagyan 
Scarecroiv. The sixpence is 
Government's little Intertainmi 
Sorx, 

Farmer. Oh, go to the divil I 
Scarecrow. Shure an' I wil 
honour T1 give me a letther oi 
duction. We 11 call ut a shilli 
and 1 11 sthand the loss mesilf , 
[Farmer jparts with the p 
the Scarecrow dodges sw\ 
the crowd. The Farmer 
the card and frowns in a 
way ; then the date cai 
eye and he curses and , 
list to pieces. 

Fanner. Drat take the liti 
he 's sold me last year's kyard 
Cattle-Dealer {shoutmg). 1 
him there ! 

Farmer. Whist, let him go. 
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trap some others first the Tvay I ’ll nol 
be the only mug on the market this day 
Trickster {setting nj) his table ana 
jerking his cards about). I’m afthei 
losin’ a pony to thim robbers beyant 
but, as Pierpont Eockafeller said tc 
Jawn D. Morgan, “ business is business 
an’ if ye 'don’t speculate ye won’t accu- 
mulate.” Spot the dame and my 
money’s yours; spot the blank and 
yours is mine. “ The quickness of the 
hand deceives the eye, or vicy-versy,” 
as Lord Carnegie remarked to Andrew 
Eothschild. Walk up, walk up, my 
sporty gintlemen and thry yer luck wid 
the owld firm. 

Farmer. There go the harses down to 
the post. Who’s that leadin’ on the 
black? 

Dealer. Young Misther Barley, no 
less. ’Tis a great fella for all kinds of 
divarsion he is, the same. . I was be- 
yant to Darleystown this week past 
and found him fightin’ a main o’ cocks 
before the fire in liis grandmother’s 
drawin’-room. Herself viz up off her 
bed and gave the two of us the father 
and mother of a dhrubfain’ wid her 
crutch, an’ she desthroyed wid the gout 
an’ all. 

Far^ner. ’Tis herself has the great 
heart. Hey ! that ’s never Clancy goin’ 
down on the owld fosey mare? Faith, 
it ’s sorra a ha’porth cud she course or 
lep these fifteen years. 

Dealer. Lep, is ut? Shure she’ll 
spring out like a birrd an’ fear no foe 
by dint of the two bottles of potheen 
she has taken an’ the couple o’ lads 
Clancy has stationed at ivvery jump 
to^ let a roar at her an’ hearthen her 
wid the sthroke of an ash-plant as she 
comes at ut.” 

First Goimtnj Boy. Arrah, they ’re 
off, they ’re away ! 

Second Country Boy. Thin let us 
down to the big double, avic, and be 
the grace of God we ’ll see a corpse. 

. Oirl in Brown (hopping from one foot 
to the other). Can you see Freddy, 
Uncle George ?’ Is he in front ? I ’m 
sure he is. ^ He hasn’t faUen, has he? 
He won’t fall, will he ? I’m sure he 
will. I do hope he ’ll win ; I kno^o he 
won’t. The jumps look frightful, and 
I’m certain hell break his darling 
neck. Oh, where is he, Uncle George ? 

U? 2 cle George, Here, take my field- 
glasses. 

Obd in Broton. I can’t see, I can’t see. 
Uncle George {drily). Try looking' 
through them the other way round. 

Beshatoled Covne {toioing an aged 
beggar-man toko loears a framed placard ^ 
reminding the public that charity 
covers ^ a multitude of sins” and an- t 
nouncing that the bearer is not only 
“ teetotally ” deaf and dumb, but also ] 
Mind, barmy and partially paralysed), r 

' - % 

b May God’s blessin’ and the blessin’s oi 
all the howly Saints an’ Martyrs be on 
ye, and would ye spare a little coppei 
for a poor owld sthricken cratiire an 
I ’ll pray for ye this night an’ ivvery 
night of me life ? 

Girl in Broton. Give her a shilling, 
Uncle George, and tell her to pray for 
Freddy noio. 

[Uncle George does the needful. 
Beggar-man {miracioloiisly recovei ing 
his speech). Whist! Was that a shillin’ 
he gave ye ? That makes ten ye have 
now, thin. Eun like a hare an’ put ut 
on Acrobat at the best ye can get. 
Farmer. Clancy leads be a length. 
Dealer. Thin ’tis a hardy rider will 
dare pass the owld foxey mare now, for 
she’d reach out an’ chew the leg off 
him, she ’s that jealous. 

Farmer. Woof 1 Pat Maguire is into 
the wather head-first an’ dhrinkin’ a 
bellyful, I ’ll warrant — which same will 
be a new sensation for him. 

Dealer. It will indeed. ’Tis a wonder 
he wouldn’t send a lad round the course 
before him givin’ the ditches a dash 
from a pocket-flask the way he ’d be in 
his iliment should he take a toss— the 
thirsty poor fella ! . 

Farmer. The foxey mare is down on 
her nose an* Clancy throwing somer- 
sets all down the course. Acrobat 
has ut. 

Dealer. He has not. He is all bet 
up. He ’s rollin’ like a Wexford pig- 
boat. Beau Brocade has the -legs of 
him. 

Girl in Broton {jtmipingup atid doion). 
Beau Brocade! Beau Brocade! Oh, 
Freddy darling ! 

Beggar-man {miraculomly recovering 
his sight). Acrobat! Put the whip to 
him, ye lazy varmint ! Acrobat ! Ocb, 
wirra, wirra ! 

. Dealer. Beau Brocade has him cot. 
He is on his quarther. He is on his 
shoulder. They are neck and neck. 
He has him bet. • Huroosh ! 

Farmer. Yy/'hat are you hurooshin’ for 
—you with five poun’ on Acrobat ? 

Dealer (crestfalleri). Ocb, dang it, I 
was forgettin’. 

Girl in Brown {dancing and cla 2 )ping 
her hands). Hurray! Hurray! Hurray! 
Beggar-man. * :ic .-c!!! - :jc ..in 
[Local brass hand, throned in a 
dilapidated waggonette, explodes ; 
into the opening strains of i 
^ “ Garryowen.” 

Patlandeh. 

“ The question whieh arises in the mind of , 
ihe wit(^ is this:— ‘Is SalioyHc Aldehyde. • 
< coil orthohydroxy benzaldchyde ” 
OB ' 

ihe cause of the trouble ? ^ ” 

The Fruit-Grower. 

must be a dreadful thing to liave a 
nind like that. 

TELEPHONE TACTICS. 

It is now some months since the 
great autumn offensive was conducted 
with the idea of biting off* an awdiward 
salient in my circumstances— in brief, 
of obtaining the necessary telephone to 
enable me to commence an ordered 
existence. For many, many days iny 
voice had been unheard crying in the 
wilderness that I was a poordemobilised 
soldier, that I had once had a teleplioxie 
and had given it up at my country’s 
call, and please couldn’t they give me 
back even my old, old telephone again? 

I have already told how in response to 
these very human appeals I at length 
got only a request for the balance due 
for calls for 1914. My old friend Time, 
however, worked bis proverbial wonders 
and one day a telephone came — phit ! 
like that. 

Directly it had come I suspected a 
trap somewhere. Nor were my friends 
behindhand in telling me of the horrors 
of gigantic and inexorable bills from 
which there was ho appeal. They said 

I must have a coin-box. Excellent 
idea 1 I would have a coin-box. 

So the great Spring off'ensive began. 

In early February I opened a strong 
barrage upon the main headquarters 
(how lovingly these ancient military 
metaphors come back to one!) and kept 
up a little light harassing fire upon 
the District Agent. The enemy replied 
with rigid uniformity upon printed 
forms — a mean advantage, for I have 
to type mine myself. But matters 
progressed. At the end of the first 
fortnight I had been advised that the 
work- of installing my coin-box had 
been entrusted to no fewer than three 
groups of engineers, “to whom you 
should refer in all cases.” 

^ Well, I “referred” for some little 
time, and then, after a decent interval, 
made their acquaintance separately* 

If anything was calculated to bring 
back memories of the lighter side of 
the War it was the gracious and suave 
manner in which I despatched and re- 
despatched to other departments. I 
might have been the buffest of buff 
slips the way I was “passed to you, 
please.’-’ 

Once again I cancelled all my work 
in the pursuit of where the rainbow 
ends. Nor was this renunciation any 
great hardship, for I had been writing 
a book about the Eealities of War, and 
had just found that all the horrors that 
ever might have happened had already 
been set down by one who saw most 
of the garne, being an onlooker. “ But 
this,” I said, as I set out every morn- 
ing — it this is the life, pure adveixture 
in every moment of it.” 

My efforts were rewarded. In late 





MANNERS AND MODES. 

THEN AND NOW. 



308 



February three people came and Ioffe 
three coin-boxes — in pieces. Then I 
must admit that I did a foolish thing. I 
wrote and said that I only wanted one 
box. I was airaid that if I kept them 
all it would be a case of “Thr-r-ree 
pennies, please,” instead of one. (Mine 
is a penny district). 

It annoyed them all. They came 
and took all the boxes away again — 
jealousy, I suppose. So at the end of 
February I was back in my old trenches 
again and yisitors were sfeill saying, 

Oh, do you mind if I ring up So-and- 
so?” and I was listening to myself 
answering, “Oh, do. No, of course don’t 
bother about the twopence” (visitors 
always want calls just outside the 
radius ,* I do myself). 

The crisis came in March. It was 
then that I joined the criminal classes. 
For many days I had haunted the 
telephone dump, taking a melancholy 
pleasure in watching real engineers 
come out with real coin-boxes for other 
people. No Peri at the golden^ gate 
ever looked more wistful. I know now 
that it is opportunity that makes the 
'criminal, and one day the opportunity 
came. It came in the form of a young 
and evidently new hand, who emerged 
from the dump and pitched upon me — 
me of all people — to ask, “Can you tell 
me where this place is ? ” As he spoke 
be began to get out a slip with the 


address, and in that moment my fate 
was sealed. One glance showed me 
that he was the bearer of a perfectly 
good coin-box, and in a second I had 
seized the opportunity. 

What he said I have not the slightest 
idea and it wouldn’t have mattered what 
the address had been ; before he started 
I had assured him that by a curious 
coincidence I was going to that very 
place, and that by a still more curious 
coincidence I was the very man who 
wanted that coin-box. Curious, wasn’t 
it, how such coincidences happened in 
real life as well as in books? 

I took him to my home in a taxi. On 
the way I succeeded in diverting his 
mind from any possible awkward ques- 
tions by relating details of my sad 
story until I could see the poor fellow 
was on the verge of tears. For those 
interested in criminology I may say 
that all the best criminal devices are 
not necessarily planned beforehand to 
the end; they are begun any-old-how 
and the genius consists in carrying the 
thing through afterwards, much the 
same as running a great war. I recked 
not what might occur after I had nefari- 
ously induced the poor innocent to in- 
stall the machine ; perhaps I had some 
vague idea that the Englishman’s house 
is his castle, though this seems ridicul- 
ous when considered calmly. How- 
ever, what matter these psychological 


dissections ? He came with me unsus- 
pecting, and I piloted him out of the 
taxi without his ever noticing the name 
of the street even. How could I have 
foreseen? Well, anyhow I didn’t, or I 
shouldn’t have tipped him on the stairs. 

With many nods and winks I gave 
my wife the hint how I had managed 
it, and we went about the house whis- 
pering and hobnobbing in odd corners 
like a couple of conspirators while ho 
began the work of installation. 

Then the first dreadful moment came. 
Suddenly he addressed me by my name, 
with a certain suspicious interrogation 
in his tone. 

“ Who ? ” I asked blandly, going as 
red as a turkey-cock, of course ; I never 
can help it. 

He looked surprised and I plunged 
heavily, giving the first name I could 
think of, which happened .to be the one 
he had mentioned in the taxi — his own, 
in fact. He looked still more suspi- 
cious and I knew it had been a mistake, 
especially as close to where he had been 
working were two envelopes addressed 
to me. I am certain that if my wife 
had not called me at that moment I 
should have gone permanently purple 
all over. 

When I got back (I tried to get my 
wife to go, but she said she would 
rather I went, and that I wasn’t really 
as red as I felt)— when I got back I 
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Mrs. FaiilUner{to District Visitor). ‘‘Kicbly, thank you, Miss, except for a poisoned ’and. For the rest of ’em. Father ’i 

IN HOSPITAL, LITTLE FLOERIE’S SCALDED HERSELF AND BABY’S GOT THE WHOOPING-COUGH* IT BE A BLESSING THAT TROUBLEI 

don’t comb singly or else there ’d be no end to it.” 


could see that it bad damned upon 
him that I had wheedled him there 
without his knowing exactly where he 
was, and that he was determined not 
to be had. He asked me to sign for the 
installation. 

Alas, I could not do tliat. It was 
only then that I realised that I am 
constitutionally honest; besides they 
might find me out. 

We both tried to turn his thoughts 
to pleasanter topics. Perhaps asking 
him to have a glass of port was a mis- 
take ; there are times when even bribery 
is bad policy. Briefly, after a mumbled 
remark that “ there was something 
fishy,’* he refused to leave the box. 
Dry-eyed we watched him take it all 
down and depart in a dudgeon* We 
were left with a vision of shameless 
visitors with their twopenny calls and 
interminable bills running up even while 
we were away on our holidays. 

Let us,” I said hoarsely — “let us go 
and look at our child; she is all we 
have left now.” 

Moodily we turned to go upstairs. 

: In the hall we stopped dead. Upon 
the floor was the wretched paper which 


my Victorian conscience and my twen- 
tieth-century caution had prevented me 
from signing, 

“ He must,” said my wife with her 
usual perspicacity, “have dropped it 
on his way out. Let's see who the 
box was really meant for.” 

Picking it up I read aloud in cold 
firm tones my oion nama and address. 
The box had been meant for us after 
all, 

>1C 'Jfi ^ ^ sK 

We got it in, the end. . It came one 
morning, like the flowers in Spring, 
quite suddenly, and we spent a whole 
day telephoning to our friends to tell 
them we had a coin-box at last." I also 
wrote a letter full of gratitude to the 
telephone people and got the reply that, 
“owing to the shortage of plant, etc.,” 
they regretted that for the time being 
they could. not grant my request for a 
telephone. 

We did not tell them that we had 
had one for three months ; Heaven 
know's what would have happened. 

And we are left in peace — now that 
our visitors have heard that we have 
a coin-box. L. 


TWO “ STEIN ”-WAY GRAND? 

By a Philistine. , 

Einstein and Epstein were wond< 
fill men, 

Bringing new miracles into our ken. 

Einstein upset the Newtonian rule ; 

Epstein demolished the Pheidian 
School. 

Einstein gave fits to the Royal Societ 

Epstein delighted in loud notoriety. 

Einstein made parallels meet in i 
finity; 

Epstein remodelled the form of Div 
ity. 

Nature exhausted, I hopefully sing, 

Can’t have more Steins of this sort 
her sliiif?. 


“disputing Sergt. Alvan C. York’s claim 
the world war’s greatest hero, Sergt. IM 
Donaldson of New York has challenged 
Tennessean to a debate on who is the great 
war hero, ” 

Neio Journal-Courier {TJ.S.A. 

Without waiting for the result of t] 
unique contest Mr. Punch has no he 
tation in saying that between th( 
these warriors are responsible for i 
mightiest “ blow ” of the War. 
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FROM THE DANCE world; 

{B%j o^ir Ballet Expert) 

The Daily Grh'phic announces that 
Mr. Aenolb Bennett has “fallen a 
willing victim to the latest fashionable 
dances,’* and is having lessons in them 
. “ in the privacy of his Hanover Square 
home.” A thousand entrancing possi- 
bilities are opened up by this bald an- 
nouncement. We are content to sup- 
plement it by a few authentic details. 

Mr. Bennett, who does nothing by 
halves, has mapped out a programme 
which will occupy his energies for at 
^east two years. First comes the period 
of pupilship, which will last for six 
months. Then a year on the stage; 
then six months devoted to the com- 
position of three novels and three plays, 
each with a Terpsichorean motive. 
Already, while engaged on his daily 
exercises, Mr. Bennett has found time 
to revise the titles of some of his earlier 
works in keeping with his present'aims, 

. and two of these have now been ap- 
propriately rechristened Anna Pavlova 
' of the Five Totons and Helen of the 
High Kick. 

I In the actual technique of his adopted 
art Mr. Bennett has already shown 
extraordinary progress. The other day, 

; while a wedding party was just about 
to leave St. George’s, Hanover Square, : 
'Mr. Bennett, who happened "to be : 


passing by, took a flying caracole clean 
' over the Eolls-Eoyce which contained 
the happy pair. Those who witnessed 
I the feat say that it eclipsed Nijinsky 
- in his most elastic mood. But Mr. 
) Bennett is nob satisfied, and declined 
I an invitation to appear at the Devon- 
> shire House Ball last week on the 
' ground that his achievement does not 
yet square with his ambition. More- 
over he has decided not to dance in 
public under, his real name, but is not 
yet quite certain whether to choose the 
artistic pseudonym of Ben Netsky or 
Cinquecitt^— -probably the latter. 

Above alt he is firmly resolved to pre- 
serve in his dancing the sympathetic 
and humanistic tone of his presentation 
of life in his bobks. It will be a mes- 
sage of hope. He is determined by his 
gestural artistry and resilient thistle- 
downiness to “sanction and fortify the 
natural human passion for believing 
that life can somehow, behind all the 
miseries and the mysteries, mean some- 
thing profoundly worth while.” To 
render justice to his mental and phy- 
sical agility is beyond our powers. 
We have been driven to culling this 
memorable sentence from the latest 
land most preternaturally precious of 
his American admirers. 

It is only fair to say that as a dancing 
fictionist Mr. Bennett will nob be 


way. Eumours are already afloat of 
the appearance on the boards of Messrs. 
Chesterton and Belloc, under the 
impressive aliases of Campoborgo and 
Bellocchio, “ the Terrible Tarantula- 
tors.” This may be qnly a wild sur- 
mise. There is however strong aimori 
evidence in support of the statements 
that Mr. Masefield is taking lessons in 
the Fox Trot at Boar’s Hill, and that 
Lord Northsquith is bringing back 
with him from Morocco a powerful 
troupe of ’Dancing Dervishes, with the 
intention of installing them ultimately 
in Downing Street, 

Our Literary Legislators, 

“AN IMPEEIAL policy. 

(By Mr. Alfred Bigland, M.P.) 

May I commence my 'argument by a well- 
known quotation from Shakes}?eare, ‘He 
knows not England who only England 
knows ’ ? ^'^Liveryool Pa'^er, \ 

“SITUATIONS OPEN. 

(Colonial, Indian and Foreign.) 

Ireland.— -Invoice Clerk required by leading 
firm of Wholesale Druggists in Ireland.’* 

Trade Pa2>er, 

Dominion Home Eule casts its shadow 
before. 

“ The decree of the Archbishop of Canterbury 
for the creation of a separate Providence of 
Wales was read.” — Scotch Paper. 


allowed to have it entirely his own! What’swrongwithMr.LLOYDGEOROB? 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, April 12th , — Neither Min- 
isters nor ordinary Members showed 
any marked eagerness to resume their 
Parliamentary labours. Little green 
oases were to be seen in every part of 
the House, and on the 
Treasury Bench even Un- 
der-Secretaries (who often 
have to maintain a pre- 
carious perch on one an- 
other’s knees) had room 
to spread themselves. 

The Underground Eail- 
way may, like Nature, be 
careless of the individual, 
but it is extremely careful 
of the typewriter, and in- 
sists on making a special 
charge for this instrument, 
officially regarded as a 
bicycle. But as Sir Eric 
Geddes announced ^ that 
this extortion, “ though 
legal,” was in his opinion 
“ neither just nor expedi- 
ent,” we may hope that it 
will shortly be abandoned. 

The M,inistry of Transport 
^dsTst seems likely to jus- 
tify its existence. 

Lieut.-Commander Ken- 
WOETHY was annoyed to 
find that there has been no change dur- 
ing the recess in the regulations relat- 
ing to passports, and that they are still 
not issued to Soviet Eussia. The tone 
of the Minister’s reply rather suggested 
that the Government might be disposed 



“HOT STUFF.” 

Mb. Mills op Dartfobd. 


to make an exception in favour of the 
hon. and gallant Member. 

Tuesday, AprillSth . — After the official 
announcement that the Slough dep6t 
had been sold, and the chorus of satis- 
faction in the Press that the Govern- 
ment had disposed of its white elephant 
at a profit, Mr. Hogge was disappointed 


to learn that, though the heads of agree- 
ment were being discussed, no contract 
had yet been signed. He was indeed 
rather surprised that the Government 
should think of parting at all with what 
the Leader op the House had assured 
them Avas going to be “ a dripping roast 


ME. PUNCH GEEETS HIS DOUBLE. 

Mb. Fildbs of Stockport. 

for the taxpayer.” Mr. Law smilingly 
disclainaed the coinage of this appetising 
phrase. 

Mr. Mills, the new Member for 
Dartford, is credited with being “ very 
hot stuff” (a cadet, 1 am told, of the 
Moulin Bouge family), but he looked 
much too trim and spruce -for a real 
revolutionary as he walked up, amid 
the plaudits of his Labour colleagues, 
to take the oath and his seat. In fact 
Mr. Greenwood, the new Coalition- 
Unionist Member for Stockport, who 
followed him, has much more the air of 
an homme dupeuple. As for Mr. Eildes, 
his Coalition-Liberal colleague, I don’t 
wonder that Stockport favoured a can- 
didate whose genial countenance so 
strongly resembles that of Mr* Punch. 

The debate on the Civil Service Esti- 
mates furnished Mr. Hopkins with an 
opportunity of delivering an appeal, 
doubtless cogent but mainly inaudible, 
for the restoration of the exchange 
value of the pound sterling. Mr. A. M. 
Samuel, on the other hand, was more 
audible than orthodox. At least it 
rather shocked me to be told that we 
were getting too much for the pound 
before the War. Mr. Baldwin, for the 
Government, made a speech so full of 
sound commonsensethat Sir Frederick 
Banbury hoped he would send a special 
copy of it to San Eemo for the edifica- 
tion of the Prime Minister. 


The rest of the evening was mainly 
taken up with the case of the Irish 
hunger-strikers. Mr. Bonar Law was 
at first very stiff in his attitude, point- 
ing out quite reasonably that if the 
Government found it necessary to intern 
people suspected of crime it was absurd 
to let them out again be- 
cause they threatened to 
commit suicide. Several 
Members, English as well 
as Irish, thought that 
there was a case for differ- 
entiating between con* 
vioted prisoners and those 
who were merely under 
suspicion, and on the ad- 
journment the Irish Attor- 
ney-General a little re- 
lieved the prevailing gloom 
by a hint that some modi- 
fication of the prison-rules 
might be made on these 
lines. 

Wednesday, AprillMK — 
The Minister op Health 
announced with some 
pride that under the Hous- 
ing Acts passed last year 
no fewer Uian 1,346 dwell-, 
ings had actually been 
completed, and twelve 
thousand more were in 
various stages of construc- 
tion. But he showed no enthusiasm 
for the suggestion that he should ex- 
tend the benefits of the Acts to others 
besides the “working classes,” and 
flatly declined to attempt a definition 
of that ambiguous term. It is believed, 



AN EX-ADMIEALTY CEICHTON. 
Dr. Macnamara effects a labour 

EXCHANGE. 






Out Animal Aytist, “Those chickens I bought off you are no good to :me: 
Farmer. “No good, Sir? What’s wrong wi’ ’em?” 

Our Animal Artist “They’ve got no expression.” 


however, that recent experience has seems to grow more tangled every day. Speaker upheld the princii^Ie “first 
convinced him that builders in general Only on Tuesday Mr. Bonar Law was come, first served.’' 
and bricklayers in particular cannot assuring the House that the Mountjoy On a Vote of twenty-seven millions 
properly be so described. hunger-strikers must be left to commit for the expenses of the Ministry of 

Mr, Kendall's attempt to get the suicide if they chose; the Government Munitions Mx\ Hope told a flattering 
House to pledge itself in advance to could not release men suspected of tale. The Department might be spend- 
tho full policy of Lord Buckmaster’s grave crimes. This afternoon he an- ing a lot of money, but it was making” 
Divorce Bill was defeated. The main nounced that sixty-six of them had in a great deal more ; and he anticipated 
opposition came from Mr. Konald fact been liberated on parole. that the Disposals Board would hand 

McNeill, who sits for Canterbury The new Minister of Labour (late over to the Exchequer this year soino- 
dnd spoke with cathedral solemnity, of the Admiralty) came on board again, thing like a hundred millions, if not 
Mr. Munro supported the Eesolution, looking none the worse for his strenu- more. The Slough Dep6t, he main- 
on the ground that Englishwomen ous exertions at Camberwell. He had tained, had been run at a profit and 
ought not to be refused the advan- a hearty welcome from all quarters of sold at a profit. The Ministry mi^ht 
tages enjoyed by their Scotch sisters, the House, which would hardly know have made some mistakes, but it reiW 
Marriage^ in Scotland appears to re- itself without its “ Dr. Mao." seated a prodigious national effort, of 

semble Glasgow— there are great facili- It is one thing to gain a seat in the which the historian would speak with 
ties for getting away from it. But House, but quite another thing to keep amazement and praise. 

Lady Astoe, hailing from a land where it, as Sir W. Joynson-Hicks has just Unimpressed by this pane«^yric Sir 
they are even greater, displayed no discovered. Eeturning from a prolonged Donald Maclean intimated'^that he 
desire to jump to conclusions, and asked tour in foreign parts he found that his came to bury the Ministry and not to 
for an interval of five or ten years to favourite corner-seat had been annexed praise it. In his view its admim.stra- 
make up her mmd. by another Member. Determined to tion had beengrossly extravagant.^ He 

If the cheers that greeted Mr. Mac- reclaim it, he visited the House at demanded the full details of the Sloudi 
pherson were meant to console him 8 a.m. and inserted his card; but on transaction and suggested that the 
for his “ Inshman;s rise " in slipping coming back to the House for prayers Vote should be withdrawn until they 
down from the Chief Secretaryship to found that the usurper had substituted were forthcoming. To this nronosal 
the Ministry of Pensions, they were her own. Mr. T. P. O'Connor, with Mr. Hope, with more humiliiv than 
assuredly superfluous. The supposed old-world chivalry, considered that the I should have expected after the on- 
vicbim was obviously delighted to be rid only lady-Member should be .allowed tim ism of his earlier speech ultimately 
of the responsibility for a policy which to sit where she pleased ; , but the agreed. ^ 






THE LAND OE LOGIC. 

Let me tell you about my National- 
ist friend, Gabal Osman Eli'endi, 

The circumstances of bis brother’s 
death, which were as follows, drove him 
into politics and made him a fervent 
advocate of Egypt for the Egyptians.” 

His brother was in a very humble 
way and lived in a little mud village. 
There he had a friend, yet poorer than 
himself, who only attained to prosper- 
ity when a plague fell on the village. 
The sanitary authorities put a cordon 
around it to prevent the spread of the 
plague, and hired this man among 
others to throw disinfectants and things 
into any drains that happened to exist. 
Thus Osman Effendi’s brother’s friend 
became a Government servant. I 

Now Osman Bffendi’s brother had a 
sore leg,' When he heard of his friend’s 
new work he thought he saw a way to 
avoid any doctor’s fees; So he went to 
him and said, I hear that you are now 
a doctor.” His friend, proud but truth-^ 
ful, said he was perhaps hardly that, 
but he was certainly put to administer 
drugs. Osman’s brother pointed out 
that his leg was sore and suggested that 
it should be healed. The other looked 
doubtful, then produced a lump of his 


disinfectant. “This,” said he, “is a 
powerful drug and, who knows? it may 
cure your leg.” It was a friendly act ; 
but Osman’s brother swallowed the 
lump and shortly afterwards died. 

Osman Effendi at once brought an 
action for damages against the Govern- 
ment, on the ground that its servant 
bad caused the death of his brother 
(whom, as a matter of fact, he himself 
had largely supported). The case was 
heard by a Court on which sat two 
Egyptian judges and one English, and 
the decision went against Osman. This 
convinced him of the injustice of the 
English. 

The Assize Court of Appeal, which 
visited the district and heard Osman 
Effendi’s appeal against the first ver- 
dict, consisted of three Egyptian judges. 
It is true that the English judge who 
should have gone on Assize had fallen 
ill, and there was no other to take his 
place. But Osman Effendi saw in this 
too the malevolent hand of the English, 
who nourished a grudge against him. 
“How,” he said, “can I obtain justice 
if there is no Englishman on the 
Court?” 

From that moment he has become 
anultra-Nationalist, and has, 1 believe, 
been seen in the streets of Cairo shout- 


ing with the best of them the 
“English” catchword of “ Lon^ 
Egypt 1 Long Die Milner ! ” 
He is, you see, an educated mt 

Consolidating the Empire. 
‘‘ In honour of the visit to Napior 
Prince of Wale? the roof of the P 
Council offices is to bo given a coat of 
Neto Zealand J? 

‘‘PERSONAL. 

Arthur. — Yon idiot, — Irene .” — Tin 
Very “ personal,” we should say, 

“ Sir Auckland and Lady Geddes left 
last Saturday for the Untied States.” 

Irish I 

It is only fair to add that the; 
not chosen this country for the £ 
its easy Divorce Laws. 

“!Major Christopher Lowther (CUC 
land, North) moved a new clause.” 

Provincial I 

It was somewhere in this neig 
hood, we believe, that Words 
discovered his “ winsome marro^ 

“ Though to-day is Primrose Day . 

Daily Mirror^ A;pril 

At the risk of being thought 
the times, we ourselves deferr 
celebration until April 19tli as v 
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at THE PLAY- 

“Birds of a Beather.” 

It is nearly always a good thing for 
the author of a play to know what he 
is after, and if he can get his audience 
to follow him so much the better. It 
is quite possible that Mr. Esmond had 
an idea in his head when he wrote Birds 
of a Feather, but if so he never let me 
get at it. Up to the very end I had no 
conception of what he was trying to 
illustrate, unless it was the trite theory 
that we are the creatures of our en- 
vironment. 

That, at any rate, was how Constance 
(of “the House of Uss/ier explained 
her vagaries, though I couldn't see why. 
The daughter of a very rich Jew, whose 
Christian wife had run away from him, 
she was brought up in great comfort," 
which included the love 
of a peer's son, her 
father's secretary. It 
is true that her stern 
parent would not hear 
of their union ; but that 
has no doubt happened 
to young heiresses be- 
fore now without turn- 
ing them into criminals. 

With Constance how- 
ever it seems to have 
been different. She h ad 
gathered from what she 
knew of her father's 
career that there must 
be easy ways of making 
money if you are not 
too scrupulous, so she 
forged his name for a 
thousand pounds with 
speculative intent. It 
was open to the old 
man to regard this as an act of filial- 
piety, since it was an attempt, however 
crude, to follow the parental tradition ; 
but apparently forgery had not been 
one of his foibles and he threatened 
her with the law unless she gave up 
the idea of marrying the secretary, now 
dismissed from his service. 

Meanwhile she has been carrying on 
a secret intrigue with that gentleman 
(she must have got this from her 
“Christian" mother), and when her 
father C 9 mes to know of it he suddenly 
exhibits^ an unsuspected gift of senti- 
mentality (“My baby Con! my baby 
Con! " he sobs), and, in terror lest his 
ewe-lamb's name should be tainted by 
the breath of scandal, he offers his late 
secretary a heavy sum of money to 
make an honest woman of her. It 
sounds a little inconsistent, but of 
course there may have 'been a nice 
differentiation in the old rogue's mind 
between a moral and a criminal offence, 
in favour of the latter. 


As for Constance I have seldom met 
a less seizable character. If she was 
the result of environment there was no 
visible sign to show how it infected her. 
We simply had to take Mr, Esmond’s 
word for it. To me the menage seemed 
to be of the most respectable. But, of 
course, you can always attribute any- 
thing to your surroundings. One en- 
vironment is vicious and so drives you 
to vice; another is virtuous with the 
same effect. Constance might condemn 
hers, but it never had a chance with a 
girl like that. 

Eor myself it was not her viciousness 
that worried me, it was her vulgarity; 
and of this sheseemed quite unconscious. 
Her speech abounded in second-rate col- 
loquialisms. Was it her environment 
that taught her to say dreadful things 
like “ Put that in your pipe and smoke 



“You SETTLE WITH HIM. 

Committee.” 


You 're chaieman of the Anti-Peofiteeeing 


it " ? The cheap fun that she got out 
of a girl-friend who had made it a rule 
to pray for her was' the kind of thing 
you would be sorry to find in a common 
boarding-school. And are gentlefolk 
in the habit of asking a man, as Con- 
stance did, how it was that he ever 
came to get engaged to such a woman 
as the one of his choice ? In Bayswater 
it simply isn’t done. 

At the end of the First Act, after 
many trivialities and the waste of pre- 
cious time over a description of certain 
characters that were presently to appear 
and endorse it, there was a sudden 
diversion. The professional card of a 
private detective was discovered in an 
arm-chair. No one seemed to know 
how it got there, and, as the curtain 
chose this moment to fall, we were left 
in a state of palpitation, wondering how 
we were to get through the interval 
with our curiosity unappeased. Ulti- 
mately it turned out that the detective 
was to be employed by Miss Ussher 


(aunt) to verify her suspicions with 
regard to the morals of Co7istance, But 
I shall never get you to believe me when 
I say that the subject was not so much 
as touched again till the final Act. 

I have spoken of the incongruous 
stuff of which old Jacob Ussliefs heart 
was constructed. That strange organ 
was hard enough to make him give his 
daughter away to his secretary in the 
matter of the forgery ; but w^hen it came 
to a question of the exposure of her re- 
lations with her lover this same heart 
was found to be of the consistency of 
putty. 

I hope I shall not seem guilty of 
Constance's indiscretion if I politely 
wonder how it was that so astute a 
judge as Miss Marie Lour accepted 
this play. Actor-managers, of course, 
have been known to produce indifferent 
work for the sake of a 
good acting part for 
themselves. If that 
was her motive I think 
she must have imagined 
a fine subtlety in a 
character which was 
difficult only because it 
was loosely conceived. 
If she failed to make it 
plausible it was not for 
want of very adroit 
handling. 

In Jacob Ussher Mx. 
Esmond gave himself 
a most congenial part, 
in which he easily sur- 
passed his achievement 
as author. Mr. Tozer 
as a slum-parson was 
extremely probable 
with his quiet sincerity. 
But our chief consola- 
tion came from Miss Eachel de Solla 
as the maiden aunt, a reactionary type 
of the most confirmed stolidity, with a 
weakness for diamonds and indigestion. 
Miss Marie Lohr had many clever 
things to say, but it didn't matter 
what Miss de Solla said; her manner 
was irresistible. 

I must doubt, however, whether the 
excellent work of the actors will carry 
the play to success. Even its title is 
obscure. The only thing I know about 
“ birds of a feather ” is that they are 
supposed to “fiock together"; and I 
have always been given to understand 
that the adage alludes to the mutual 
attraction of similar types. Nobody 
ever told me that it was meant to indi- 
cate that the sins of the father bird are 
liable to be reproduced in his chickon. 

Anna Pavlova* 

She hasn't changed at all. Many 
Eussian dancers have come and gone 
since last she was with us, but there is 




still Dono like her, none. Her perfect 
technique remains the least of her 
graces. The secret of her charm lies 
deeper, in the power to interpret and 
convey emotions in the language of her : 
art. To watch her feet alone is to hear 
the shuddering sigh of her Dying Swan, 
]jut her whole body is alert to translate 
every nuance of her theme. 

She can draw beauty even from an 
anticlimax. Again and again in Shoio- 
flalces, when her partner withdrew the 
support of his hand, she poised for a 
moment, and, when the poise had to 
cease, covered her descent with the most 
fascinating gestures of head and arms, 

I liked her least (if one may talk of 
her like that) as the gipsy-girl in Amar- 
ilia; not. that she failed in dramatic 
intensity but that jealous passion seems 
aliexi to her temperament as we have 
learned to know it. I think, however, 
that my judgment was tainted by her 
wig, which greatly distressed me. 

In M. VoLiKiNE she has* a very ac- 
complished partner. His ^ solo as a 
'Pierrot, danced to a familiar air of 
Dvorak’s, was the most delightful of 
** divertissements.'' Her other dancerjs^ 
Etissian and English, make up a^ 
'excellent company. Th^j?res^o 
of the wild gipsy dance in 


Kingdom 
Christmas-tree was born 


to the exciting music of' Glozounow 
and Dbigo, was a brilliant tozir de force. 

My only complaint (apart from 
Amarilla's wig) is that the programme’s 
explanation of the motive of Snoiv- 
flakes ’was bejrond me. “A little girl,” 
it says, receives as a present a nut- 
cracker in the form of a doll. The doll 
is in reality a Prince who has been 
transformed by a bad fairy, but by an 
act of devotion to the little girl he is 
restored to life. He then leads his 
little friend and other children to the 
of Pine - trees where the 
It is true 

that the music was from Tschaikow- 
SKi’s “ Casse-Noisettes,” and that the 
snow-scene -was suggestive of Christ- 
mas-time; but there was no sign of a 
“ nut-cracker in the form:! of a doll,” or, 
if there was, I can’t think how it es- 
caped me, for I was watching with all 
my eyes. O. S. 

Obaplain-Haster ^Yanted on May 13th for 
one term to Teach Latin and History in UiDper 
School, coloris paribus a cricketer would b'e 
most acceptable .” — Provincial Paper. 

Color is paribus ” suggests faintly 
that- the authorities hope to get a 
, ..-^uble-blue; but it looks as^ if he 
®*Wiiibave to spend most of the term 
m I found Latin. 


BIRD 


CALLS. 

I. 


The lark he trills his song on lii^ 
A tiny speck on a wide blue sky; 
‘^Tira-lir, it’s sweet up here, 

It ’s sweet up here, my dear, my i 

The turtle-dove ’s in love and so 
Is anxious all his world should ki 
And follow his example too : — 

“ Look at us two. Oh do, oh do. 

Woodpeckers make their thirsty 
Of “Pluie, pluie,,pluie,” to a sunli 
But sure enough they have their 
For rain, rain, rain will fall next ( 

The blackbird also craves a boon, 
Says’** Bring a cherry, bring a c 
soon, soon, soon ; ” 

And there in answer to his call 
The cherry blooms on the garden 

The thrush of all the birds that s 
Of nests and little wives in Sprin 
Alone confides the secret way : — 
** What does she. line it with ? 
clay,” . 

The willow wren she sings a son 
Just like her mate, though not sc 
But both sing in all winds and wes 
“ Sing' to me;* bring to me little 
feathers.” 









THE RULING PASSION. 

Absentee. "I was elating foot-ba’ in the stbbbt, and thb police took and locked me dp bob bodb houbs." 
Teacher. “Did tod get antthing to eat?” Absentee. “At-a habd boll.^ 

Teactier. “What did tod do with it?” Absentee. “ Plated boot-ba . 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch’ s Staff of Learned Clerics.) 

The title, somewhat puzzling at first, which Miss E. B. 
Mills Young has given, to her latest story. The Airraids 
1 of Life (Holder and Stoughton), turns out to be based 
upon a Chinese proverb to the effect that “ almonds came to 
those who have no teeth.” This rather devastating sample 
of philosophy (which I have put by for use against the next 
person who attempts to vvork off upon me.the adage about 
those who wait) forms the text of a well-told tale of 
placed affections. As you may expect, if you know Miss 
Young’s former work, it is a South African story, not con- 
cerned however with Boers and natives and the trackless 
veld, but with coastwise civilization and suburban garden- 
parties. As before, the author excellently conveys the 
place-feeling, so well indeed that I was sorry when the love 
of the two protagonists necessitated their quitting 
Africa for a more conventional Italian setting. I may 
summarise the plot by telling you that the particular 
almond that fell too late to the heroine was somebody else s 
husband. But it wasn’t so much that she was unable to 
eat him as that he proved indigestible when swaUowM. 
The lady was Genrda, young and dazzling bride of the 
middle-aged Fred Wooten, and the gentleman one of her 
husband’s closest Mends, also (before the arrival oi Qerda) 
happily married to a wife whom I found the most attractive 


person in the book. I need not further detail' the « 
course of untrue love, though I may hint at a f 
balance, where your sympathy, previously and rigl 
listed for poor betrayed Fred, is demanded for Gerdt 
difficulty with th© almond. As nsual, Miss xoung 
her plot with admirable directness, chiefly through a 
and unforced dialogue, so easy that it disguises its o 

If any reasonable man still possesses a grain of sy 
with Bolshevism I inyit© him to purge himself by 
With the Die-Rards ” m Siberia (Oassell). In 
1918, Colonel John Wabd, M.P„ reached Yladivc 
command of th© 25th Battalion Middlesex Eegxme 
from the time of his arrival until his departure r 
year later^his position was almost grotesquely diffic 
our AUies in Siberia and of their policy he writ 
justifiable frankness. Our own is not excused, but 
us clearly see that however ineflectual it may ha 
there was honesty of purpose underlying it* In the 
of confusion which prevailed we were lucky to 
Colonel Wab'd as senior British officer a man who 
afraid to shoulder his responsibility. Under cond] 
exasperating that anyone might have been excus 
had been overwhelmed with anger and bewilderi 
was resolved to uphold our prestige. Upon the B( 
horrors in Siberia he does not dwell, but he says ei 
I passing to makenne shudder. Colonel W abd is a tr 
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of Eiissia. “ This great people are bound to recover, and 
become all the stronger for their present trials,'* are the 
concluding ^ords of his preface. That this prophecy may 
come true must be the prayer of all of us who remember 
what we owed to Eussia during the earlier part of the War. 

It was perhaps my misfortune that, not having read the 
book in which Mr. Edgab Eice Burroughs recorded the 
earlier adventures of his hero, John Cartel' j in the red 
planet Mars, when that gentleman precipated himself 
thither (from the banks of the Hudson, of all- places), I 
found myself in more senses than one out of my element. 
Not that it really matters ; since the Martian existence of 
Mr, Garter was apparently of that wild and whirling 
character, familiar to patrons of the Continuous Pro- 
gramme, in which one thrill follows upon another so fast 
that their precise order becomes of small moment. When 
I tell you that the opening chapters of this remarkable 
nightmare— T/ze Gods of Mars (Methuen) — contain mon- 
sters with one white eye and mouths in their hands, flying 
pirates, an air-ship that sinks down a volcano, an ageless 
witch who — but why 
continue ? The pub- 
lishers call these 'hap- 
penings “bold;” but 
this is a pitiful un- 
d erstatem ent . Eeally 
they are of a character 
to make the wildest 
imaginings of Jules 
Yerne, friend of my 
youth, or Mr. Wells, 
companion of my 
riper -years, read' like 
the peaceful annals of 
a country rectory. To 
quote again from the 
publishers, “ only the 
man who created 
Tarzan could write 
such stories,” If Tar- 







Young Alf, “Chuck it, Jimmy. ’E ain't got a kind face.” 


zan were m any way 
comparable with the 
‘present volume, it would perhaps not be unfair to add the 
'corollary that only those readers w^ho appreciated the one 
^ could swallow the other. ' Mercifully, Mr. Burroughs 
writes so continually at the top of his voice that after a 
time the clatter comes to have an effect merely soporific. 

Since Major-General Sir C. E. Callwell has, in The 
•Dardanelles (Constable), added a volume to a series 
called Ga7npaigns and Their Lessoris, it is clear that he is 
writing mainly for military students, but none the less at 
least one man in the street — meaning myself — has been 
'glad, after reading plenty of merely descriptive ‘accounts of 
the Gallipoli affair, to find a book that ‘frankly and justifi- 
ably does lay claim to technical proficiency. The exponents 
of vivid narrative, modestly disclaiming expert knowledge, 
have been painfully liable to break off just short of what 
one wanted most to know. They told us how things 
happened, or, at any rate, how it seemed they happened, 
but the reason why of things they had to leave to others. 
Tn this book we really do get at the why, and even more the 
' why not, of the magnificent failure. Of actual incident and 
human interest General Oallwell's account, which 'in a 
sense is only supplementary to the others, adds little to our 
preyious knowledge. The only point of the sort I picked 
ujljis his notice of the characteristic reluctance shown by 
to^fepoirt tliBinselvfes'as sick' ‘when urged to do so 


with a view to the gradual removal of troops without with- 
drawal of entire units. It is hardly necessary to add that 
the author is an old' literary hand, with a pleasptly clear 
and luminous style of his owm, though one is free tot 
admit he splits his infinitives almost as much as Sir Ian, 
Hamilton split bis forces, and with less justification. 

In the very improving books which I had to read long 
ago the hero or lieroine usually had a cross to bear. They 
bore it with gre'at fortitude, and frequently died young. 
When therefore I opened Mr. Jerome K. Jerome’s All 
Boads Lead to Galvary (Hutchinson) I fancied I knew 
what to expect. I read that Joan Alhvay was possessed 
of remarkable beauty, a “ Stevensonian touch ” and suit- 
able introductions to editors and newspaper proprietors, and 
that from the pulpit of a column in the evening Press, with 
her photograph at the top, she attempted to reform the 
world. I don’t know how the photograph came out, but^ 
there was apparently no martyrdom so far. Afterwards : 
she began to encourage and inspire Bohei't Phillips^ a Labour 
M.P. and future Cabinet Minister, and at the same time to be I 

kind to and educate ; 
Mrs, Phillips, wd o 
was good - nature d, 
vulgar and middle- 
aged. Falling gradu- 
ally in love with the 
politician, she with- 
drew only just in time, 
nursed in a French 
hospital, married a 
journalist friend and 
settled down happily 
with him to reform a 
little bit of the world 
at a time, and that 
the part nearest to 
hand. And now I am 
left wondering what 
Joan Alhvaifs cross 
was. Would avoiding 
the Divorce Court be 
counted the roughest 


path of self-denial in a moral anecdote of to-day? 

Bunning IFiW'(giMPKiN) is the expressive title of a col- 
lection of child-memories by the late Mr. Bertram Smith, 
whom readers of Punch will remember by the pseudonym 
“ Bis.” They can here learn from a sympathetic little intro- 
duction by Mr. Ward Muir under what conditions of a brave 
but losing battle with ill-health this delicate and vivacious 
work was written. When I say that these recollections 
(which I decline to call by any word implying more arti- 
fice) ’illustrate their author, I give you their measure for 
honesty and charm combined. Honesty first of all; Mr. 
Smith’s young barbarians running wild and, one conjec- 
tures, rapidly reducing their elders to a like condition, have 
the compelling effect of unsentimental truth. Few clouds of 
glory, for example, trail about the protagonists of “ A Day,” 
a tribute to the joyous intoxication of a day-long orgio of 
naughtiness deliberate and wholly unrepented. You will 
find much in these pages to waken half-forgotten and per- 
haps secret pleasures. Thus there vras for me a personal 
echo in the rejection as a seaside entertainment of castle- 
building and the ordered sequence of the tides in favour of | 
the infinitely more triable delight of running w^ater and a I 
sufficiency of mud. Perhaps I have said enough to suggest I 
the chatm of an engaging volume, itself a memoiM pt one ’ 
whose kindly laughter will be iniss^ by many; 
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this country since his last assassina- 
tion by the Bolshevists. 


In New York the other day,” says Airships under construction, declares 
CHAR I VAR I A. a contemporary, “the sky kept stream- Air-Commodore E. M. Maitland, will 

Genebal Denikin is now in London, ing silver sheen; mistlike lights pul- make the passage to Australia in nine 
This is the first visit he has paid to sated in rapid flashes to the apex and and a-half days. In tax-paying circles 
this country since his last assassina- piled-up stars could be seen.” The fact it is said that the fashionable thing will 
tion by the Bolshevists. that New York can still see things like be to start now and let the airship 

this must be a sorry blow to the Pro- overtake you if it can. 

New proposals regarding telephone hibitionists. ^ ... 

charges are expected as soon as the More than a million Americans, it is 

Select Committee has reported. If the “ Working men have been hit very stated, are preparing to visit Europe 
system of charging by time in place hard by the tyrannical Budget,” an- this summer. It is thought that there 
of piece-work is adopted it will mean nounces a morning paper. We too are is at least a sporting chance that some 
ruination to many business-men. in sympathy with* those ‘miners who of them will be hoist with their own 

are now faced with only one bottle of bacon, .. 

The Swiss Government has issued champagne a day. 

orders that ex-monarchs may enter the '•>* “ The man who does not know 

country without passports. It is re- “These cotton boom profits,” said Latin,” says the Dean of Dubham, “is 
quired. however, that they should take the President of the Textile Institute not really educated.” Several unedu- 


overtake you if it can. 

More than a million Americans, it is 


who does not know 


their places in the queue. 

It is reported that 
a Londonderry man 
walked up to a Sinn 
Eeiner the other day 
and said, “ Shoot me.” 
^^e^tfuderstand jshat the 
.eal reason why the 
fellow was not accom- 
inodated was that he - 
f. omitted fo say “Please.” 

‘ The best Sinn Eeiners , 
are very punctilious. 

5S« 

* 

“The drinking of 
intoxicants,” says an 
American prohibition- 
ist, “ causes early death 
in ninety-five cases out 
of a hundred.” Several 
Americans, we are in- 
formed, have gallantly 
offered themselves for 
experimental purposes. ^ 


I recently, “are abnormal and unhealthy.' 





*‘Tt iq a qcandal” week, but, juduiku by the kebuht we have heceived, what ^ nnrlArqtand that 

ic IS a scanaax, really need is a lion-tamer.” unaeisuana tnac 

says a contemporary, _1 the man who tried to 

“ that the clerks at Llanelly should ask The Manchester man, however, who gain admission to the Zoo on Sunday 

for twelve pounds fifteen shillings a recently came out with innumerable by naaking a noise like a Fellow of 

week.” But surely there is no harm spots resembling half-crowns as the the Zoological Society was detected in 

in asking, ^ result of the boom, declares that no in- the act, ^ 

convenience is suffered once the dizzi- * ’i* 

According to a weekly paper not only ness has passed away, A person who recently attempted to 

is Constance Binney a famous screen commit suicide by lying down on the 

star, but she is also a first-class ukelele From Bungay in Suffolk comes the Caledonian Eailway line was found to 

player. The latest reports are that the news that a water-wagtail has built its have a razor in one pocket and a bottle 


Lady (to manager of Servants' Begistry), “I wish to obtain a new 

GOVERNESS.” 

Manager, “Well, Mabam, you remember we supplier you with one 

ONLY LAST WEEK, BUT, JUDGING BY THE REPORT WE HAVE RECEIVED, WHAT 
YOU REALLY NEED IS A LION-TAMER.” 


cated business men are said tojiave 
written to the Dean 
asking the Latin for 
what they think of the 
new Budget. 

At a recent wedding 
in Tyrone young men 
who had come to wish 
the bride and bride- 
groom luck lit a fire 
against the door, block- 
ed the chimney with 
straw, broke the win- 
dows, threw water and 
cayenne-pepper on the 
wedding - party and 
bombarded the house 
with stones for two 
hours. It is Just this 
Joyous, care-free nature 
of the Irish that the 
stolid Englishman will 
OBTAIN A NEW usvcr leam to appre- 
ciate. ^ slf 


A person who recently attempted to 
commit suicide by lying down on the 


news has been received quietly. 

“ If slightly cut before cooking, po- 
tatoes slip out of their skins easily,” 


nest in a milk-can. We resolutely re- of laudanum in the other. The Com- 


frain from comment. 

* 

A youth recently arrested in Dublin 


I pany, we understand, strenuously deny 
I the necessity of these alternatives. 


says a home journal. This is better was found not to have a revolver on A Callous Crowd, 

than frightening them out of their skins him. He is being detained for a medi- “ The christening ceremony was performed 
by jumping out from behind a door and cal examination. by Lady Maclay, wife of the Shipping Oon- 

c«x7inrf ‘‘ "RnA “ * * troller. Thousands of people saw her go down 

^ A n/M-orvi.’f+t'n the slips, and cheers were raised as she took 

^ gteat many people are committing water without the slightest hitch.” 

Mr. William Aird, the germ-proof suicide, says the vicar of St. Mathew s, Daily News. 

man, has been giving demonstrations Portsmouth, because they have nothing We gather from the expression, “with- 
in London. It is reported that last to live for. We disagree. The Weekly out the slightest hitch,” that not one 
week a germ snapped at him and broke Disj^atoKs accounts of the next world of the onlookers made any effort to 
off two of its teeth. are well worth staying alive for. save the lady. 
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THOUGHTS ON THE BUDGET. 

By a Pateiot. 

This twelvemonth at the grindstone I have ground; 

Toiling to meet the toll of profiteers, 

And now comes Austen, budgeting around, 

“Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears*’ 
(Milton), and leaves me naked as a poodle, 

Shorn — to the bufi* — of my laborious boodle. 

I own it irks me little when he goes 
For fancy weeds and wine of fi^izy brands ; 

But I protest at parting through the nose 
For what the meanest human life demands; 
Nothing is sacred from his monstrous paw, 

Not letters, no, nor even usquebaugh. 

That beverage, which invites -to balmy sleep 
(Guerdon of toil), is on the upward ramp; 

My harmless doggerel — in itself so cheap — 
Despatched by post wull want a larger stamp; 

Nor have I any wives or children to 
Abate the mulcting of my revenue. 

But if you tell me I am asked to bleed 
For England; if, by being rudely tapped, 

My modest increment may help at need 

To spare some Office which would else be scrapped 
If my poor fieece of wool by heavy cropping 
Gan save the Civil Estimates from dropping ; — 

If I can keep in comfortable ease 
But one superfluous Staff:* for one week’s play; 

If from my squalor I may hope to squeeze 
The wherewithal to check for half a day 
The untimely razing of a single Hut — 

*Tis well; I will not even murmur “Tut.” 0. S. 


A TRYING DAY IN IVIEDI/EVAL TIMES. 

The public torturer hurried home in an irritable frame of 
mind. The day had been for him one long round of annoy- 
ances. When he commenced his duties that morning, already 
exasperated by the thought that if the drought continued 
the produce of his tiny patch of ground would be completely 
ruined, he was aggrieved to find that far more than his fair 
share of a recently arrived batch of heretics had been allotted 
to him. During the midday break for refreshments his 
dreamy assistant had allowed the furnace to go out, bring- 
ing upon the torturer’s own head a severe censure for the 
consequent delay. In the afternoon, glancing occasionally 
through the narrow window, he was mortified to see that 
the promising rain-clouds, which might yet have saved his 
cabbages, were dispersing ; and then, to crown all, just as 
he was finishing for the day he had caught hold of a pair 
of pincers a trifle too near the wliite-hot end and seared 
his hand. 

As he approached the cottage which was enshrined in 
his heart by a thousand sacred associations as home, the 
torturer strove to rise superior to his worries. He whistled 
bravely as he crossed the threshold and caressed his wife 
with his usual tenderness. Intuitively she divined the bit- 
terness of the mood which lay beneath'the torturer’s seeming 
cheerfulness, but she stifled her curiosity like the wise little 
woman she was and hastened to lay his supper before him. 
Through the progress of the meal — prepared by her in the 
way the torturer loved so well—she diverted him with her 
lively prattle. ^ And at length, when she trod on the dog and 
^ caused it to give out a long-drawn liowl, she made such a 
j neat allusion to the Chamber and heretics that the torturer 
. tears stream!e4*downv hia cheeks* ^ 


After the table was cleared the torturer’s little blue-eyed 
girl came toddling up to him for her usual half-hour’s cuddle, 
it made a beautiful picture— the little mite with her father’s 
merry eyes and her mother’s rosebud mouth, sitting on the 
torturer’s knee, her golden hair mingling with his beard. 
And how her silvery laugh brightened the place as she played 
» her favourite game of stretching her rag doll on a toy model 
of a rack. 

.The sound of rain outside brought the torturer and his 
wife to the door. As they stood side by side watching 
the downpour the last vestige of the torturer’s ill-humour 
passed away. This rain would mean a record year for his 
cabbages, and would do wonders for bis beans, which 
were already a long way more forward than those of the 
executioner. 

He realised now that he had allowed the mishaps of the 
day to worry him unduly. After all, his hand had suffered 
little more than a scorch and no longer pained him, and, 
although the censure he had received in the Chamber and 
the possible consequences had been very disquieting, yet 
he was now able to assure himself and his wife that if 
henceforth be kept bis assistant from wool-gathering all 
would be well. 

Suddenly he fell back trembling from the threshold, his 
face blanched with terror. - A large rain-drop bad splashed 
on his forehead, reminding him abruptly that before 
i home that evening he had neglected to fill the water-drip- 
ping apparatus, which might be required at dawn for the 
more obstinate of the heretics. , 


TALL TALK. 

The fact that the Bishop-Elect of Peetoria, the Rov. 
Neville Talbot, is no Jess than six feet six inches liigh, 
surpassing his predecessor by two inches, has been freely 
commented on in tljo Press. Anxious to ascertain from 
leaders of public opinion the true significance of the appoint- 
ment, Mr. Punch has been at pains to collect their views. 
How divergent and even contradictory they are may be 
gathered from the following selection : — 

Sir Martin Conway, the Apostlo of Altitude, as ho has 
been recently denominated, welcomed the appointment of 
Bishop Talbot as a good omen for the campaign which ho 
is so ably conducting. “Nothing,” he remarks, “has im- 
pressed me so much in the works of Tennyson as the line, 

I ‘ We needs must love the highest when wo see it.’ Mountain 
or building or man, it is all the same. . I never felt so 
happy in all my travels in South America as when 1 was 
in Patagonia, the home of tall men and tlie giant sloth. 
At all costs wo should recognise and cultivate tiie human 
skyscraper.” 

The Bishop of Hereford (Dr. Hensley Henson) expressed 
the hope that the appointment of bishops would not bo 
governed solely by an anthropometric standard. It would 
be a misfortune if tlie impression were created that prefer- 
ment to the episcopal bench. was confined to High Church- 
men. 

The Editor of The Tinm declined to dogmatize on the 
subject. He pointed out however that the average height 
of the Yugo-Siavs exceeded that of the Welsh. The claims 
of small nations could not, of course, be overlooked, but he 
considered it as little short of a calamity when a Great 
Power had an undersized Prime Minister. Sliorfc men liked 
short cuts, but, as Bacon said, the sliortest way is com- 
monly the foulest. 

Dr. Robert Bridges (the Poet-Laureate) %vrites to say 
that, having given special study to the hexameter, he was 
much interested to find that the measure now in vogue 
amongst bishops was that of six feet and over. He hoped 








fco treat the subject exhaustively in his forthcoming treatise 
on Ecclesiastical Prosody. 

Colonel L. 0 . Ambry, M.P., strongly deprecated the 
attempt to identify excessive height with extreme efiQciency. 
In the elecijion to Eeliowships at All Souls no height limit 
was imposed. Napoleon and the late Lord Egberts were 
both small men, and he believed that the remarkable elu- 
siveness displayed by Colonel Lawrence in the War was 
greatly facilitated by his diminutive stature. The testimony 
of literature throughout the ages was almost unanimous in 
its con^mnation of giants. He had never heard of a small 
ogre. On the subject of Shakspbare’s height he could not 
speak with assurance, but Keats was only just over five 
teet. Jumbomania, or the worship of mammoth dimensions 
was a modern disease. Ear better was the philosophy 
crystallised in such immortal sayings as “Love me little 
love me long,” and “ Infinite riches in a little room,” 

^ Mr. Mallaby.Deeley, M.P., observed that, man being an 
mutative animal and bishops being regarded by many as 
good examples, there seemed to him a serious danger of an 
epidemic of what he might call Brobdingnagitis. Fortu- 
nately the results would not be immediately apparent, 
otherwise he would be compelled to raise his tariff for 
cheap suits. A rise of six inches in the average height of 
■bis customers would throw out all bis calculations and 
eat up the modest margin of profit which he now allowed 
himself. 


SAFETY PLAY. 

{According to local legendy Whitby Abbey possesses a ghosj 
lohich only appears in a blaze of snmkinc). 

Men there may be so immune from timidity 
Never a spectre could fill them with fright, 

Men who could keep their accustomed placidity 
Wei^ they to meet in the gloom of the night 
Lady Hermione tramping the corridor, 

Wicked Sir Guy with liis fetters adrag. 

Or a plebeian who shrieked something horrid or 
Carried his head in a vanity bag* 


ISot such am I. Every hair at the vertical* 

I should resort to hysterical screams 
Bid a diaphanous Lady (or Sir) tickle 
Me on the cheek in the midst of my dreams ; 
let wljen, at Yule, I hear people converse on all 
Manner of spooks round the log in the grate. 
Often I wish that I too had a personal 
Psychic experience I could relate. 


I ^^The weather of the week has been characteristic of the month 
: A dawn breaks with a fair sunset .” — Scotch Fqper. 

Of course this happens only very far North. 


I M a coward when midnight looms murkily 
T sunlight of noon at its best 

I could face calmly— I ’d even say perkily— 
Nebulous figures as well as the rest ; 

mu X ? hypothesis 

Inat she 11 obligingly come to me there) 

V\ ait in its abbey (see text). By my troth, this is 
Just such a ghost as I hn ready to dare. 





MASCULINE MODES. 

By Beau Bbummee. 

The news that the price of lounge 
suits will have risen to twenty-four 
pounds by the autumn has created 
something of a sartorial panic in the 
City and the West End. 

I'amous old wardrobes are being 
broken up on all sides by owners anxi- 
ous to acquire fresh clothing before it is 
too late, whilst the smaU properties 
thus created find eager tenants arnongst 
those who cannot afford a new outfit 
at all. 

Many- tailors who have built new 
suits are beginning to dispose of them 
on three or five year repairing leases, 
and possession of these may sometimes 
be -secured from the present occupiers 
on payment of a substantial premium. 

Gentlemen possessing both town and 
counirty sets of suitings are in many 
oases letting the latter in order to come 
up to London for the season, whilst 
others are resorting to various econo 
mical artifices to meet the crisis. Plus 
four golf knickers, let down, make 
admirable wedding trousers for a short 
man, and many are the old college 
blazers dyed black and doing duty as 
natty pea-jackets. 

In the City, of course, fustian and 
corduroys are almost the only wear, 
and there is much divergence of opinion 
on the Stock Exchange as to the best 
knot for spotted red neckerchiefs and 
the proper way of tying the difficult 
little bow beneath the knees. 

In Parliament, where of course the 
old costly fashions have long been out 
of vogue, the change is equally notice- 
able. Lord Eobeet Cecil, for instance, 
habitually wears the white canvas^ suit 
in which Mr. Augustus Johk painted 
him; Lord Biekenhead mounts the 
Woolsack in an old cassock, which, as 
he points out, not only allows a very 
scanty attire underneath it, but gives 
him particular confidence in elucidating 
St. Matthew; while thePEiMEMiNisraE 
himself set off for San Eemo in a sim- 
ple set of striped sackcloth dittos. 
Many Members are having their old 
pre-war morning coats turned; Mr. 
Winston Chueohill in machine-gun 
overalls, Mr. Mallabt-Deblet_ self- 
dressed, Sir Edwaed Cabson in a simple 
union suit, are conspicuous figures, and 
Mr. Horatio Bottomley by a wniin- 
sical yet thrifty fancy often attends 
the House in the humble attire of the 
Weaver in A Midsummer Nzghts 
Dream* 

' Even in the Welsh colheries it is 
becoming the habit to go down the 
pits in rough home-spun, and reserving 
the top hat, morning coat and check 
trousers for striking in. 



Assistant ‘'S’m afbaid we ’ee eight out oe moustache beushes, Sie, but that 's 

AH iSsEOW BEUSnt ANE IT WOULE, I THINK, SEEVE THE BUEB03E.” 


“DENIKIN TniED. 

LOOKING rOE A LITTLE HOUSE IN ENGLAND.” 

Evmhig Standard. 

The gallant General is not the only one 
who is worn out with this hopeless task. 

Sir Jolm Gadnian. head of the British Oil 
Department, has left Birmingham for San 
Remo.”— JSvenwgr Paper. 

Was this the last hope of restoring 
calm to the “ troubled waters ? 

“He has represented Lowestoft at St. 
Stephen’s— one of the most important fishing 
centres in the country— for many years past. 

Daily Paper, 

The House of Commons seems to have 
been confused with Izaak Walton 
Heath. 


“LADIES’ GOLE AT RANELAGH. 

]y[iss played badly and tore up her card 

as well as many other ladies of .note.’’ 

Provincial Paper. 

Bub it is hoped that this method of 
thinning out the competitors wiH not 
be generally resorted to. 

“MURAL TEACHING. 

Speaking at Manoliester last night Lord 
Haldane advocated a great and new national 
reform by enabling the Universities to tram 
the best teachers of their own level to go out 
and do extra Mural teaching on a huge scale. 
Provincial Paper, 

We gather that in our contemporary’s 
ppinion it is high time that our Univer- 
sities recognised “the writing on the 
v7aU.’’, , 
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A VANISHED SPECIES. 

The great auk is but; a memory; 
the bittern booms more rarely in our 
eastern marshes; and now they tell 
me Brigadiers are extinct. Hand- 
somest and liveliest of our indigenous 
fauna, the bright beady eye, the fiirt 
of the trench coat-tail through the 
undergrowth, the glint of red betwixt 
the boughs, the sudden piercing pipe 
— how well I knew them, how often I 
have lain hidden in thickets an3 behind 
hedgerows to study them niore closely. 
How inquisitive the creature was, yet 
how seldom would it feed from the 
hand. And now, it seems, they are 
gone.^ 

Vainly I rack my brains to envisage 
the manner of their passing. Is there 
to be nothing left but silence and a 
shadow or a specimen in a dusty case of 
glass preserved in creosol and stuffed 
with lime? Or did nbt the Brig- 
adiers rather, when they felt their last 
hour was- upon them, retire like the 
elephants of the jungle to some distant 
spot and shuflSe off the mortal coil in 
the midst of Salisbury Plain or (for so 
I still picture it despite the ravages 
of a rude commercialism) the vast 
solitude of Slough ? 

Or it may be that they underwent 
some classic metamorphosis, translated 
to a rainless paradise, where they 
dreamed of battalions for ever inspected 
and the general salute eternally blown. 

And there, they say, two bright and ag4d 
snahes 

Who once were brigadiers of infantry 

Bask in the sun.” 

Anyhow, I cannot believe that ex- 
Brigadiers die. They only fade away. 
Bade away, I think, like the Cheshire 
Oat in Alice in Wonderlmd, leaving at 
the last not a grin but a scowl behind 
them. Brigadiers will fade aiuay” I 
imagine, ran the instruction from the 
Army Council, ^'passing the vanishing 
pornt in the folloioing order : — 

(1) Spurs, (4) Brass hat 

! (2) Field Boots, (o) ScoioV 

(3) Mam body. 


geant-Major in the chair, felt that after 
frightfulness of this kind mere actual 
war would probably be child’s-play. 
And yet they tell me he was a pleasant 
enough fellow in the Mess, this Brig- 
adier, and liked good cooking. Now 
I come to think of it, he faded away 
before the War came to an end. He 
faded away into a Major-General. 

How different from this sort was the 
'type that could always be placated by a 
glittering bayonet chargeor a thoroughly 
smart salute ! I remember one of this 
kind who came charging across the 
landscape, his Staff-Captain at his heels, 
to^ a point where he saw a friend of 
mine apparently lost in meditation and 
sloth. Unfortunately the great man’s 
horse betrayed him as he tried to jump 
a low hedge, and, when he had clam- 
bered up again and arrived in a rather 
tumbled condition to ask indignantly 
what had happened to the scouts,! 
“ They have established a number of^ 
hidden observation posts,” my friend 
replied, keeping his presence of mind, 
“and are making an exact report of 
everything that transpires on the 
enemy’s front,” and he waved his arm 
towards the scene of the catastrophe. 
It was not thought necessary to ex- 
amine their notes. 

^ In Brance Brigadiers were mainly 
divided into the sort that came round 
the front line themselves, and the sort 
that sent theBrigade-major or som ebody 
else who had broken out into a frontal , 
inflammation to do it for them. It is 
difficult to say which ge 7 itis was the 
more alarming. 

The first was apt to exhibit its con- ‘ 
tempt for danger by strolling about in 
perilous places for five minutes and 
leaving them to be shelled in conse- ' 
! quence for a week. 

The second sort was apt to issue ‘ 
orders depending for fulfilment on a 
faulty map reference or a landmark 
which had been careiestly removed by ^ 
an H.E. shell. One of the most vitrans- 
igeant of this kind whom I remember 


But oh, how they will be missed, 
with their insatiable hunger for replies I 
I remember one in particular, very fierce 
and black-moustached, who used to pop 
up suddenly from behind a Loam shire 
hedge with an enormous note-book in 
his hand and say to unhappy company 
, commanders, “ The situation is so-and- 
so and so-and-so ; now let me hear you 
give your orders.” And the Company- 
Commander, who would have liked to 
read through Inf a^itry Training once 
or twice and then hold a sort of inter- 
yfied ' oenferetoee with his Platoon- 
Odmmander, putting the Company Ser- 


could always, however, be softened by 
souvenirs ; a cast-off’ Uhlan’s lance or 
the rifle of a Bosch sniper went far to 
console him for the barrenness of a 
patrol report. I feel sure he must have 
faded at Slough, 

But it was in battle that their wild 
appetite for information was most amaz- 
ingly displayed. At moments when 
nobody knew where anybody else was 
or whether the ground underneath him 
I was likely to remain in that sector 
more than a few moments or be de- 
tached and transferred to another, they 
would send by telephone or by a runner 
wild messages for an exact risum6 of 
the situation. It was at such times, I 
think, that some of those eminent war 


correspondents recently knighted would 
il have done yeoman service in the front 
■f, line. I can imagine them telephoning 
it somewhat after this manner, in answer 
to the querulous voice : — 

;v “ All bell has broken loose in front i 
y of us. The earth shivers as if a volcano 
:e is beneath our feet. The pock-marked 
ridges in the distance are covered with 
e the advancing waves of field-grey forms, 
a Our boys are going up happily shouting 
y and singing- to the battle. Sorry, I 
s didn’t quite catch what you said about 
e being in touch on the right. The 
3, brazen roar of the cannon is mingled 
)f with the intermittent rattle of in- 
d numerable machine guns.* Eh, what? 
s mat?” 

p Yes, I think the Brigadiers would 
- have liked that. But, alas, it could not 
r be.^ And now they have gone, with 
7 their passion for questions, never to 
!, return, or never till the next A.O.L 
if cancels the last. 

^ “And now no sacred staff shall LreaJc to 
I, blossom, 

f No choral salutation lure to light,” 

3 as SwiNBUENB put it ; or 

^ “All tho birds of the air fell a-sighiu’ and 
. a-sobbin’ 

When they heard of the death of poor Cock 
Eobin,” 

^ as No. 1 platoon of A Company used 
to sing. Ah, well. Evoe. 

A COUNTEY NIGHT PIECE. 

The darknessmy footsteps wereswathod 

in 

Is drenched with a luminous spray ; 
For a chain’s length the kerbstone is 
bathed in 

A spindrift of silvery grey ; 

By the roadside is mistily glimmodiig 
A wall phosphorescent with pearls, 

All glancing and dancing and shimmer- 
. .ing 

Like star-dust that swirls. 

Where the high-road dips down to tho 
dingle, 

A coppice in arabesque gleams 
Whose traceries melt and commingle, 
Like ghost trees in moon-frotted 
streams, 

As the tremulous glamour sweeps o’er it 
And skirts the inscrutable sky ; 

Then, Fairyland flitting before it, 

The car flashes by. 

j Sport in Ireland. 

“In a collision between his vehicle aiul a 
tramcar yesterday a passenger wus injured and 
removed to hospital. 

For other Sporting News see Page 6.” 

drish Paper, 

« ’S SIPPING AGHlsXY, Ltd.” 

Le Mveil (Beyrouth), 

A popular establishment, we feel con- 
fident. 



MANNERS AND MODES. 

PAVLOVITIS. 

m h .. . C-., ouarit, B.n .ill !».«»».. a. m«i. .. B. C,.... 0» «« 

the moment of the Pying Swan’g collapse.] ' .- 


THE TAKING OF TIMOTHY. 

Tea -was over, a clearing was made 
of the articles of more fragile virtue, 
and Timothy, entering in state, was 
off-loaded from his nurse’s arms into 

his mother's. ^ . n ■)» 

“Isn’t he loobng sweet to-day 
said Suzanne. “ It ’s really time we 
had him photographed.” 

“Why?” I asked. 

“ Well, why do people as a rule get 

photographed?” ,. n 

“ That,” I said, “ is a questiou I have 
often asked myself, but without findmg 
a satisfactory answer. What do you 
propose to do with -the copies . . 

‘ ‘ There are dozens of people who 11 
be only too glad to have them. Aunt 

Caroline, for instance 

“Aunt Caroline one day took me 
into her confidence and showed rne 
what she called her scrap-heap. It 
was a big box full of photographs that 
had been presented to her from time to 


time, and she calculated that if she had 
had them all framed, as their donors had 
doubtless expected, it would have cost 
her some hundreds of pounds. While 
her back was turned I looked through 
the collection, lour photograph was 
there — and mine, Suzanne.” 

“ Anyhow, we shall want one to keep 
ourselves. Think what a pleasure it will 
be to him -when he grows up to see 
what he looked like as a tiny baby.” 

I called to mind an ancestral album 
belonging to my own family that I had 
carefully kept guarded from Suzanne 
precisely -for the reason that it con- 
tained various presentments of myself 
at early ages in mirth-compelling gar- 
ments and attitudes ; but of course I 
could not now urge that chamber of 
horrors in opposition to her demand. ^ 

“Besides,” she went on, “wentedn’t 
buy any copies at all if we don’t like 
i them. Snapper and Elick are eon- 
i tinually worrying me to have Baby 
1 1 taken. Once a week regularly, ever 


since the announcement of his birth 
appeared, they ’ve rung me up to ask 
when he will give them a sitting 
Sometimes it ’s Snapper and sometimes 
it ’s Klick ; I don’t knowwhich is which 
but one of them has adenoids. W< 
can’t do any harm by ta,king him there 
because they say in their circulars thej 
present two copies free and there s n( 
obligation to purchase any.” 

“I wonder how they make that pay? 

“ Oh,” said Suzanne, “they keep tb 
copyright, you know, and then whei 
he does anything famous they send i 
round to the illustrated papers, whipl 
pay them no end of money for permis 
sion to reproduce it.” 

“ But by the time he does anythin 
famous,” I objected, “ won’t this phoic 
graph be a trifle out of date? Suj 
posing, for instance, in twenty c 
thirty years’ time he marries a Movi 
Queen ” 

Just .then the telephone-bell ran] 
■ and Suzanne, as is her wont, rushed 1 
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answer it, dropping Timothy into my 
arms on the way. 

“Hello!’’ I heard her say. “Yes; 
speaking. Yes, I was just going to 
write. Yes ; that will do quite well. 
What? Yes, about eleven. Good-bye.” 

“ Not another appointment with the 
dressmaker ? ” I inquired. 

“ No. Curiously enough it was Klick 
again — or Snapper — and his adenoids 
are worse than ever ; I suppose it ’s the 
damp weather gets' into them. So I 
said we ’d take Baby to-morrow.” 

“ I don’t quite see the connection,” I 
said. “ Besides, aren’t they catching ? ” 

“ Now you ’re being funny again. 
Save that up for to-morrow.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” I asked in 
some alarm. “And why did you say 
we ’d take Baby ? ” 

“ Why, of course you Ve got to come 
' too. You can always make him laugh 
better than anyone else ; it ’s your 
metier, ^ And I do want his delicious 
little dimples to lepme out.” 

“Do I understtod^hat I’m to go 
through my Ti^ertoire in cold blood 
and under the unsympathetic gaze of 
Messrs. Snapper and Klick ? Suzanne, 
it can’t be done.” 


“ Oh, nonsense 1 You Ve^only got to 
sing Pop Goes the Weasel in a falsetto 
voice and make one of those comic 
faces you do so well, and he ’ll gurgle 
at once. Well, that’s settled. We 
start at half-past ten to-morrow.” 

The coming ordeal so preyed upon 
my mind that I spent a most restless 
night, during which, so Suzanne after- 
wards told me, I announced at frequent 
intervals the popping of the weasel. 
The day dawned with a steady drizzle 
of rain, and, after a poor attempt at 
breakfast, I scoured the neighbourhood 
for a taxi. Having at last run one to 
earth, I packed the expedition into it — 
Suzanne, Timothy, Timothy’s nurse 
and Barbara (who begged so hard to 
be allowed to “come and see Father 
make faces at Baby” that Suzanne 
weakly consented). 

I Arrived at our destination, Suzanne 
bade the driver wait. “ We shall never 
find another cab to take us home in 
this downpour,” she said, “and we 
shan’t be kept long.” 

We were ushered into the studio by 
a gentleman I now know to have been 
Mr. Klick. He aroused my distrust at 
once by the fact that he did not wear a 


velvet coat, and I pointed out this artis- 
tic deficiency in a whisper to Suzanne. 

“ Never mind,” she whispered back ; 
“we needn’t buy any if they’re not 
good.” 

Timothy, who had by now been put 
straight by his attendant, was carefully 
placed on all-fours on a pile of cushions, 
which he promptly proceeded to chew. 
Mr. Klick, on attempting to correct the 
pose, \vas received with a hymn of hate 
that compelled him to bury his head 
hastily in the camera-cloth, and Suz- 
anne arranged the subject so that some 
of his more recognisable features be- 
came visible. 

“ Now then,” she said to me, “ make 
him smile.” 

With a furtive glance at Mr. Klick, 
who fortunately was still playing the 
ostrich, I essayed a well-tried “ face ” 
that had almost invariably evoked a 
chuckle from Timothy, even when 
visitors were present. On this occasion, 
however, it failed to produce anything 
more than a woebegone pucker that for^ 
shadowed something worse. Hastily 
I switched off into another expression, 
but with no better result. 

“ Go on, Father/’ encouraged Bar- 
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bara, 'who bad been taking a breathless 
interest in these proceedings; “try 
your funny voice.” 

Mr. Klick had emerged from cover 
and was standing expectantly with his 
hand on the cap. 

Dear reader, have you ever been 
called upon to sing Pop Goes the Weasel 
in a falsetto voice before a fractious 
baby, a small but intensely critical 
child, a stolidly contemptuous nurse, an 
agitated mother and‘a gaping photo- 
grapher, with the knowledge that suc- 
cess or failure hangs upon your lips, 
and that all the time a diabolical ma- 
chine in the street below is scoring 
threepence against you every minute or 
so ? Of course you haven’t ; but pos- 
sibly you may be able to enter into my 
feelings in this hour of trial. With a 
prickly heat sulfusing my whole body 
and a melting sensation at the collar I 
struggled through the wretched lyric 
once. Timothy regarded me first with 
scorn and then with positive distaste. 
In desperation 1 squeaked it out again 
and yet again, but each succeeding 
“pop” only registered another scowl 
on the face of my offspring and another 
threepence on that of the cabman’s 
clock, 

I was maddened now, and Suzanne 
sought to restrain me; but I shook her 
off violently and went on again da capo, 
and was just giving vent for about the 
seventeenth time to a particularly ex- 
cruciating “pop ” when the door of the 
studio opened and a benevolent-looking 
old gentleman entered. He gazed at 
us all in wonderment, and, overcome by 
mingled shame and exhaustion, I sank 
into a chair and popped no more. 

“Ah, Mr. Snapper,” said Mr. Klick, 
“we were just trying to get this young 
gentleman amused.” 

Mr. Snapper, who, I should imagine, 
was the adenoid victim, looked first at 
me and next at Timothy, and then blew 
his nose vigorously. It was- not an 
ordinary blast, but had a peculiarly 
musical timbre, very much like the note 
of a mouth-organ. It certainly attracted 
Timothy’s attention, for he at once 
looked round and the glimmer of a smile 
appeared upon his tear-stained face. 

“That ’s it I ” cried Barbara excitedly. 
“Do it again.” 

“ Oh, please do,” entreated Suzanne. 

Mr. Snapper, adenoids or no adenoids, 
was a sportsman. He quickly under- 
stood what was required of him and blew 
• his nose again and again. And with each 
blow Timothy/s smile became wider, 
the dimples grew deeper, and Mr. Klick 
at the camera was pushing in and pull- 
ing out plates for all he was worth;. At 
last Mr. Snapper could blow no more, 
and with profuse thanfe we gathered 
ourselves together and departed. On 
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our arrival home the cabman, fortu- 
nately, was induced to accept a cheque 
in payment, . . 

The photographs have turned out a 
great success. One in particular, which 
shows the first smile breaking through 
Timothy’s tears, is of a very 'happy 
character, and Mr. Snapper has asked 
and received permission to send it to 
the illustrated Press under the title, 
“Sunshine and Shower”; and Aunt 
Caroline has not only been given a 
copy, hit has had it framed. 

Now, when I am called upon to pro- 
duce a laugh from Timothy, I no longer 
make faces or “pop.” I have discovered 
how to blow/my nose like a mouth- 
organ, ' It 's trying work, but the effect 
is magical.^ 


Kedintegratio Amoris. 

“ The Public is hereby notified that myse] 

and my Wife Millicent is together agaii: 

I got hasty and advertised her with no jus 
cause, Fitz — West Indian Paper. 


“ This telegram had been preceded by othcri 
which Were, unfortunately, contrary to h 
structions at the Post Office, delivered at th 
office, which was closed, and, therefore, m 
opened .” — Irish Paper. 

That, of course, would be so. 


“ At a meeting of the . Child Study Soeiei 
on Thursday, April 29th, at 6 p.m., Sir A, I 
Shipley, D.So., F.E.S., will give 

lecture, illustrated by lantern slides, on bitii 
insects and children.” 

• British Medical lomiial. 

And we had always thought him su< 
a kind man ! 




, . THE MINXIAD. 

{Being the scenario of a modern dogge^'el Epic,) 
The lady I choose for the theme of my lay 
Is a portent “ conspicuous even to-day,’’ 

For, though she was freely condemned and abhorred, 
bhe was never suppressed and she can’t be ignored. * 

Jffer parents, most anxious to give a good time' 

To their children, if only they helped them^to climb,' 
Unconsciously aiding the new Self-Expression 
lieit all from the start to their daughter’s discretion. 

No nurse was allowed to rebuke her or warn her, 

No governess put her to stand in a corner ; 

At six she revealed a peculiar joy 

In the taste of old brandy, and dressed like a boy : 

At eight she had imd Casanova, Cellini, 

And driven a tOasting-fork into a tweeny; 

At ten she indited and published a story 
described by The LeadenhalkNews as “too gory ” 
One governess after another was tried, 

But none of them stopped and one suddenly died. 

went for a while to a wonderful school 
Which was run on the plan of the late Mrs. Boole : 
But no “ ethical safeguards could ever restrain 
^ impulsive a heart and so;fertile a brain ^ 


And a fire, for the kindling of which she was hold 
Eesponsible, led to her being expelled. 

On the strength of her fine pyromaniac rage 
For a season or two she appeared on the stage ; 

Her dancing was crude and her voice was a blank, 

But she carried it off. by -superlative swank, 

And married a swarthy and elderly milli- 
onaire who was killed in an earthquake in Chile. 

A militant during the Suffrage campaign, 

In the War she adopted the cause of Sinn Fein, 

And, according to credible witness, was seen 
In the thick of the fighting at Easier, 16. 

Escaping arrest by a dexterous dodge 
She became a disciple of Olivek Lodge, 

. .Gave kctures on Swedish and Swiss callisthenics, 
Eurhythmies (Dalcroze) and Ukrainian eugenics. 
Last, married in haste to. a Bolshevist don, 

" green and was painted by John, 

Elpped,with a, squat anthropophagous Dago 
And finds a fit home in Tierra del Fuego. 

“ TEMPEHAKCE WOMEN OF ALL LANDS. 

ONE PROPOSES kneeling OUTSIDE HOUSE OP COMMONS.’' 

™ Star*^ Eeadlines. 

We have r^d the article carefully, but the Member to whom 
this Leap- rear proposal was made is not- mentioned. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, April 19th, — ^Primrose-day 
in the House of Commons was more 
honoured in the breach than the ob- 
servance. Barely a dozen Members 
sported Lord Beaconpield's favourite 
flower (for salads), and one of them 
found himself so uncomfortably con- 
spicuous that shortly after the proceed- 
ings opened he furtively transferred his 
buttonhole to his coat-pocket. Among 
those who remained faithful were Lord 
Lambourne (in the Peers* Gallery), who 
had for this occasion substituted a posy 
of primroses *for his usual picotee, and, 
quaintly enough, Mr. Hogge, who had 
not hitherto been suspected of Dis- 
raelian sympathies, 

Por a Budget-day the attendance 
was smaller than usual. But it was 
large enough to prevent Mr. Billing 
from securing his usual seat. The 
Speaker, however, did not smile upon 
his suggestion that he should occupy 
one of the vacant places on the Front 
Opposition Bench, and curtly informed 
him that there was plenty of room in 
the Gallery. Thither Mr. Billing be- 
took himself, and thence he addressed a 
question which Mr. Hope, the Minister 
concerned, was unable to catch, his 
ears not being attuned to sounds from 
that altitude. 

Otherwise Question-time was chiefly 
remarkable for the loud and continued 
burst of cheering from the Coalition 
benches which greeted Mr. Will 
Thorne’s suggestion ' {d propos of 
Lenin’s industrial conscription) that 
“it would be a very good thing to 
make all the idlers in this country 
work.” Mr. Thorne seemed quite em- 
barrassed by the popularity of his pro- 
posal, which did not, however, appear 
to arouse the same enthusiasm among 
his colleagues of the Labour Party. 

It was four o’clock when Mr. Cham- 
berlain rose to “open the Budget” 
(he clings to that old-fashioned phrase), 
and just after six when he completed a 
speech which Mr. Asquith (himself an 
ex-Chancellor of the Exchequer) justly 
praised for its lucidity and comprehen- 
siveness. 

Mr. Chamberlain could not on this 
occasion congratulate himself (as his 
predecessors were wont to do) on the 
accuracy of his forecasts. He had two 
shots last year, in Spring and Autumn, 
but both times was many millions out 
in his calculations. Fortunately all the 
mistakes were on the right side, and he 
came out with a surplus of one hundred 
and sixty-four millions (about as much 
as the whole revenue of the country 
when first he went to the Exchequer) 
to devote to the redemption of debt. 

But that did not content him. For 


an hour by the clock he piled up the 
burdens on the taxpayer. His argu- 
ments were not always consistent. It 
is not quite easy to see why, because 



** A primrose by a river’s brim 
A yellow primrose was to him 
And it was nothing more.” 

“Mr. Hogge had not hitherto been sus- 
pected of Disraelian sympathies.” 

ladies have taken to smoking cigarettes, 
an extra heavy duty should be imposed 
on imported cigars; or how the appear- 
ance of “ a new class of champagne- 
drinkers” justifies a further tax upon 



Mr, Chamberlain, “I don’t care what 

ANYBODY SAYS ABOUT THIS BLOOMING TREE 
(I USB THE EPITHET IN ITS LITERAL SENSE); 
I SHALL LET IT KEEP ON FOB ANOTHER YEAR.” 

the humble consumer of “ dinner^ 
claret.” 

Nor is it easy to follow the process 
of reasoning by which the Chancellor 


convinced himself that the Excess Pro- 
fits Tax, which last year he described 
as a great deterrent to enterprise and 
indust^ry, only justifiable as “a tem- 
porary measure,” should now be not 
merely continued but increased by fifty 
per cent. 

This proposal seemed to excite more 
hostility than any other. But the 
single taxers were annoyed by the final 
disappearance of the Laud Values Duties 
(the only original feature of Mr. Lloyd 
George’s epoch-making first Budget). 
Mr. Eafean pictured their author being 
dragged at the Tory chariot- wheels, and 
Dr. Murray observed that the land- 
taxes were evidently not allowed “ on 
the other side of the Eubicon.” 

The general view was that the Gov- 
ernment had shown courage in impos- 
ing fresh taxation, but would have saved 
themselves and the country a great deal 
of trouble if they had been equally bold 
in reducing expenditure. 

Tuesday, April 20th , — When a local 
band at Cologne recently played the 
“ Wacht am Ehein ” the British officers 
present stood up, on the ground (as 
they explained to a surprised German) 
that they were now the Watch on the 
Ehine. But are they? According to 
Colonel Burn the Army of the Ehine 
is now so short of men that it is com- 
pelled to employ German civilians as 
batmen, clerks and even telephone- 
operators ; and Mr. Churchill was 
fain to admit that it would not sur- 
prise him to hear that “ some assist- 
ance has been derived from the local 
population,” 

The Carnarvonshire police are peeved 
because they are not allowed to belong 
to any secret society except the Free- 
masons, and consequently are debarred 
from membership of the Eoyal Ante- 
diluvian Order of Buffaloes. Mr. Shortt 
disclaimed responsibility, but it is ex- 
pected that the Member for the Car- 
narvon Boroughs, who is notoriously 
sympathetic to Ante-diluvians (is not 
his motto Apr^s moi le deluge ?), will 
take up the matter on his return from 
San Eemo. 

Having had time to consider the 
Budget proposals in detail Mr. Asquith 
was less complimentary and more crit- 
ical. Good-humoured chaff of thePniME 
Minister on the demise of the Land 
Values Duties before they had yielded 
the “rare and refreshing fruits” pro- 
mised ten years ago* was followed by a 
reasoned condemnation of the proposed 
increase in the wine duties, which he 
believed would dimmish consumption 
and cause international complications 
with our Allies. The Chancellor, 
again, had thought too much of re- 
venue and too little of economy. He 
urged him — ^in a magnificent mixture of 
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metaphors — >to cut away those parasitic Later in the eYening Mr. Stanton ritq rjF I nwnriM 

excrescences upon the normal adminis- indicated that unless the salaries of i-iili-t olid ut- u^jnuuiv. 
trative system of the country which Members of Parliament were raised he ** The Bear-Gaeden." 

now constituted an open tap. should have seriously to consider the The authors of the guide-books have 

Wednesday, April 21sL—The aboli-’ question of returning to his old trade signally failed to discover the really 
tion of the Guide - lecturer at Kew of a coal-hewer, at which I gathered interesting parts of Law-land. I have 

Gardens was deplored by Lord Sude- he could make much more money with looked through several of these works 

LEY and other Peers.- But as, ac- an infinitely smaller exertion of lung- and not one of them refers, for example, 

cording to Lord Lee, out of a million power. • to the “Bear-Garden,*’ which is the 


to the “Bear-Garden,” which is the 


visitors last year only five hundred The vote for Agriculture and Fisheries place where the preliminary skirmishes 
listened to the Guide— an average of was supported by Sir A. Griffith- of litigation are carried out. The Bear- 
less than three per lecture — ^the Govern- Boscawen in a speech crammed full Garden is the name given to it by the 
ment can hardly be blamed for saving a of miscellaneous information. We legal profession, so I am quite in order 
hundred pounds. Eetrenchment, after learned that the Minister once smoked in using the title. In fact, if you want 
all, must begin somewhere. a pipe of Irish tobacco, and said to get to it, you have to use that title. 

Sir Donald Maclean cannot have “ Never Again ’* ; that the slipper-lirn- The proper title would be something 
heard of this signal example of - ^ t place where Masters in 

Government economy or he would Chambers function at half-past 

not have denounced Ministers so one; ” but, if you go into the Law 

vehemently for their extrava- Courts and ask one of the attend- 

gance. His most specific charge where that is, he will say, 

was that in Mesopotamia they rather pityingly, “Do you mean 

' were'^* spending money like water Bear-Garden ? ” and you will 

in looking for oil,** ~ ^ . know at once that you have Ipst 

In a further defence of the Bud- ^ caste. Caste is a thing you should 

get proposals- Mr. Chaimberlain careful of in these days, 

disclaimed the notion that it was thing is to ask for the 

the duty of the Chancellor of the A Bear-Garden straightaway. 

JiXchequer to denounce in the It is in the purlieus of the Law 

House the Estimates which he /^uir tacE^ Oourts-and very hard to find. It 

had approved in Cabinet. His ( ^ is up a lot of very dingy back- 

business was to find the money. fi staircases and down a lot of very 

Circumstances had -altered his ' liingy passages. The Law Courts 

attitude to the Excess Profits li; . ;• ll are like all our public buildings. 

Duty, and he was now determined {mW w m The parts where the public is 

to stick to it. Did not a cynic ^ ili/ BilfcWW - allowed to go are fairly respect- 

once say that nothing succeeds i,, able, if not beautiful, but thopur- 

'4^^ lieus and the basements and the 
Mr. Babnes, who wm loudly upper floors are scenes of un- 

cheeredonhisreturntotheHouse, Ai imaginable dinginess and decay, 

jmnedinthe cry for economy. :Vl The Law Courts’ purlieus aro 

-Some departments, hededared, worse than the Houses of Parlia- 

-existed only because they had ■ ’ ment’spurlieus.anditseemstome 

Awji^ that even more disgraceful things 

Ljf clergy are without «if, as appears to be the case, it is for the moment more are done in them. It only shows 

doubt the most over-rated per- or less decently interred, its epitajih should bo not you the danger of Nationaiisation 

sons in the country — I mean, of but (cheers). On 

course, from a fiLal noint nf Mr. As^vim on thji Land Values Duties. „ 


all, must begin somewhere. a pipe of Ir 

Sir Donald Maclean cannot have I “ Never Again 
heard of this signal example of 
: Government economy or he would 
not have denounced Ministers so 
vehemently for their extrava- 
gance. His most specific charge 
was that in Mesopotamia they 
’ were"^* spending money like water 
in looking for oil,** 

In a further defence of the Bud- 
get proposals- Mr. 'Chaimberlain ^ 

disclaimed the notion that it was 
the duty of the Chancellor of the / / 

Jixchequer to denounce in the 

House the Estimates which he J^u\r TAPFw 

had approved in Cabinet. His ^ ^ ^ 

business was to find the money. fl/iii 

Circumstances bad -altered his ^ 

attitude to the Excess Profits ^ la . 

Duty, and he was now determined ozoy 

to stick to it. Did not a cynic ^ 

once say that nothing succeeds ly 

like excess? . ^ 

Mr. Barnes, who was loudly "f 
cheered on his returnto the House, 
joined in the cry for economy. 

“Some departments, he declared, 

“existed only because they had 
existed.** 

The country clergy are without « if, as appears to be t: 


'HIC JACEm 
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course, from a fiscal point of 


On the way to the Bear-Garden 
you pass the King’s Eemembran- 


view. Consequently tlm House gave a pet, formerly the terror of the oyster- cer’srooms. This isthe man who reminds 
friendly reception to a Bill_ intended to beds, had now by the ingenuity of bis His Majesty about people’s birthdays; 
relieve them of some of their peouniaiy Department been transformed into a and in a large family like that he must 
buroens. , -tm valuable source of poultry-food, and be kept busy. Not far from the King’s 

Thursday, April 22m. When Dr. that the roundabout process by which Eemembrancer there is a Commissioner 
Macnamaea was Secretary to the Ad- the Germans in bygone days imported for Oaths; you can go into his room 
miralty no Minister was clearer or more eel-fry from the Severn for their own and have a really good swear for about 
toeCT in his answers. Now that he rivers, and then exported the fnll-grown half-a-crown. This is cheaper than 
has become Minister he has laid aside fish fbr the delectation of Bast-end having it in the street — that is, if you 
j his quarter-deck manner and adopted dinner-tables, had been done away with, are a gentleman; for by the Profane 
tones of whispering humbleness which In the matter of eels this country is now Oaths Act, 17A6, swearing and cursing 
hardly reach the Press Gallery.. self-supporting. are punishable by a fine of one shillinf 

He ought to take example from Mr. for every day-labourer, soldier or sea- 

Stanton, who never leaves the House “ The stock markets sfiowed a good deal of man; two shillinfifs for everv other iici* 

in doubt as to what he means. This a«uty this morning, and dealers m^ked gon nnd^r SrdSf S 


m aouDD as lo wnas ne means. 'Anis ouis mommg, ana aeaiers marKea gQjj T-naer the deat-ee of n nenflemnn • 

Qffternoon his Dumosewas to announce lower m many cases to protect them- r* ^ eniRn., 

thatreSai^^Trio- ontL onnSon shiUings for eveiy person of or 

miat a certain ^ xiio on the Opposition proposals, particularly the excess profits duty above the degree of a gentleman. This 

Benches was m league with the forces and the corruption tax.”-~PyomnciaZ Paper, is not generally known. The Commis- 


pf disorder , Bolshies i; he shouted Mr. Chamberlain omitted to mention don;; foToaihs ^ 
m a voice tb^ frightened the pigeons the last-named impost, but no doubt man, and there is literally no limit to 
in^-galaca xarq. that was his artfulness. what you may swear before him^ The 




' '- k I \ 

' . V*\' 

Mkfy - ess . “At two o’clock this mobhihg, Maev. we “ khookikg, ahd yoon masteb west howh akh 

0 . S„”S i’w™S.5 ■» i»>~ I '■ 


only thing is that he insists oh your 
tiling it before you actually say it. This 

strongly about any- 
^ probably better to have it 

out in the street and risk being taken 
for a gentleman. 

There are a number of other interest- 
ing functionaries on the way to the 
Bear-Garden ; but we must get on. 
When you have wandered about in the 
purlieus for a long time you will hear 
a tremendous noise, a sort' of combined 
snarling and roaring and legal conver- 
sation. When you hear that, you will 
know that you are very near the bears, 
They are all snarling and roaring in a 
large preliminary arena, where the bears 
prepare themselves for the struggle ; all 
round it are smaller cages or aren^,! 
where the struggles take place. If 
possible you ought to go early, so that 
you can watch the animals massing. 
Lawyers, as I have had occasion to 
observe before, are the most lo^^g- 
suffering profession in the country, ana 
the things they do in the Bear-Garden 
they have to do in the luncheon-hour, 
or rather in the luncheon half-hour, 
between half-past one and two. 


This accounts perhaps for the ex- 
treme frenzy of the proceedings. They 
huri*y in a frenzy up the back- stairs 
about 1.25, and they pace up and down 
in a frenzy till half-past one. There 
are all sorts of bears, most of them 
rather seedy old bears, with shaggy and 
unkempt coats. These are solicitors 
clerks, and they all come straight out 
of Dickens. They have shiny little 
private-school handbags, each inheiited, 
no doubt, through a long line of ances- 
tral solicitors’ clerks ; and they all have 
the draggled sort of moustache that 
tells you when it is going to rain. 
While they are pacing up arl down 
the arena they all try to get riahf these 
moustaches by pullin^_.^iently at 
alternate ends ; but the only result is 
to make it look more like rain than 


Some of the bears are robust old 
bears, with well-kept coats and loud 
roars *, these are solicitors’ clerks too, 
only better fed; or else they are real 
solicitors. And a few of the bears are 
perky young creatures — in barrister’s 
robes, either for the first time, when 
they look very self-conscious, or for the 
second time, when they look very self- 


confident. All the bears are telling 
each other about their cases. Th6y 
are saying, “ We are a deceased wife s 
sister suing in forma or *'1 

am a discharged bankrupt, three times 
convicted of perjury, bub I am claim- 
ing damages under the Diseases of Pigs 
Act, 1862,” or “ You are the crew of a 
merchant- ship and we are the editor 
of a newspaper.” Just at first it is 
rather disturbing to hear snatches of 
conversation like that, but there is no 
real cause for alarm; they are only 
identifying themselves with ‘the in- 
terests of their clients ; and, when one 
realises that, one is rather touched. 

At long last one of the keepers ai 
the entrance to the small cages begins 
to shout very loudly. It is not at ah 
clear what be is shouting, but appar 
ently it is the pet-names of the bears 
for there is a wild rush for the various 
cages. Across the middle of the cag( 
a stout' barricade has been erected, anc 
behind the barricade sits the Master 
pale but defiant. Masters in Ghamberi 
are barristers who have not got prope 
legal faces, and have bad to give a] 
^ being ordinary barristers on that ac 
■ count; in the obscurity and excitemeu 
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of the Bear-Garden nobody notices that 
their faces are all wrong. The two 
chief bears rusli at the Master and the 
other bears jostle round them, egging 
them on. When they see that they 
cannot get at the Master they begin 
snarling. One of them snarls quietly 
out of a long document about the State- 
ment of Claim. He throws a copy of 
this at the Master, and the Master tries 
to get the hang of it while the bear is 
snarling ; but the other bear is by now 
beside himself with rage, and he begins 
putting in what are called interlocu- 
tory snarls, so that the Master gets 
terribly confused, though he doesn’t 
let on. 

By-and-by all pretence of for- 
mality and order is put aside and 
the battle really begins. At this 
stage of the proceedings the rule is 
that no fewer than two of the pro- 
tagonists must be roaring at the 
same time,* of which one must be 
the Master. But the more general 
practice is for all three of them to 
roar at the same time. Sometimes, 
it is true, by sheer roar-power the 
Master succeeds in silencing one 
of the bears for a moment, but he 
can never be said to succeed in 
cowing a bear. If anybody is 
cowed it is the Master. Mean- 
while the lesser bears press closer 
and closer, pulling at the damp 
ends of their rainy moustaches 
and making whispered suggestions 
for new devilries in the ears of the 
chief bears, who nod their heads 
emphatically but don’t pay any 
attention. 

The final stage is the stage of 
physical violence, when the chief 
bears lean over the barricade and 
shake their paws at the Master; 
they think they are only making 
legal gestures, but the Master 
knows very well that they are get- 
ting out of hand ; he knows then 
that it is time he threw them a bun. 
he says a soothing word to each of them 
andruns hispen savagely through almost 
everything on their papers. The bears 
growl in stupefaction and rage, and 
take deep breaths to begin again. But 
meanwhile the keeper has shouted for 
a fresh set of bears, who surge wildly 
into the room. The old bears are swept 
aside and creep out, grunting. What the 
result of it all is I don’t know. Nobody 
knows. But the new bears 


AT THE PLAY. 

“Mary Eose.” 

Op course nobody could possibly sus- 
pect Sir James Barrie of plagiarising 
(save from himself), yet it will explain 
something of the atmosphere of Mary 
Bose if I say that it is a story with 
such a theme as that admirable ghost- 
monger, the Provost of Eton, would 
whole - heartedly approve — thrilling, 
sinister, inconclusive — with (shall I 
say ?) just a dash of Sir Arthur Conan 
Doyle in his other-worldly mood to 
bring it well into the movement. Natur- 
ally the variations are sheer Barrie 
and of the most adroit, I 





THE BOY WHO WOULD GROW UP FASTER 
THAN HIS MOTHER. 

Mar^ Bose . . . Miss Fay Compton. 

Harry .... Mr. Robert Loraine. 


So 


[Editor. — I am much bored^with this. 
AuTH0R.-~Oh, very well.] Ai P. H. 

From the directions on an omnibus 
ticket : — 

‘‘Passengers are requested not to stand on 
top of the Bus back seats for smoking.” 

This is a thing we never do. 


Mary Bose is in fact a girl who 
couldn’t grow up, .because whenever 
she visited a little mystery island in the 
Puter Hebrides “ they ” who lived in a 
“love.y, lovely, lovely” vague world 
bey oncj,. these voices would call her 
vaguelj^'(to Mr. Norman O’Neill’s 
charming music), and she would as 
vaguely return with no memory of 
what had passed and no change in her 
physical condition. This didn’t matter 
so much when, as a mere child, she 
disappeared for thirty days ; but when, 
mother of an incomparable heir of two, 
she was rapt away. in the middle of a 
picnic for twenty-five years, and re- 
pturned to find a husband, mother and 
father inexplicably old and changed, and 
dreadfully silent about her babe — well, 
you see for yourself how fiopeless every- 


thing was. As if there were not enough 
real tragedy in the world and it were 
necessary to invent ! 

I don’t think it fair to tell you any 
more. You shouldn’t suffer these thrills 
at second-hand. But I can say that, 
in spite of making it a point of profes- 
sional honour to try to keep a warm 
spine and check the unbiddea tear from 
trickling down my nose (which makes 
you look such an ass before a cynical 
colleague during the intervals), I was 
beaten in both attempts. The “ effects ” 
were astonishingly well contrived by 
both author and producer (Mr. Holman 
Clark). You were not let down at the 
supreme moment by a hurried shuffle 
of dimly seen forms or the click 
of an electrician’s gear suggesting 
too solid flesh. The house was in 
a queer way stunned by the poig- 
nancy of the last scene between the 
young ghost-mother and the long- 
sought unrecognised son, and had 
to shake itself before it could re- 
ward with due applause the fine 
playing of as perfect a cast as I 
have seen for a long time. There ’s 
no manner of doubt that Sir Jambs 
“got it over” (as they say) all right. 

Miss Fay Compton makes aston- 
ishing strides. Her Many Bose, 
had adorable shy movements 
caresses, intonations, wistfulnesses. 
These were traits of Mary Bose, 
not tricks of Miss Compton. And 
they escaped monotony — supreme 
achievement in the difficult cir- 
cumstances. Mr. Eobert Loraine 
in the doubled rdles of Mary Bose's 
husband and son, showed a very 
fine skill in his different! ’^on of 
the husband’s character i ^bree 
phases of time and deve>P^^’^^''J;, 
and of the son’s, with its 
likeness and individual variation, 
Mr. Ernest Thesiger, who seems 
to touch nothing he does not adorn, 
gave a fine rendering of as charm- 
ing a character as ever came out of tho 
Barrie box — the superstitious, learned, 
courteous crofter’s son, student of Aber- 
deen University, temporary boatman 
and (later) minister. He did his best 
incidentally, by rowing away without 
casting off, to corroborate tho local 
legend that the queer little island some- 
times disappeared. Miss Mary Jerrold 
was just the perfect Barrie mother 
(of Ma^y Bose). Mr. Arthur Whitby’s 
parson, Mr. Norman Forbes’ squire, 
Miss Jean Oadell’s housekeeper, left 
no chinks in their armour for a critic’s 
spleenful arrow. 


“ It was one of those pei fjct June nights 
tnat so seldom occur except in August.” 

“ Magamie. 

The result of Daylight-saving, no doubt. 
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THE CONNOISSEUE. 

No more to bits of china (though I 
love it), 

To coloured prints no more my fancy 
roams, 

Or all the works of art I used to covet 

In other people’s homes. 

Old first editions, Sheffield plate and 
brasses, - 

Weapons of Cromwell’s time and 
coats of mail, 

Gate-tables, Queen Anne chairs and 
aught that passes 

For craft of Chippendale— 

Such things no more I spend my hard- 
earned cash on 

(Fain though the spirit be, the purse 
is weak) ; 

Yet strong within me burns the ruling 

> passion 

For anything antique. 

To haunt the sales for “finds ” no more 
my job is ; ^ 

I *ve found at length, to satisfy my 
bent, I 

A wider sphere for this my last of 
hobbies, 

Which costs me not a cent ; 

Where I can see my friends possess the 
treasure 

Their souls desire, nor envy them for 
that ; 

My game ’s to scan my fellow-man at 
leisure 

Divested of his hat ; 


Among my own coevals, whom at last 
Time 

Is taking by the locks at forty-nine, 
Searching (a quaint but inexpensive 
pastime) 

For balder heads than mine. 

HINTS ON ADVEETISING, 
j In the belief that the numerous signs 
I and notices, such as those containing 
I warnings and advice to the public, with 
I which the eye is so familiar, might be 
employed as suitable media for, com- 
mercial advertisement, the following 
suggestions are offered for what they 
are worth : — 

LIFT 'not working . 

When you walk upstairs 
be sure your - boots are ‘ 
shod with PUSSYFOOT 
-Bubber Heels. . 


TO STOP THE TRAIN PULL 
DOWN THE CORD. 

Then Hght a NAVY LIST Cigarette. 
That alone is worth the 


THIS RACK IS PROVIDED FOR 
LIGHT ARTICLES ONLY. 

If your baby is a GLOXO baby 
keep it on your knee. 

GLOXO builds hulhj bairns. 


KEEP OFF THE GRASS. 

Unless you are wearing 
GUMBOODLE'S 
Goloshes. 

Won’t wet feet. 


BEWARE OF THE DOG. 

Wait till he hears 
HIS MASTER’S VOICE. 


YOU MAY TELEPHONE FROM HERE. 

Bing up your newsagent and order 
your DAILY WAIL. 

Billion Sale. 

Order it now. 

CHU CHIN CHOW. 


STICK NO BILLS. 

It’s not your job. 

Let STIKKOTINE dolt. 
Sticks anything. 


“CHARLES 

This week, Driven From Home. 

Next week, At Sea.” 

Daily 

Surely this pitiable case ought to be* 
brought to the attention of the Actorsi' 
Benevolent Association. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. | 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Glcrhs,) \ 

I HAVE a mild grievance against that talented lady, Miss 
Marjorie BowE]^^, for labelling her latest novel “ a romantic ' 
fantasy.” Because, like all her other stories, The Cheats 
(Collins) moves with such an air of truth, its personages 
are so human, that I could delightfully persuade myself 
that it was all true, and that I had really shared, with a 
sometimes quickened pulse, the strange fortunes of the 
sombre young hero. But — fantasy ! That is to show the 
strings and give away the whole game. However, if you 
can forget that, the coils of an admirably woven intrigue 
will grip your attention and sympathy throughout. The 
central figure is one J agues, who comes to town as a 
penniless and love-lorn romantic, to be confronted with the 
revelation that he is himself the eldest son, unacknowledged 
but legitimate, of His Majesty King Charles the Second, 
then holding Court at Whitehall, It is from the plots and 
counter-plots, the machinations and subterfuges that follow 
that Miss Bowen justifies her title. Certainly The Cheats 
establishes her in my mind as our first writer of historical 
fiction. The character-drawing is admirable (especially of 
poor weak-willed vacillating a wonderfully observed 

study of,the Stuart temperament). More than ever, also. 
Miss Bowen might here be said to write her descriptions 
with a paint-brush ; the whole tale goes by in a series of 
glowing pictures, most richly coloured. The Cheats is not 
a merry book ; its treatment of the foolish heroine in parti- 
cular abates nothing of grim justice ; but of its art there can 
be no two opinion^s, I wish again that I had been allowed 
to believe in it. 


It must be unusual in war for a commander-in-chief to 
be regarded by his opponents with the respect and admira- 
tion that the British forces in East Africa felt towards 
Yon Lettow-Yorbeck; from General Smuts, who congratu- 
lated him on his Order “Pour le Mdrite,” down to the 
British Tommy who promised to salute him “if ever 
’e’s copped.” The fact that Yon Lettow held out from 
August, 1914, till after the Armistice with a small force 
mainly composed , of native askaris, and with hardly any 
assistance from overseas, is proof in itself of his organizing 
ability, his military leadership and his indomitable deter- 
mination. As these are qualities which are valued by his 
late enemies his story of the campaign, My Beminiscences 
of East Africa (Hurst and Blackett), should appeal to a 
large public, especially as it is written on the whole in 
a sporting spirit and not without some sense of humour. 
His descriptions of the natural difficulties of the country 
and the methods he adopted for handling them are interest- 
ing and instructive. But in military matters his -story is 
not altogether convincing; for if his “victories” were as 
“ decisive ” as he represents them how is it that they were 
followed almost invariably by retirement ? The results 
are attributed in these pages to “ slight mischances ” or 
“ unfavourable conditions ” or merely to “ pressure of 
circumstances,” Would it not have been better, while he 
was about it, to claim boldly that he was luring us on ^ 
This is a question on which one naturally refers to the 
maps, and it is therefore all the more regrettable that these 
contain no scale of mileage, an omission which renders 
them almost meaningless.' How many readers, for instance 
will realise that German East Africa was almost twice th< 
size of Germany? ' The translation on the whole is good 
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though some phrases such as ‘'the at times barely sufacienf; captured luxuries, bands playing, flags flying, suddenly 
ration ” are rather too redolent of the Fatherland, blown up in mid- Atlantic. The game of hide-and-seek, as 

played by the Emden and her like, naturally ♦figures very 

I see that on the title-page of his latest story Mr. W. E. largely in a volume which Henty could hardly have bettered. 
Norbis is credited with having already written two others The author’s veracious narrative, leaving all picturesque 
(specified by name), etc. Much virtue in that “etc.” lean- detail to the imagination, gets home every time by the 
not therefore regard The Triumj^hs of Sara (Hutchinson) sheer weight of its material. The War in Home waters is 
precisely as the work of a beginner, though it has a fresh- no less fascinatingly reconstructed, and the case of maps 
ness and sense of enjoyment about it that might well belong contains in itself living epics for all who study them with 
to a first book rather than to — I doubt whether even understanding. 

Mr. Norris himself could say offhand what its number is. ' ' 

Sara and her circle eminently characteristic of their In writing her second book Miss Hilda M. Sharp has 
creator. You have here the same well-bred well-to-do allowed herself what is, I suspect, the lady novelist’s 
persons, pleasantly true to their decorous type, retaining greatest treat, the extraordinary achievement of using the 
always, despite modernity of clothes and circumstance, first person singular and making it masculine. She has 
a gentle aroma of late Vic- 1 ^ [‘done it very well too, and I 


a gentle aroma of late Vic-j . ^ 

torianism. Perhaps Sara is K Sj. ’ 

the most immediate of Mr. \ 

Norris’s heroines so far. Her 
money-bags had been filled in 
Manchester, and from time to 
time in her history you are 
reminded of this circumstance. 

It explains much; though 

h ardly her marriage with Euan j 

Lej^inngfon, whose attraction } 

apparently lay in being one of 

the few males of her acquaint- A 

ance whom Sara did not find 

it fatally easy to bring to heel. 

Anjhow, after mg-rriage she 
quickly grew bored to death 
of him ; so much so that it l|| 
required an attempt (badly | |||™U^j| 
bungled) by another woman 
to get Euan to elope with her, ( 
and a providential collapse of ■ 
the very unwilling Lothario, to • • 

bring about that happy ending 
that my experience of kind 
Mr* Norbis has taught me to < 
expect. I may add that he , 
has never done anything more ; 

quietly entertaining than the 
frustrated elopement ; the lun- 
' cheon scene at the M^tropole, > _ y 
Brighton, between the angry 
but amused Sara and a hus- “Proper fed 

band incapacitated by rage, i ^osTmomL 

remorse and chill, is an es- — 

pecially well-handled little comedy of manners. 



am happy to recall that, in 
another place, I was among 
the many who prophesied good 
concerning her future when 
she made her dibut asfa novel- 
ist with The Stars in their 
Courses in Mr. Fisher Unwun’s 
“First Novel Library.” A 
Eaton in Eaton comes very 
properly from the same pub- 
lisher. It has one of those 
plots which it is most parti- 
cularly a reviewer’s business, 
in the reader’s own interest, 

\ not to reveal, but it is per- i 
missible to explain that tlie 
^ “ pawn ” of the title is a little 
girl adopted from an orphan- 
age, where, as someone says, 

1 “ the orphans aren’t really 
orphans,” hj Julian Tarrant, 
whom a select circle acknow- 
ledged as the greatest poet 
that the last years of the nine- 
teenth century produced. Miss 
Sharp earns my special ad- 
. V miration by getting through 

( \ the inevitable description of , 

beginning of the Great 
. War in fewer words than any- 
- body whose attempt I have 

throughout a pleasant course 
* — ; midway between a “best- 

seller’’ and a “high-brow.” Lydia, the “pawn,” is very 
charming, but quite possibly so, and though, of course, she 


Sk OOEB..T in writing the first voW of M must rna^y o;e"of 


me,indo,bla8towM;hilf,l«ba,mt'r.“rtI«6;aot 

but if the other three or four volumes-the number is still the book. I think that he may prove an acquired tLte 
uncertain—are to be as full of romance as this the complete with most readers ; but directly I found that he was ant to 
work will be a hbrary of adventure in itself. Hardly ever quote the reviews in PunTh 1 reaS that he wS a man 

says witti almost _nn- of discrimination and deserved his good luck, 
qualified baldness a multitude of astounding things — ^things 


we half knew, or guessed, or longed to have explained, or 
dared not whisper, or, most of all, never dreamt of. Here is 
a gold-mine for the makers of boys’ books of all future 
generations to quarry in. Think, for instance, of the liner 


An Urgent Bequest, 

“ Co-oPEBATiVE Society, Lib, 

Meinbors are requested to hand in their Share Pass Books for Audit 


Orf^ffl^shaking off a Germ^ cruiser by bolting into an un- Head Office on or before at oscb”— L ocal Paper, 

charted tide-race -near the Horn ; or the Southport, left for (.up-t T t:. 

“ile® io has been h^S^n tLL'^ates TporSS“xfade 

^ety 1571th only half an engine ; or the triumphant raider years, and is well and strong on iV Miem Vaner ^ ^ 

Karlsruhe, her pursuers baffled. fnU to the hatches with jit sounds very sustaining. ' 
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terms of the Peace Treaty and the sec- stalled in a certain large aerodrome in 


CHARIVARI A. tion that merely intends to evade them. Hampshire. It is rumoured that they 

We understand that Lord Eishee, will be willing to buy them back from 

who is reported to have taken a week It appears that a man has been fined the purchasers at an enhanced price in 
off to say what he thought about the five pounds for using bad language order to equip a new aerodrome in the 
Budget, has asked for an extension of about Mr. Winston Chuechill. Latest same locality, .. 
time. jj. ^ reports from the district are to the ' * 

* effect that his remarks were rather According to a witness at Willesden 

Germany has decided to abolish grad- good value for the money. Police Court a carter charged with 


ually all titles of nobility. They will 
disappear Von by Von. A weekly paper advocates the steril- minutes without repeating himself. We 

izing of all foodstuff’s. This is a decided understand that the Bargees’ Union 
Six hundred Irish emigrants left for advance on the old custom of sifting take a very serious view of the matter. 
New York last Wednesday on board soup through a set of whiskers. 

•hVio HaUAr . All wfl nnrlAref.£»n/I * “ Thft fiost nf crp.ma.tinn IS nnw fiYp.fin- 


According to a witness at Willesden 
Police Court a carter charged with 
insulting behaviour swore for twenty 
minutes without repeating himself, W e 


the Celtic, All, we understand, were 

advised before leaving that the price Germany, says Mr. James Douglas 
of a man’s votes, after the first five or lost the War. It is said that even th 
six, isn’t what it was in former Pre- ex-Kaiser now admits that everythin. 


sidential elections. 

“ I hope I will not come back until 
the basis of a real : 
peace with Eussia is 
secured,” said Mr. 

Snowden on the eve of ^ 
his departure. There 
are other people who 
don’t much mind what w 

cause detains him, 


“ The cost of cremation is now excep- 
Germany, says Mr. James Douglas, tionally low,” announces a Sunday 
3t the War. It is said that even the paper. Inexpensive luxuries are so 
-Kaiser now admits that everything rare in these days that one is tempted 
I seems to point that way. to give it a trial. ^ 


A Madras tiger cub, we are informed, I Eeplying to 


An earthquake is 
reported in California, 
and a volume of poems 
by the Poet Laueeate 
is announced. What 
a breathless week ! 

“ What is wanted 
in our prisons,” says a 
well-known preacher, 
“ is more humanity ; 
in the Irish prisons 
in particular the right 
kind of humanity.” 







THE THINGS WE WRITE. 

*SlR POMPEY AND HIS GUESTS LITERALLY SWAM IN CHAMPAGNE.” 


Sir K. Eeasee, Mr. 

' Austen Chamberlain 
stated that he was 
not prepared to levy 
an equalizing tax on 
total abstainers. The 
belief that they are 
already sufficiently 
punished is" widely 
held 

“ Man, naturally 
funny, desires to be 
trained for stage 
funny-man ” {Times 
Advertisement). The 
initial handicap is 
bound to tell against 
him. He should try 
the House of Corn- 


Twenty - one pigs 
have died at Woking 


Even in the rare cases where we get has been born at Pontypridd. We can as the result of eating phosphorus. The 
hold of it we don’t seem able to keep it. only suppose that the animal did nob owner was apparently unaware that 

* know it was Pontypridd. it has taken years to accustom the 


Tlie Liverpool and District Federa- 
tion of Brotherhoods and Sisterhoods, 
protesting against Sunday cricket, de- 


Futurist painters, says a contempo- 
rary, are becoming scarce in America. 


it has taken years to accustom the 
American pig to a phosphorus diet. 

s{: sK 

Hythe Council is offering sixpence 


dare their ’anxiety to maintain in every The wave of crime that followed the a dozen for dead wasps. Hunters may 
way the traditional sacredness of the War seems to be falling off’, bring their captures in on the hoof but 


English Sabbath. With roast beef at 
its present' price this seems scarcely 
possible. 


ar seems to be falling off’, bring their captures in on the hoof but 

must slaughter them before ‘they can 
The Department Committee of the touch the money. 


A uniform evening dress for women 
7as advocated at a discussion* o: 


Falkland Islands suggest that whales *,5,* 

should be marked by a small projectile. - A South Wales miner charged with 
dress for women” 'This is much better than screwing the trapping birds was found to be wearing 
a discussion* on monster into a vice and carving its three coats. As this might have been 
ers of the Lyceum name and address on it with a chisel, due to an oversight on the part of his 
7, it is observed, valet it was not included in the charge. 


“Fashions” by members of the Lyceum name and address on it with a chisel. 
Club. Smart Society, it is observed, 

by a gradual process of elimination is A Beachy Head correspondent writes 
working down to something of the to a daily paper to say that he has seen 
kind, ,j, a peculiarly bright light in the sky. 


“Increased party bitterness,” says Can it be the sun ? 


to a daily paper to say that he has seen Our Tireless TerpsicRoreans. 

a peculiarly bright light in the sky. »Miss ’s dance will take place on the 

Quite a* number of people are asking, 22nd and terminate on the 29feh for this sea- 


■ Advt , in Provincial Pa ^ er , 


a Berlin correspondent, “is becoming a, 
feature of German life.” A sharp cleav- 


. . j 1 “That fine sporting neighbourhood, Epsom, 

A morning paper reports that the is represented by a big cheque from the town 


age of opinion is deteqted between the Government is now off’ering for sale gmIo,''— E vening Paper, 
party that refuses to comply with the all machinery, fixtures and fittings in- Good dog I 


VOL. CLVIII. 


T 
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THE HEALING WATERS OF SPA. 

[It is feared that the Treaty with the Turk 
will not be signed in time for him to receive 
an invitation to join the Allies and their late 
enemies, towards the end of May, at the Con- 
ference to be held at Spa^ where it is proposed 
to discuss a common scheme for the regenera- 
tion of the world.] 

Sweet after hopes deferred that make 
The stomach feel so queer, 

To think the Peace for which we ache 
May very soon be here ; 

That, though but scarce two years have 
passed 

Since we contrived to win it, 

The War, if things go on so fast, 

May end at any minute. 

Yet must the pace be hotter still 

With less of “ hum ! ” and “ ha ! ” 

If we would have our pleasure’s fill 
And meet the Turk at Spa ; 

How nice if he could only come, 

Presh from Armenian slaughter, 

And join our Mixed Symposium 

Over a mineral water ! 

His ripe experience would show 

Just how (by Allah’s grace) 

To make this world of sin and woe 

Into a better place ; 

And, though we failed to cure at sight 
All ills that want allaying, 

At least (between the Acts) we might 
Together go a-Maying. 0, S. 

LE MONDE oil L’ON TRAVAiLLE. 

Theee had been a long silence be- 
tween us. We sat lunching comfortably 
at the Eitz, and the Spring air came 
pleasantly in at the open window beside 
us. I watched the people passing by 
and commented on some of them to 
Tony, but h e seemed completely wrapped 
in meditation. 

Eeally it was a little aggravating. 
Spring always thrills me to the tips of 
my fingers; I had put on my very 
nicest clothes ; we were eating the very 
last word in lunches, and there was a 
glorious atmosphere of holiday in the 
air ; but it was all lost on Tony. 

Suddenly he roused himself. “ It ’s 
a queer thing,” he began d propos of 
nothing, abstractedly toying with his 
peche Melba and lapsing into thoughtful 
silence again. 

“ Shouldn’t be surprised,” I retorted 
sharply. ^ 

Then I looked across at him and my 
heart smote me. Pie is extraordinarily 
good to look upon — fair crinkled hair, 
Saxon colouring and blue eyes that can 
warm up so delightfully at moments. 

“What is queer, Tony? ” I went on 
more gently, conscious that in spite of' 
his abstraction his gaze was wandering 
appreciatively in my direction, so that 

I felt m,y new blouse was not entirely 
wasted after all. 

“ Well, the fact is,” he roused him- 
self to start, “I*ve been making some 
very interestin’ experiments.” 

“ Oh 1 ” I said, a. trifle disappointed. 

“ Yes, very interestin’ indeed. You 
know, of course, that I ’ve only been 
demobbed about six months, so there ’s 
no ghastly hurry or anythin’, but I 
rather feel that I ought to begin to 
think of doin’ somethin’ — some busi- 
ness, profession .sort of affair, I mean. 
Havin’ made up my mind more or less, 
I thought I ’d come up to town yester- 
day and have a talk with one or two of 
the fellows I know who have got jobs — 
get a few tips and so on.” 

“ That sounds an awfully good idea,” 
I eucouraged him. 

“Well, it was rather,” he agreed 
modestly, “ but on m 3 felife, Betty, you’d 
never believe Well, I ’ll tell you. 

“ I dropped in first of all on Dixon. 
Not a bad chap at all, one of those — 
you know — solicitors. Partner in an 
A1 firm an’ all that. They’re fairly 
rakin’ in money at present with this 
boom in Divorce Court stunts. 

“ Anyway we began talkin’ about old 
times and so on, as I hadn’t seen him 
for ages. We got laughin’ over some 
of his funny stories about their stuff — 
no names or anythin’ like that, of 
coill'se— and then bit by bit I started 
tollin’ him what was really at the back 
of my mind about takin’ up the work. 
I don’t think he grasped it quite at 
first, but when he did he just leant 
back in his chair and looked at me with 
a kind of pityin’ expression. * My dear 
old boy,’ he said, ‘ take it from a friend, 
one who has been through it — don't! 
It ’s a dog’s life ; years of training ; 
work all day and night. No peace. Ee- 
sponsibility all the time. You know, 
dear old fellow, what you want is a 
soft job. Why don’t you start stock- 
brokin’ or somethin’ ? * 

“ Well, of course that was a bit of a 
set-back ; still I thought, * Are we down- 
hearted?* So I trotted on 'round to 
old Simkins — remember that, stock- 
broker chap we ran into at the Gaiety 
the other evenin’ ? He ’s a decent sort 
of fellow ; clever an’ ail that too — but 
not by way of overworkin’ himself. 

“ Well, I got to his office and asked 
him out to lunch at the Club, but ho 
wouldn’t hear of it. ‘ My dear old man,' 
he said, ‘you’re cornin’ right along 
with me to the Carlton, and we ’re goin’ 
to have the best lunch they can turn 
out. I tell you I’ve struck lucky this 
morning ; absolutely had a haul 1 ’ 

“ Well, I thought that sounded pretty 
cheery, so we toddled off, and I must 
say they did us jolly well. It seemed 
just the chance to get him to talk in a 
pally sort, of way, so I simply put it to i 
him straight and told him what 1 was 

thinkin’ of doin’. He listened to me a 
bit doubtfully for a few minutes and 
then leaned across the table and put 
his hand on my arm, interruptin’ me. 
‘ Don’t you do it, my son,’ he said. ‘As 
a pal I warn you. The work! the 
worry ! the carking anxiety ! Take my 
word for it the life of a stockbroker 
isn’t fit for a dog.’ 

“ Seemed funny, didn’t it ? Only he 
was so insistent that I began to get the 
hump about it myself too and after a 
little while I managed to leave him and 
rolled off to get cheered up by ^ Bird. 
Teddy Bird ’s one of the best of fellows 
— always merry an* bright. They manu- 
facture ladies’ jumpers or somethin’ of 
the sort ; they were on Army clothin' 
durin’ the War; pots of money, of 
course; not doin’ too badly now either. 

“ I just blew in an’ told him to come 
on the binge or somethin’ to cheer me 
up. He wanted to know what I had 
got the hump about, so I told him 
about these other two chaps, and really 
I was beginnin’ to think what a let-off 
I had had. Then a bright idea flashed 
into my mind. Why shouldn’t I manu- 
facture somethin’ ? It seemed such a 
toppin’ good scheme that I asked him 
straight out what he thought about it. 

“ ‘ My poor innocent lad,' he said, 

‘ don’t you yet realise the sort of exist- 
ence fellows like me have to lead? 
Labour troubles, money troubles, tax- 
ation on profits. Why, good heavens, 
it ’s little better than a dog’s life! ’ 

“I kind of felt crumpled and left 
him.” 

Tony looked across at me gloomily. 

There was a heavy silence. I couldn't 
think of anything comforting to say. 
He paid the bill and we started thread- 
ing our way towards Piccadilly. 

“But, Tony,” I finally suggested 
rather desperately, “you said just now 
there isn’t such a ghastly hurry. Why 
don’t you just stay round and amuse 
yourself for a bit till something crops 

He turned and gazed at me re- 
proachfully. 

“ My dear Betty,” he said, “ I thought 
you understood me better than tha,t. 
For a fellow of real ambition and keen- 
ness for gettin’ on, it ’s absolutely fead- 
in’, an existence like this, just messin’ 
about. It ’s the limit. Why, it ’s 
nothin’ better than a dog’s ” 

I glanced at him quickly and he 
flushed crimson to the ears. 

“ What I mean to say— oh, hang it ! ” 
he stuttered, waving his cane. “ Hi, 
taxi! That’s right. Hop in, Betty. 
We ’ve just about time to get a look in at 
the Palladium. You know one wants 
cheerin’ up these days. Thinkin’ 
seriously about things is so beastly 
worryin’.” 









ALL FOR JAIME. 

{With the British Armij in France,) 
How Jane contrived to inspire affec- 
tion and bitter rivalry in the hearts of 
Sergeant Bulter and Chippo Manks is 
hard to imagine. She was not beautiful 
dr agreeable or even intelligent. And 
she ' was certainly fickle and greedy. 
If Sergeant Bulter persuaded her to 
accompany ’ him- for a walk she was 
quite likely to retuimwith Chippo; and 
it Chippo invited her to dine the end of 
the dinner was usually the signal for 
het‘ to leave in search of the further 
hospitality of Sergeant Bulter. 

^Jevertaeless both soldiers wooed her 
wuth an intensity that nearly brought 
them into deadly conflict. The climax 
was- precipitated by an announcement 
in Battalion Orders that ran : — 

All ownerless dogs straying about 
the Oamp \yill be secured by. the Camp 
police for destruction. Owners of dogs 
will 'therefore ensure that their dogs are 
provided with collars showing names 
of owners; ahd such dogs are not per- 
naitted^' to' stray about"' the lines uh-' 
attended.” 


On reading this Chippo laboriously 
inscribed an old identity disc — 

JANE MUNJCS, 

“B” Coy., 

and sought out Jane in her usual 
corner near the cook-house. He was 
threading the disc with a piece of string 
when Sergeant Bulter appeared. 

What are you doin’ to that dawg ? ” 
demanded the Sergeant. 

“ Fittin’ ’er with a necklace,” replied 
Chippo. 

Well, you can keep it to hang your- 
self with,” said Bulter triumphantly; 
“ she ’s already provided,” 

Chippo perceived, what he had pre- 
viously* overlooked, that Jane’s neck 
was encircled with a collar marked — 

JANE BULTER, 

SriiauAiTTS" Mess. 

A sick feeling of disappointment came 
.over him, but dissembled. 

reckerni^e the family likeness, Ser- 
geant,” he remarked and walked away, 
whilst Janej with ealloue disregard for 
his sufferings, meditated whether to 
dine \Vith the"" Ration Corporal or the 
Sergeant Cook, or bot’lh" - 


! Chippo walked gloomily in the direc- 
tion of the town. As he approached 
tjhe place the blaring of cornets and 
Sounds of hilarity reminded him that 
Quelquepart was holding its annual 
foire. Merry-go-rounds and swing- 
boats were not in harmony with Chip- 
po’s naoOd, and the peiiormance at the 
gaudily-painted Guignol struck him as 
particularly dreary, but the sight of 
Ferdinand Delautiey’s Grande Loteric, 
with its huge red wheel and tempting 
array -of prizes, roused him to anima- 
tion. Ferdinand, was attracting in- 
vestors by methods of persuasion which 
Chippo, as an acknowledged “Crown- 
and - anchor ” expert, recognised as 
Easterly. 

Beckon I’ll try a franc’s- worth of 
Ferdy’s prize bonds,” he said. “ But I 
expect it’ll just be my luck to win a 
dog-collar or a muzzle.” 

: ' In due course the wheel began to 
revolve, and it had scarcely stopped 
before Ferdinand jumped from the 
platform and embraced Chippo with 
emotion. 

'^Mon amiy’^he said,'‘m^?$ filicitatiom I 
Votis omez gagne le pTmiier / ” * 
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^ Opening a crate he extracted an ath- 
letic young cockerel, which he thrust 
under Chippo's arm, and the latter 
walked away with a prize for which 
he had not the slightest use. 

Presently . the cockerel began to 
struggle, and Chippo, after considering 
all methods of transport, took the string 
intended for Jane from his pocket, at- 
tached it to the rooster's leg and 
marched it before him. He had not 
roceeded far before he was confronted 
y the scandalised Sergeant Bulter, 
with Jane trailing miserably at his 
heels. 

, “ Hi I shouted the Sergea^nt, “what 
do you mean parading the town like a 
blamed poultry show ? " 

“ A chap must 'ave a bit o' company 
when he goes out. I ain’t got no dawg 
now,” replied Ohippo pathetically. ’ 

“Dawgs is one thing,”, said the 
Sergeant, “ and a mangy wry-necked 
rooster wot 's probably missing from 
some-one’s back-yard is another. It 
ain’t regimental.” , * - 

- “ It ’s as regimental as a yellow flap- 
eared mongrel wot ’s bin enticed away 
from its rightful owner,” said the in- 
subordinate Chippo. “ There ain’t no- 
think in King*s Begs, against it.” 

“P’r’aps there ain’t,” said Balter; 
“ but it ain’t soldierlike.” 

“One minit, Sergeant. Wot’s our 
regimental mascot ? It ’s a goat. An’ 
what ’s the Dampshires’ ? A chatter- 
ing monkey. If monkeys an’ goats is 
soldierlike so ’s poultry.” 

The Sergeant was silenced, and Chippo 
and his rooster proceeded on their 
way, giving a finished exhibition of the 
goose-step. 

Thereafter Chippo and his pet osten- 
tatiously paraded the lines, selecting the 
occasions when the Sergeant was start- 
ing out for a constitutional. Though 
Bulter’s feelings were sorely outraged 
he preserved an air of icy aloofness, 
which Jane imitated as long as she was 
on the lead. This apparent indiffer- 
ence should have been a warning to 
the cockerel, but he did not know Jane’s 
peculiar temperament. The full revela- 
tion came one morning when they met 
in the lines unattended by their respect- 
ive masters. The rooster quickly fell 
a victim to feminine duplicity, and Jane 
carried the mangled bundle of claws 
and feathers and dropped it at Chippo’s 
feet. 

Chippo took the remains to Sergeant 
Bulter. 

“ See what your dawg ’s done,” he 
said with indignation. 

“ An’ a good job too,”, answered 
Bulter. 

“ You ’ear that ? ” appealed Chippo 
to another N.O.O. who was standing by. 
“ He was alius jealous of me ’avin’ a 


pet, so ’e deliberately set ’is dawg on it, 
an’ now ’e ’s gloatin’.” 

“ See ’ere, my lad,” spluttered Bulter, 
“ you ’ll be for orderly-room to-morrow 
if you ain't careful.” 

“ Very well. Sergeant,” said Chippo 
meekly ; “ it ’ll give me a chawnce to 
make my complaint to the orficer.” 

“ ’Ow do you mean ? ” 

“ Why, against you for flat disobedi- 
ence of Battalion borders. If you ’adn’t 
let your dawg run about the lines un- 
attended this 'wouldn’t ’ave 'appened.” 

The Sergeant’s face bore the expres- 
sion of a quack compeljfed to swallow 
his own pills. Chippo continued re- 
lentlessly and untruthfully — 

» “ I 'ear she 's bit the Colonel's groom 
an’ pinched the joint from the Warrant 
Orficers’ Mess. She never oughtn’t to 
be at large, she didn't.” 


Barely in his career had Bulter shown 
such visible discomfiture. 

“Of course,” added Chippo casually, 
“if Jane was my dawg I’d ’ave lio 
grounds for complaint.” 

When your strong man is compelled 
to submit to the inevitable he usually 
does it ungracefully. Bulter took the 
collar from Jane’s neck and pushed h^ 
over with his foot. 

“ Take the brute,” he said, “an’ if 
ever I see 'er round this Mess again 
I ’U shoot 'er ! ” 

“Paris, Priday. — ^The High Court of the 
Senate resumed in public its hearing of the 
Gaillaux triaL . . The jury found the pris- 
oner guilty. Mr. Justice Darling postponed 
sentence .” — Scotch Paper, 

No other journal appears to have 
noticed this remarkable extension of the 
Entente Gordiale„ 
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SUSSEX GODS. 

I HAVE been told, and do not doubt, 
That Devon lanes are dim with trees, 
And shagged with fern, and loved of 
bees. 

And all with roses pranked about ; 

I do believe that other-where 

The woods are green, the meadows fair. 

And woods, I know, have always been 
The haunt of fairies, good or grim ; 
There the knight-errant hasted him ; 
There Bottofn found King Oheron's 
Queen ; 

The Enchanted Castle always stood 
Deep in the shadow of a wood. 

But I know upland spirits too 

Who love the shadeless, downs to 
climb ; 

There, in the far-off fabled time, 

Men called them when tbe'mo'ori was 
hew, 

And built them little huts of stone ’ 
With briar and thistle over-grown. 

The trees are few and do not bend 
To make a whispering swaying arch ; 
They are the elder and the larch, 
Who have the north-east wind for 
friend, 

And shield them from his bluff salute 
With elbow kinked and moss-girt root. 

Tliere, when the clear Spring sunset dies 
Like a great pearl dissolved in wine, 
Forgotten stragglers half-divine 
Creep to their ancient sanctuaries 
Where salt-sweet thyme and sorrel- 
spire ' 

Feed on the dust of ancient fire. * 

And when the light is almost dead, 
Low-swung and loose the brown 
clouds flow 

In an unhasting happy row 
Out seaward oyer Beachy Head, 

Where, far below, the faithful sea 
Mutters its wordless liturgy ; 

Then Sussex gods of sky and sun, 

Gods never worshipped in a grove, 
Walk on the hills they used to love, 
Where the Long Man of Wilmington, 
Warden of their old frontier, stands 
And welcomes them with sceptred 
hands. D. M. S. 

Improving upon Nature. 

From an hotel advertisement : — 

“ Fishing on lake and stream, also miles 
Yymwy River, recently redecorated,” 

Provincial Pajper, 


“SHOT AT DAWN AGAIN. 

By Horatio Bottomley.” 

“ John Bull ” Poster, 

This accomplished marksman seems to 
have missed his man at the first 
attempt. 


WHEN THE CHESTNUT FLOWERS. 

Famous Folk who visit Hampton 
COUBT. 

{Sjpeoially contributed by oiir mendacious 

Paragraphical Expert after the best 

models) 

WoNDEREUii is the lure that Cardinal 
Wolsey’s ancient seat has for all 
classes of Londoners, especially now 
when the spires of pink and yellow 
blossoms rise amidst the dark foliage 
of Bushey Park, but it is not gene- 
rally known how many celebrities of 
the day are attracted to Hampton 
Court Palace unobserved by anybody 
but me, who make a habit of noticing 
this kind of thing. Leaders in the 
worlds of politics and art wander on 
the closely-shaven lawns or through 
the stately chambers, where .our Eng- 
lish kings made their home and in most 
cases left their bedsteads behind for 
posterity to admire. It is as if some 
irresistible compulsion drove the great 
minds of the present to commune with 
the mighty shades of the past. Either 
that or because the return fare from 
Waterloo is comparatively cheap. 

:1c ^ Jl< 

Paying my penny to visit the Great 
Vine the other day, I found myself 
alone in the conservatory with none 
other than the Chancellor op ,the 
Exohequee himself, who was regarding 
this magnificent specimen of -horticul- 
ture with evident interest through his 
monocle. After mentioning to him 
that its record output was twenty-two 
hundred clusters, I could not resist the 
temptation of asking him whether he 
thought the manufacture of home- 
grown wines would be stimulated by 
the provisions of the present Budget-. 
Mr. Chamberlain, however, returned 
an evasive reply and went out to join 
Sir* Edward Carson, who was pacing 
up and down in front of the Orangery. 

:I< sic sic sic s!e 

Other well-known politicians whom ! 
have noticed here lately have been Lord 
Beatty and Lord Fisher strolling arm- 
in-arm beside the Long Canal, and 
Mr. Jack Jones looking contemptu- 
ously at the Kynge’s Beestes ; and the 
other day, owing to identical errors in 
our choice of routes, I 'bumped into Sir 
Eric Geddes no fewer than five times 
during one afternoon in the Maze. The 
Lord Chancellor is another frequent 
visitor. For one who has the mitiga- 
tion of the harsher features of our 
marriage law^so much at heart, these 
Courts, where “ bluff Ejno Hal ” cele- 
brated so many of his cheeriest wed- 
dings, have a special charm. It is true 
that the eighth Henry was a little one- 
sided in his ideas of reform, but that 
was the fault of his age rather than 


himself, and, like the present National 
Party, he had, as the Lord Chancellor 
put it, the great heart of the people 
behind him. 

sic :li s’c * 

Nor is it only statesmen who haunt 
the great palace. Nowhere else but 
here, where James I.’s company of 
actors, including William Shakspeaee, 
performed, can Mr. Henry Ainley 
obtain the requisite atmosphere which 
inspires his swift variety of impersona- 
tions, and I am told that his sudden 
remark of, “Oh, pardon me, thou 
bleeding piece of earth,*' made to one 
of the attendants who had been for 
many years in the army, was nearly 
the cause of a slight fracas. Mr. H. G. 

, Wells has sometimes been seen staring 
open-mouthed at the painting of the 
Olympian cosmogony which adorns the 
ceiling and walls of the Grand Staircase, 
and in the wych-elm bower Sir J. M. 
Barrie tells me that he often thinks 
out the titles of bis new plays. It was 
here, in fact, whilst he was weighing 
the delicate question, “ Why did Alice- 
Sit-By-the-Firfe ? “ that the sudden 
happy answer occurred to him, “Be- 
cause Mary Rose.’* 

!lc sic :|c s;c 

P.S. — I forgot to say that Lady 
Diana Dupp-Cooper frequently comes 
down- here. Or, at any rate, if she 
doesn't, I shall say she does, because I 
always mention her in my paragraphs. 

" = V. 

MY 'STRONG SUIT. 

Not for me the profiteer’s 
Lucky hauls. 

But a prospect of lean years 
That appals ; 

Yet, although 1 diinly grope 
On an ever downward slope, 

I espy one gleam of hope — 
Overalls. 

When the experts prophesy 
Further squalls, 

Apd my income, never high, 

Falls and falls, 

,Then the twenty-guinea suit 
Is to me forbidden fruit, 

But I cordially salute 
; Overalls. 

Not to mention other woes, 

Other calls, 

Paying tailors through the nose 
Greatly galls ; 

So farewell, expensive tweeds, 
Though my manly bosom bleeds, 
For the situation needs 
Overalls. 


“Nursery Governess (not over 40) wanted 
for three children, girl 10 years, twins (boy % 
girl 8).” — Times, 

Ob, gemini! 





A. Wo<s 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 

THE HAEDENING EPEEOTS OP WAR. 
Ip the Bbohiosaubus came to Loedon. 
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the same one for many weeks at a time. You will now understand why I was 
ELIZABETH AND HER YOUNC MAN. it isn’t her fault, poor girl. She would dejected at the perfady of the follower 
The study door burst open and one be as true as steel if she bad a chance; belonging to the Boilermakers Society. 
J "f SK^-the end .he would cliog to oue of thou. I sew of ST™ 

—was jerked into view. ' through thick and thin, following him ahead of me. i^d worst of ah I was 

^Wot will you ’ave for lunch ? ” she to the ends of the earth if necessary expecting the Boscombes to dinner 
demanded hrlaJhlessly. “ Lamb or It is. they who m-e fickle, and the that very week They had not before 
’am ^ ” excuses they make to break away from visited us and Henry was anxious, for 

Abruptly recalled from the realms of her are both varied- and ingenious, business reasons, to make a good im- 
fiction-writing, I (her mistress) looked During the War of course they always pression on them. I will not elaborate 
up a little dazed. ^ ‘“Lamb or ’am, ’ ” had the pretext of being ordered to thp the case. All I can say rs that there 
I repeated dully, “lamorram? Er— Front at a moment’s notice, and were is no _earthly_ possibility of making a 
ram.^I think, please, Elizabeth.” not, it appears, allowed to write home good impression on any living thing if 

Having thus disposed of mv domestic on account of the Censor. Ehzabeth Elizabeth is m one of her bad moods, 
obligations for the day I returned to used to blame Lloyd Geoege for these And it would be no use explaining the 
iny writing. I was annoyed therefore defects of organisation. And to this situation to Mrs. Boseombe, because 
to see the other end of Elizabeth travel day she is extremely bitter against the she has no sense of humour, or to 

round the doorway an d sidle into the Government. Mr. Boseombe, because he likes a good 

room. Her pretext for . '' 


entering — that of dust- 
ing the roll-top desk 
with her apron — was a 
Httle thin, for she has 
not the slightest objec- 
tion to dust. I rather 
think it cheers her up 
to see it about the place. 
Obviously she had come 
in to make conversa- 
tion. I laid down my 
pen with a sigh. 

“I yeerd from my 
young man this morn- 
ing/’ she began. A 
chill foreboding swept 
over me. (I will ex- 
plain why in a minute.) 

*‘Do you mean the 
boiler one ? ” I asked. 

“ ’Im wot belongs to 
the Amalgamated Ser- 
ciety of Boilermakers,” 
she corrected with dig- 


I Mr. Boseombe, because he likes a good 
dinner. ‘ 

Finally, the Domestic 
Bureau failed me. 
Hitherto they had al- 
been able to sup- 
ply me with a temporary 
waitress on the occa- 

come ' pearls of great 
price which could no 
Naste longer be cast before 
me and mine (at the 
neodest fee of ten shil- 

at least fourteen days' 

iililillliWw 

i nil ii lilli iH course, but reminded 

IIiwPIpfp women were 

■ scarce. I asked, with 


she corrected with dig- Mrs. Smy the- de Willoughby. the gbocer’s boy impudent again this become, of the sprplus. 

nity. “Well, they've morning, Glaba, when you telephoned the order?” million we heard so 

moved 'is 'eadquarters ^ ^ much about. They re- 

from London to Man- & ^ plied with politeness 

Chester.” ’ ^ that, judging from the 

There was a tense silence, broken In fact, she is bitter against every- number of applications received, they 
only by Elizabeth's hard breathing on one when her love affairs are not run- must be the million in search of 
a brass paper-weight ere she polished ning smoothly. The entire household domestics. 

it with her sleeve. suffers in consequence. She is sullen Eeturning home from the Bureau I 

“If *e goes to Manchester, there I and obstinate; she is always on the found Elizabeth studying a time-table, 
goes,” she went on ; “I suppose I 'd verge of giving notice. And the way I see it 's a hundred and eighty- 
qnite easy get a situation there? ” she breaks things in her abstraction is three miles to Manchester,” she oom- 
“ Quite easy, "I acquiesced in a hollow awful. Elizabeth's illusions and my mented, “ sCn' the fare's 15^. 
voice. crockery always get shattered together, “That's an old time-table you've 

She went out leaving me chill and My rose-bowl of Venetian glass got got,” I hastened to remark ; “ it is now 
dejected. Not that I thought for one broken when the butcher threw her £2 6s. — return fare.” 

moment that I was in imminent danger over for the housemaid next-door. Half- “I shan't want no return ticket,” 

I of losing her. I knew full well that a-dozen tumblers, a "basin and several said Elizabeth grimly, 
this was but a ruse on the part of the odd plates came in two in her hands Sickening outlook, wasn't it? 
young man to disembarrass himself of after the grocer's assistant went away iic hc h« 

Elizabeth, and, if be had involved the suddenly to join the silent Navy.‘ And The day of my dinner-party dawned 
entire Amalgamated Society of Boiler- nearly the whole of a dinner service fair and bright, but Elizabeth was 
makers in the plot,, that only proved was sacrificed when Lloyd George raging. Things got so bad in fact that 
how desperate he was. peremptorily ordered her young man about mid-day I decided I mu8||tele- 

Ihavevery earnest reasonsforwisliing in the New Army to go to Mesopotamia phone to the Boscombes and tell them 
that Elizabeth could have jl “ settled ” and stay there for at least three years Henry had suddenly been taken iU; 
young man. You see, she never retains without leave, and I was just looking up the doctor’s 




Lachj [tendering half ’■crown), “I ’4 sorhv, 1 haven’t a penny.” 
Cofuluctor. “Don’t you wobby, Hiss— you ’el soon ’ave twenty-nine. . 


'hook to find soiaaething specially viru- 
ilenb and infectious for Henry when 
i Elizabeth came in. Arnazing to relate, 
her face was wreathed in smiles.* 

I ' “They’ve sent from the Domestic 
iBoorow,” she began. 

; “What!” I exclaimed, ‘‘did they 
iget me a waitress after all ? ” 
r She -smirked. “ They Ve sent a man 
‘this time. A footman ’e was before 
the War, but since ’e’s been demobbed 
,’e”'s been out of a job. That’s ’ow it 
-is ’e ’s fakin’ temporary work and-- — 

“ He seems to have told you quite a 
,lot about himself already,” I inter- 

She smirked again. “I ’adn’t been 
talkin’ to him ten' minutes before ^^e 
’asked me wot was my night out. 

’isn’t ’arf a one.” . a t 

, It seems he isn’t, I agreed. And 1 
sent up a silent prayer of thankfulness 
:to Heaven and' the Domestio Bureau. 

“VVliat abbut tiliQ amalgatnatea 

.bbiiermaker?” ^ , 

• Ob/ ’im Sbe -losse^d ber bead . 

' “ 'E can go W— Manchester.”- 


A Legacy of tlie War. 

No one will lightly forget the noble 
services rendered by the Y.W.C.A. to 
our troops and those of our Allies 
during the War, and many of Mr. 
Punch’s friends must have given prac- 
tical expression to their gratitude. But 
we are liable to forget that the end of 
the War has not brought an end either 
to the work of the Y.W.C.A. or to the 
claim which that work has upon our 
recognition. There is pressing need of 
accommodation and protection and 
healthy environment for the large army 
of girls who have been demobilized and 
are now engaged in, or seeking for, 
civilian employment. The funds of the 
Y.W.C.A. do not ^mit of the estab- 
lishhient and maintenance of sufficient 
hostels for this good i)urpose. At the 
moment a chance is offered to them of 
purchasing a large, suitable and per- 
fectly-equipped house — rented during 
the Wai', and after, by the Y.W.C.A. 

in a densely -populated district , in 

South London. The offer holds -good 
for only a few days, and, if it is not 


taken, over two hundred girls will be 
turned adrift to wander in seaicli of 
lodgings. The price is thirty thousand I 
pounds. It is difficult to think of any 
cause to which money could be more 
usefuUy subscribed. Mr. Punch bogs 
his readers to send to the promoters of 
this good work some token of their sym- 
pathy and appreciation. Gifts should 
be addressed to tho Hon. Emily 
Kinnaird, 4, Duke Street, W.l. 


‘‘■UNITED STATES AND ARMENIA. 

It would be grossly misleading to say that 
Congress, in its present frame of mind, wCuld 
accept actual responsibility for a country 
whose place on the map of Europe is not even 
known to the avortf^e citizen.” Dct/Hiji J^evpa . 
Even we ourselves were under the im- 
pression that it was still in Asia. 


“ The ConfcrencG of San Remo is virtually ! 
over, but the caravanserai of peace must make 
vet another iourney before its gc^l is reached.” ' 
^ Jrnk 

Eorthcoming' '.song' by Mr. Dloyi) 
IGeohoe’: “Where my caravanserai 
> has rested.’-’ 
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THE TOW-ROPE GIRLS. 

Oh, a ship in the Tropics .a-f earning along, 

With every stitch drawing, the Trade blowing strong, 
The white caps around her all breaking in spray, 
iFor the girls have gob hold of her tow-rope to-day. 

(And it 's “ Haul away, girls, steady an’ true, 

Polly an’ Dolly an' Sal!ly an’ Sue, ^ 

Mothers an’ sisters an’ sweethearts an’ all, 

Haul away, all the wdy, haul away, haul! ”) 

She’s logging sixteenvas.she speeds from the South, 
The wind in her royals, a bone 'in her mouth ; 

With a wake like a mill-race she rolls on her way, 

For the girls have got hold of her tow-rope to-day. 

The old inan he stood on' the poop at high noon ; 

He paced fore and aft and he whistled a tune ; 

Then put by his sextant and thus he did say, 

‘‘The girls have got hold of dur tow-rope to-day. 

“ Of cargoes and charters we ’ve had our full share, 

Of grain and of lumber enough and to spare, 

Of nitrates at Taltal and rice for Bombay, 

And the girls have got hold of our tow-rope to-day. 

“ She has ' dipped her yards under, hove-to off fhe 
Horn ; 

In the fog and the floes she has drifted' forlorn ; 
Becalmed in the doldrums a week long she lay, 

But 1ih6 ’girls ha^^e got hold of her tow-rope to-day ! 


Oh, hear the good Trade- wind a-singing aloud 
His homeward-bound chantey in sheet and in shroud ; 
'Oh, bear how he wdiistles in halliard and stay, 

“ The girls have got hold of the tow-rope to-day ! ” 

And.it ’s oh for the chops- of the Channel at last, 

The cheer that goes up when the tug-hawser ’s passed, 
The mate’s “That’ll d<3,” and a fourteen months’ pay, 
For the girls have got hold of our tow-rope to-day. 

(And it 's “ Haul away, girls, steady an’ true, 

Polly an’ Dolly an’ Sally an’ Sue, 

Mothers an’ sisters an’ sweethearts an’ all, 

Haul away, all the way, haul away, haul 1 ”) 0 . F. S. 

A Political Prodigy. 

‘*Mr. Runciman is one of the coming men in British politics. As 
statesmen go, he is a young man. He is just under 5.” 

! - Provincial Pajper* 

From a recent novel ' 

“ ... had bought the long-uninhabited farmhouse . . . and was 
'converting it into a little ventre^d-terre for his widowed mother.” 

It looks as if the old lady intended to go the pace, 

“ Cook-General Wanted ; all nights out ; piano, well furnished 
sitting room ; month's holiday with wages each year ; three days off 
per week ; washing sent out ; wage, one guinea per week.” 

Northumbrian Paper, 

With another three days off and the cooking put out as 
well as the washing, the Cook-General's Union would, we 
understand, be almost disposed to recommend the situ- 
ation to the notice of their less experienced members. 
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THE BECKONING. 


Geemant. “YOU EBMEMBBE MB? I MADE THIS MY HEADQUAETEES SOME TIME 
AGO— BUT HAD TO LEAVE EATHBE HUEEIEDLY.” 

BELGimi. “I’VE NOT lOEGOTTEN. ’ I’VE EEPT YOUE BILL' BOB YOU,” ’ ' . 

[A Conference of the Allies, to'wMoli representatives of Germany have h’eeu ‘ inviJied, is to be held at Spa, the late G,H.Q, 
of the German Army.] ' >4' . " . ‘ ^ 
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rent prices it would be an offence against followed it, and went on to remark 
ESSEIMCE OF PARLIAIVIEIMT. good taste for anyone in this country to that he did not on this matter expect 
Monday, April 26th , — Among the be seen drinking champagne* But Mr. the support of the Labour Party, Mr, 
many Members of the House who have Chamberlain could not agree. In his Jack Jones stentoriously resented this 
held His Majesty's commission there view the larger the taxation on the slur upon their taste. We like a 
are, no doubt, some rather eccentric good cigar as well as anybody," he 


held His Majesty's commission there view the larger the taxation on the slur upon their taste. We like a 
are, no doubt, some rather eccentric good cigar as well as anybody," he 

persons, but that hardly justified Mr. shouted, adding somewhat ^ superflu- 

Palmer in suggesting that they should ously, “ Who has a better right to a 

be deprived in debate of the customary dinner ? " This outburst may ! 

prefix “gallant." The Speaker gave have shaken the Chancellor's con- 

no encouragement to the idea, and viction that Havana cigars are indu- 

was still more shocked by Mr. Devlin's bitably of the nature of luxuries, 

proposal that all these courteous ex- Wednesday, April 28th , — According 

pressions should be dropped, and that to the Duke of Butland, who made an 

Members should “ call each other by eloquent plea for the better protection 

own names." It would. certainly add of wild birds, their worst enemy is the 

to the pungency but not to the peace- village schoolmaster, whose motto seems 

fulness of debate if the Nationalist to be, “ It 's a fine day ; let us go out 

Leader were allowed to refer to “ Sir collect something." I cannot help 

Edwar-e-d Car-r-son," instead of to thinking that his Grace must have 

“ the right honourable gentleman the \\ some special dominie in his mind and 

Member for Duncair-r-n." \\ / % was arguing from the particular to the 

At Question-time Lord Robert Cecil \\ % general, 

was informed that a report on the state \\ j % The story of Lady Astor's seat is 

of Ireland was -being prepared and \\ ( % beginning to resemble a penny novelette, 

would shortly be circulated. But a \\ % Evicted by the bold bad Baronet below 

further crop of outrages so moved him \\ ^ % the Gangway the heroine has been 

that he could not wait for the facts, \\ ^ % enabled by the courtesy of one of 

and forthwith moved the adjournment. \\^ % Nature's noblemen, in the person of 

The ensuing debate was not very help- VM \ Mr. Will Thorne, to find a new home 

ful. Lord Robert demanded the re- Im \m in the precincts of the Labour Party, 

storation of law and order in tones so and seems quite happy again, 

vigorous that an hon. Member called Since the American Senate takes so 

out, “A New Cromwell 1” He did not kindly an interest in our affairs as to 

seem to like the comparison and later f pass resolutions in_ favour of Irish 

on took most un-Cromwellian excep- — - ^ independence, Mr. Ronald McNeild I 

tion to the Government’s methods of “ The Hon. Memb^ says I am like Oliver thought it would be only friendly if 

“ coercion." Mr. Bonar Law's speech ^®omwell, —Lord Bobert Cecil, House of Commons were to recip- 

could in the circumstances be little bottle the greater the patriotism of the rocate with a motion in support of the 


Filipinos’ claim to self-determination. 


more than an elaboration of “ Do not consumer. Filipinos’ claim to self-determination, 

shoot the pianist; he is doing his best." In advocating a slight relaxation of Mr. Bonar Law fought shy of the 
Tuesday, April 27th . — On the report the cigar-duty Mr, Hurd quoted Mr. suggestion and preferred Sir Edw’'ard 
of the Budget resolutions there was, of Bonar Law for the dictum that the Carson’s idea that it was better for 
course, the usual attempt to get rid of excellence of a dinner largely depended each country to leave other countries 

.... t . . y. -1 1 TTT 1? J _ £ j-1 JI J 1 ..Tr ....... 


the 'tea-duty. As Colonel Ward sar-lupon the quality of the cigar that! alone. “I would be very thankful," 
castically pointed out, opposition ^ added rather wistfully, “ if Ire- 

to this particular impost has been ^ N land would leave us alone.* But 

for years the “ by-election stunt ” TN^ his appeal fell on deaf ears, for, 

of every party in turn. To-day N . at the instance of Mr. T.P. O’Oon- 

the rejection was moved by the cCN ^ ^ nor, the House spent most of the 

Labour Party, and when the ^ 'VV ) " O evening in discussing the threat 

Chancellor OF THE Exchequer ) w Irish dock - labourers in 

asked if in exchange they were Liverpool to paralyse the trade of 

prepared to extend the income- ^ port unless the Government 

tax downwards Mr. J. H. Thomas released the hunger-strikers at 

boldly declared that for his part Wormwood Scrubs, 

he was quite ready. But as it The rest of the time was spent 

appeared that his idea of the ex- in getting the House to agree to 

emption-limit was £325 a year the expansion of the Excess Pro- 

Mr. Chamberlain thanked him fits Tax. This was largely secured 

for nothing. ' by the special pleading of Mr. 

Among the varied and ingenious Baldwin. His argument that to , 

arguments adduced by Colonel call the tax “ temporary," as his 

Guinness against the increased chief did last year, was quite com- j 

tax on sparkling wines the one Vii/ . patible with maintaining and I 

that he evidently thought most ' increasing it, was more in- | 

likely to soften the heart of the A-wik genious than convincing, but his 

Chancellor was that it would **wiio has a better right [than the Labour Party] to a promise that, if the shoe really 

reduce consumption, since at cur- good dinner and a good cigar?” — Mr. Jack Jones. 


good dinner and a good cigar? ” — Mr . Jack Jones. 


pinched the small business and 
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Beit}) (heating tJie cucJcoo^s call the first tinui), Mummy, dbab, do all the other dioky-birds have to go and find it now? 


the new business, the Chancellor 
would do his best to ease it, combined 
with an urgent “ whip to secure a big 
majority for the impugned impost. • 
Thursday, April 29th, — Mr. Winston 
Ohurchill gave an account of the 
Easter riots in Jerusalem, where Jews 
and Moslems have been breaking one 
another’s heads to the glory of God, 
for all the world like Irishmen in Bel- 
rfast. He also promised to give further 
..information as soon as Lord Allenby’s 
report should be received. Lord Egbert 
-Cecil, who has lately developed an un; 

I lawyer-like tendency to jump to con- 
clusions ahead of the facts, made wdiat 
sounded distinctly like a suggestion 
that the British officers on the spot had 
been remiss in their duty, and thereby 
earned from Mr. Churchill a dignified 
castigation which pleased the House. 

Crowned with olive-branches plucked 
from San Eemo the Prime Minister 
celebrated one of his now familiar peace- 
triumphs. Everybody knows the pro- 
cedure on these occasions — the crowded 
House, the cheers raised by the faithful 
Coalitionists as the victor is seen mak- 
ing his way to the Table, and then the 
speeeb,' so unvarying in its construction 
^ thfat-L fancy there must be a sealed 
f pl^ttern for it in the archives of No. 10, 


Downing Street. First comes a recital 
!of the* immense difficulties of the prob- 
lems to be solved — in this case includ- 
ing areally serious difference of opinion 
with our good friends the French; 
then a little comic relief at the expense 
of his arch-critic in the Press, who on 
this occasion had surpassed himself in 
‘‘simian clatter’’; next a summary of 





COLONEL WEDGWOOD PEOTESTS 
AGAINST 3VIINISTEBIAL ‘*IMPEETI- 
NENCE.” 


the wonderful results achieved — chiefly 
the establishment of direct relations 
with the hitherto boycotted Govern- 
ments of Eussia and Germany; and 
lastly a declaration that all differences 
and difficulties had melted away, and 
that henceforward the Allies would be 
a band of brothers. 

^ Once more Mr. Asquith disappointed 
his more impetuous supporters and 
displayed his statesmanship by a speech 
in which he practically said ditto to the 
Prime Minister ; the only suspicion of 
a sting being contained in his sug- 
gestion that the Supreme Council had 
now outlived its usefulness and should 
promptly be replaced by the League of 
Nations. 

Mr. Bottomley, on the contrary, was 
all sting and no statesmanship. I 
gather that he has been conducting an 
unofficial conference on his own, and 
as the result of his conversations wdth 
distinguished but anonymous foreign 
statesmen has arrived at quite different 
conclusions from those of the Prime 
Minister. The fact that he was kept 
waiting on the pier at Boulogne while 
the British Delegation went off in a 
special steamer, on which he 'was not 
invited to embark, may have imparted | 
an extra spice of rancourto his strictures. | 
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HIGH-BROWS, LTD. 

Whenever we spend a week in 
London we never seem to find time for 
the things we really want to do. After 
dinner, on our last night at home, I 
say to Angela, “ Let *s see — have we 
any engagements this trip ? 

And Angela answers, “ Don’t you 
remember? We’re dining with the 
Hewetsons on Thursday, and on Satur- 
day the Etheridges are taking us to a 
symphony concert. Then there ’s your 
i sister.” 

[ “ Oh, ring her up, and suggest we come 

to dinner on Sunday. We don’t want 
to waste a proper night on Nellie.” 

“ Ail right. That leaves us four even- 
ings for ourselves. 1 suppose you want 
to see the Quartermasters’ Exhibition 
*'at Olympia ? ” 

» What’s that?” 

“I can’t think which part of the 
newspapers you read. Why, they ’ve 
had columns and columns about it.” 

“ Ah, that ’s how I missed it. I only 
look at the *late news.* It seems a 
waste of time to read the rest.” 

“ Well, it ’s an exhibition showing the 
wonderful work’ done by Quarter- 
masters in the War. There are Quarter- 
masters checking stores *’ 

‘'Are they shown wondering where 
they ought to stand on a battalion 
parade?” 

“ I don’t know about that ; but we 

see- them indenting for coal ” 

“And regretting their inability to 
issue same? ” 

“Very likely. Anyhow, everything 
is arranged practically under the actual 
conditions. The 'exhibition started in 
an Army hut in St. James’s Park, but 
proved such a success it had to be 
moved to Olympia. Why, Mr. Chur- 
chill was there one day this week.” 

“ Did he' make* a speech ? ” 

“ He either made a speech or left by 
a side- door. I can’t remember now, 
but I know he was there.” 

“Why can’t we go in the after- 
noon? ” 

“They say it’s better at night, be- 
cause the whole place is lit up by burrir 
cane lanterns and looks like fairyland.” 
“Oh, very well. That leaves us three j 

evenings. We ” 

“ There ’s this Erench season at the 
Central. The papers say that no one 
who appreciates good acting can afford 
to miss that. It ’s packed, I believe. , . 
Besides, one finds one’s French comes 
back very easily. By the end of the 
evening I can generally follow most of 
what they say.” 

“H’m. We shan’t be able to see 
Robey and Berry * and Graves and 
Leslie HenTson and Dblysia in two 
nights.” 




.h Am 


J I 1 u :l llflil mmW/A ' 











A 






Cmtomer, “I see Coeonodobas aee going tro be five shielings evcii now.” 

Barber* s Assistant, “Well, wk shall 'ave to smoke 'em nearer the end, that's all,” 


“ No — 0 . . . . Besides, everybody 
says one ought to see this Japanese 
man in Borneo and Juliet. I hear the 
way he swarms up the creeper in the 
balcony scene is quite too wonderful. 
They made him do it four times the 
first night.” 

Thus we are left with six evenings 
of duty and one of enjoyment, unless 
Angela happens to hear that there is a 
’cellist from Bpitzbergen or a Bolshevik 
soprano whom it is social death not to 
be able to discuss. In that case we 
get no fun at all. " 

The Hewetsons, who live in London 
and can enjoy all these oppprtunities 
for improvement and still have time 
for Mr. Robey and the rest, think me a 
terrible Philistine. But, as J pointed 
out to Hewetson, he suffers’ q*ust as 
acutely when he has a holiday and 
goes to Park. Hewetson holds that 
there is only one theatre in Paris, the 


Vari^t^s. But by the time he has 
accompanied Mrs. H. to the Fran§ais, 
the Op4ra, the Op6ra Comique and the 
Od4on, to say nothing of the Th6toe 
des Arts,' he is due back at the office. 
When I explained this to him, his whole 
attitude changed at once, and he im- 
plored me to accept his subscription for 
shares in my company. But his heart- 
rending account of his last visit to 
Paris, before the War, when he and 
Mrs. H. spent two days hunting round 
the Louvre (Mus6e) under the impres- 
sion that tne Rodins were kept there, 
suggested a wider scope for my schemes, 
and it seemed to me that the only fair 
way of acknowledging this was to 
make Hewetson a director. 

And now I must’ tell you about iny 
company, for, although we are in danger 
of becoming over-capitalised, there are 
still one or two shares we are willing 
to sacrifice, practically at par. The 
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company is known as High-brows, Ltd., 
and is “ designed to meet the require- 
ments ” of the countless thousands who 
detect a familiar note in the conversa- 
tion with Angela 3 ust recorded. The 
idea is simple and, like all simple ideas, 
great. We buy a house in each of the 
chief capitals of the civilised world, and 
to this house the visitor hurries as soon 
as he has left his luggage at the^ hotel. 
Each house will, be arranged in the 
same manner, so that no knowledge of 
the language 'of the country is required 
to enable the stranger to find his way 
about. 

The ground floor will consist' of one 
large hall or room, combining the func- 
tions of waiting-room and Fine Art 
Gallery. Eeproductions of the principal 
pictures and statues of the national 
museums will occupy two walls and 
the centre carpet, the remaining walls 
being hung with the more astonishing 
examples of contemporary painters. 
(We are not anticipating any inquiries 
for contemporary sculpture). A mini- 
mum of ten minutes is allowed for this 
room. When your turn arrives you 
mount to the first floor, which you find 
divided into two parts. In each of 
these a cinematograph is installed, 
one “featuring” prominent artists in 
the standard dramas of the particular 
country — works like Le Gid, Macbeth, 
Faust, or Feer Gynt \ while the other 
runs through the more discussed scenes 
of any current entertainment which 
conceivably one “ ought to see.'* , 

The first of these programmes is de- 
signed primarily for foreigners, and is 
meant to save them the fatigue of a visit 
to national or subsidised theatres, where 
these exist. The second is intended to 
meet the requirements of natives. Each | 
bill will last an hour, and, though clients 
are entitled to see both performances, 
full-time attendance at either carries 
with it the right to proceed to the 
next floor. Here again are two more 
rooms. In the first of these a gramo- 
phone renders in turn the leading 
vocalists and instrumentalists (serious) 
of the country. (Say half-an-hour.) 
So far you will have been put to a 
minimum expenditure of one hour and 
forty minutes, and, as only five minutes 
is allowed for the last room, the time 
total cannot be considered excessive. 

In this last room is nothing but a 
row of desks. You wait your turn 
before one of these ; then you hand in 
your name and receive a pass. On this 
is printed a certificate that you, the 
above-mentioned, are acquainted with 
the masterpieces tabulated overleaf. 
Thus in less than two hours (inclusive 
of possible delay in the waiting-room) 
you are free to spend your holiday 
exactly as you choose. It is hoped 

that in time these certificates may come 
to be accepted as carrying complete 
immunity, for at least a month, from 
every form of intellectual treat. 

Hewetson wanted the certificates to 
be issued in the waiting-room. He 
said it would save time. But I decided 
that, if the prestige of the institutions 
and their certificates is to be kept up, 
unscrupulous people must have no 
chance of obtaining a pass and slipping 
away without going up-stairs. Indeed, 
I am adding an elaborate system of 
checks, by which it will become im- 
possible to reach the Discharge Bureau 
without spending the requisite time in 
each room. The first room is the 
danger. In the crush people might 
escape to the cinemas before their ten 
minutes is up. My idea is to hand to 
each entrant a lump of High-brow 
stickjaw, guaranteed not to dissolve in 
less than the stipulated period, and to 
station a lynx-eyed dentist at the foot 
of the stairs ... 

Hewetson in his simple-minded way 
also wanted the company to be called 
theHoliday-makers'EnjoymentLeague, 
or the Society of Art-Dodgers, or some 
such name. He even thought the 
houses should be painted in bright 
attractive colours. I pointed out to 
him that they should be uninviting and 
dull in appearance, and that a uniform 
sobriety, a suggestion of yearning and 
uplift, in every feature of the company's 
appeal would not only allow thousands 
of hypocrites, like Angela, to seek relief 
at our doors, but would actually confer 
on people like Hewetson and me a 
stamp of that same intellectual passion 
from whose manifestations we are en- 
gaged in escaping. 

“SWANSEA AND DISTEICT EUGBY 
LEAGUE, 

Cup Finals. 

Admission : Is. ; Grand Stand, Is. extra. 

(Including Tax) . 

All Seats Free. No Collection. 

Flease bring your Bible for reference. 

Welsh Paper. 

The Welsh may not, like the English, 
take their pleasures sadly, but are evi- 
dently expected to take them seriously. 

“ Partnership.— Ex-Eegular officer, owing 
hotel at fashionable spa, desires to meet lady 
or gentleman, with capital.” — Daily Pap&i\ 

Before replying we should like to know 
the amount of the bill he owes. 

From a short story : — 

“Unconscious of the waiter at her elbow 
with pad and pencil poised for her order, un- 
conscious also of her husband, now her happy 
t^te-^-tete, she spoke aloud ; ‘ One never 
knows I ^ ” — Monthly Magazine, 

How they must have enjoyed their 
cosy vis’d-vis. 

BIED CALLS. 

11. 

I WOULD not be the tomtit's mate, 

For, even if I were not late, 

It seems as though he 'd gird at me. 
Baying, “ Quick, quick,” eternally. 

The chafiSnch you would never think 
Was much addicted to strong drink, 

Yet all the Spring you 'll hear him say, 
“Oh, 

There 's cheaper beer in County Mayo.” 

The jay, whatever he is after, 

Makes the woods ring with ribald 
laughter ; 

“Hee, hee, ha, ha,” he says, and then 
“Ha, ha, hee, hee, ha, ha,” again. 

The plover over fields brown red 

Weeps for her children who are dead ; , 
Still day and night she cries to you, 

“ Mes pativres petits / La grande 
charrue !” 

So silently the screech-owl flies 

You sometimes scarce believe your eyes, 
Until you start to hear him shout 

To timid mice, Gome out I Come out !** 

Are baby martins in the nest 

With extra-loving parents blest ? 

That they should murmur sleepily, 

“ Oh cuddle me, oh cuddle me.” 

When first the chiff-chaff comes your 
way 

You 're glad, it means Spring 's come to 
stay ; 

But soon you wish he’d change his 
song 

With his “ Chiff-chaff, chiff-chaff ” all 
day long. 

Those white-throats in the raspberry 
canes ! 

They never take the slightest pains 

To hide from you how much they steal, 
But say, “Thief, tlrief,” throughout 
their meal. 

Commercial Candour. 

“ Your £20 at 's buys £25 worth else- 

where.” — Advt, in Provincial Paper, 

A Humane Edict. 

“Notice IS hereby given that the washing of 
motor cars and vehicles, and the washing of 
widows, etc., by hose has been prohibited.” 

Tasinaniaji Paper. 

“ Accountant wanted for Motor Companies 
in West End ; must ha'^e experience in Book- 
keeping.” — Weeldy Paper. 

Not perhaps an unreasonable stipula- 
tion in the circumstances. 

From “ Books Wanted” : — 

“Orlando Furioso. 4 vols. 1773. Fine 
building,” — Publisher's Circular. 

We dare say it is. But what we are 
looking out for in this connection is 
Addison’s works. 
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“Look ’eee, ’Ebb, if yer cawn’x bit 

AS IF YEB WERE I ” ’ ' 


TIDY THEN FOR ’EVIN’S SAKE TRY AN’ LOOK 


EOMA EEDIVIVA. 

(A Classical Bevel, after the Press 
accotmts of last weeh\s Italian hall). 
Ancient history became luminous at 
Covent Garden last week, when* the 
great ghosts of the past,irom.EoMULUS 
to Neeo and from Eoeria to Agrippina, 
were seen one-stepping gaily, in toga 
and stola at the' great Eoman ball. It 
was the night, not of the Futurists, but 
the Praeteritists, and right royally did 
they avail themselves of their chance. 

' Perhaps the most arresting of all the 
costumes were those worn by Lord 
Quezon as Taequinius Supeebus and 
Mr. Lansbuey as Spabtacus. The 
former was garbed in a magnificent 
toga purjgurea, elaborately adjusted so 
as to show the laticlave on his tunica. 
Over this was a sumptuous lacerna of 
silver tissue fastened over the right 
shoulder with a diamond fihula. On 


his head he wore a petasus of hyacin- 
thine hue, out of which sprang three 
peacock's feathers. He was shod with 
curule shoes, or mullei, fastened with 
four crimson thongs. Mr. Lansbuey' s 
costuipe was simpler but not less strik- 
ing, consisting of scarlet hraccce or 
barbarian pantaloons, a jade - green 
synthesis, buckskin solece and an ac- 
cordion-pleated pileus. Lord Howard 
DE 'Walden as Mjecenas attracted 
general attention by the lustre of his 
amethystine tunica and the crimson 
heels of his which may not have 

been archseologically correct, but were 
certainly a happy thought. Mr. Ber- 
nard Shaw, who personated Cato of 
Utica, wore hygienic sandals, a white 
toga and a brown felt Jaeger pileus, 
Mr. Harold Begbie as Maecellus, the 
best boy of ancient Eome, formed an 
agreeable contrast to the numerous 
Messalinas, Poppseas and CleopatraSj 


who lent a regrettably Pagan element 
to the assembly. But Lady Astoe as 
Cornelia, mother of the Gracchi, was 
an austere and dignified figure in her 
panniered Botticelli stola, with pearl- 
embroidered red wings, and s^flahellnvi 
(or fan) of albatross feathers with gold 
bells attached. The grandeur that was i| 
Eome, again, was revived in Mr. John, 
who assumed the role of his namesake, 
Augustus, and in Mr. Bottomley, 
who as Horatius Flaccus imparted a 
Sabine simplicity to the scene. 

It is a pity that a good many of the 
guests had indolently taken advantage 
of the fact that ancient Roman dress 
was not obligatory, and yet it must be 
admitted that some of them looked the 
Eoman part to perfection. The un- 
adorned rigours of evening dress only 
threw into greater relief the truly 
Caesarian lineaments of Lord Rjiddell, , 
the stoical independence of Mi’.Oh.arles I ; 
Trevelyan and the aquiline dignity of n 
Mr. Tick (Parvus). 

It may be added that the ns© of 
Latin was not compulsory, but one 
of the guests, who appeared as' Phu- 
phluns, the Etrurian Bacchus, and par- 
took freely of the excellent neo-JSaler- 
nian supplied by the firm of Leones, 
expressed the pious hope that he would 
not sufi’er.too much from calida ara on 
the morrow. 


“Mr. Pirn Passes By,’’ 

Our Mr. A. A. M.'s play is now com- 
fortably settled in its new home (No. 3) 
at The Playhouse. A correspondent 
informs Mr. Punch that since the open- 
ing night Mr. Dion Boucicault's popu- 
lar part has been developed to the slight 
disturbance of the balance of things; 
not so much by new dialogue as by 
deliberate iteration and portentous 
pauses. That on his first entrance ho 
now studies a photograph with his nose 
close up to the glass, forgetting that, 
if he is as short-sighted as all that, the 
protracted gaze which he had previ- 
ously directed upon the ceiling must 
have been fruitless. That Miss Irene 
Vanbrugh has dispensed with whatever 
serious element there was in her part 
and relies for her brilliant effects almost 
completely on its irresponsible frivolity. 
That Mr. Ben Webster has come on 
remarkably ; and that the part of the 
flapper is now played according to 
nature by the right person. 

Mr. Punch's advice to any who have 
hitherto passed by is to go in and see 
Mr, Pirn doing it. 

“Now one Just ha^ to drag in porwonal 
experiences, because it looks as if one wore 
trying to pose as a uero, which thing X hate.” 

Illustrated Pa^mr, 

We heartily share the writer's dislike 
the character. 


iiel 




WorHMm ^ c ^ er { toappli ^ ntforpostasnigMM . m ^^^ “Have you ahy fob this .ob?« 

A:p:plicant “Only that I’m a very light sleeper, Sib. I, wakes at the least noish. , ^ 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punches Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

I’bw will deny that, in writing The Life of Lord Kitchener 
(Macmillan) soon after the death of the great ^i®ld' 
Marshal, Sir Geoege Aethue has at least displayed the 
courage of his affection, since to publish such a work 
in a time of controversy like the; present is inevitably 
to trail a coat of many colour!, each a challenge to some 
particular prejudice* If, however, one can avoid any such 
attitude of ^arti pris and regard these three dignified | 
volumes simply as the, record of a, great man by one who 
best knew and. admired him, they will naturally be found 
of compelling interest. The three main chapters, so to say, 
of the story, Africa, India and Whitehall, will each call up 
vivid associations for the reader ; each has been told care- 
fully, with just sufficient detail. J^erhaps circurnstances 
' made it unavoidable that Sir George Aethue should, if 
anything, rather overdo the discretion, that is the better 
part of biography ; certainly in the replt one gets what 
might be called a close rather than an intimate study of a 
figure that in life was already almdst legendary. If any 
man of our time was fittingly nam^d great this was he— 
alike in his single-minded patriotisih, his sticcess and that 
touch of austerity which no anecdotes of exceptions can 
wholly disprove. In surveying his career of merited 
triumphs one remarks how often it, was given to him— as 
at Omdurman and Pretoria — to redeem early disaster, and 
one feels again the pity of it. that he might not live to see 
his noblest task accomplished at Veilsailles. No doubt the 
last word upon JCitohrner op Khaeitum cannot be written 
yet awhile ; in the meantime here is a book that will have its 


value as history hereafter, and is to-day a grateful tribute 
to one who nobly deserved gratitude* 

Personally speaking, I could find it in me to wish that 
Mr Maurice Hewlett would consult a good man about 
the Saga habit, which appears to,be growing upon him, to 
the loss (or so I think) of all those who were lovers of his 
more human and companionable fiction. But I repeat that 
this is no more than individual prejudice, based on the fact 
that these Norse chronicles (of unpronounceable people in 
prehistoric times) leave me singularly cold. This apart, 
Lwever, The Light Heart (Chapman and Hall) may be 
admitted an excellent sample of its kind. It is all about 
the friendship of Thorgar and Thormod, with the former s 
untimely death, and the punctilious attempts of the latter 
to fulfil. his social obligation in the matter of exterminating 
the slayers of his friend; also, as second theme, the love of 
Thormod for King Qlaf, and the ending of both of them— 
and of the tale also— in the heroic battle of Sticklestead, 
One way. and another, indeed, you seldom saw a short book 
that contained more bloodshed, or in which love-making 
(oh, Mr. Hewlett!) played a. smaller part* There was a 
“slip of a girr’ in the early chapter of whom I had hopes, 
but sterner business caused, her to be too soon eliminated* 
Skill and learning The Light Heart has in plenty, and an 
engaging suggestion of the early artistic temperament in 
the character of Thormod, fighter and song-maker. But 
I fall back on my old complaint of being left cold; and 
that I should. Suffer' that way from the work of Mr. 
Hewlett, gives you the measure of our loss. 

I In, his last grim and terrible work, Eealities of War 
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(Heinemann), Sir Philip Gibbs has fairly flung aside the 
restraint, enforced or self-imposed, that marked his des- 
patches from the fighting fronts, to present war, the horrible, 
senseless nightmare, as it really appeared to him. His 
work as a correspondent emphasised for him the accumu- 
lated miseries of thousands rather than any individuars 
share, and his point of view is as remorselessly gloomy as 
can be imagined. He is detailed in disgust; he is passion- 
ate in pessimism. He presents not only the soldier’s dis- 
taste for trenches and machine guns, and his desire for the 
things of familiar life, but also, with surprising vehemence, 
his hatred of generals who give blundering orders from 
comfortable billets in the rear, or of munitioners in England 
who keep optimistic in spite of bad news from the Front. 
He does not pretend to be quite fair in his criticisms, for 

obviously the higher command had 

to keep out of the firing-line and 
somebody had to work — and hard 
too — to supply the torrent of muni- 
tions demanded. Sir Philip ad- 
mits all that, but in a kind of agony 
calls on God and man to realise the 
meaningless horror of it all and 
forbid, at any price, the possibility 
of its recurrence. If sometimes 
unjust and nearly always tragical, 
the 'book none the less is free from 
anything like hysteria. 

Mr. Waed Muir writes with one 
eye on the evening papers, and the 
very title (not to mention the wrap- 
per) of AdvenUires in Marriage 
(Simpkin) lures us without any 
sense of difficult transition from 
the news of the day to the realms 
of romance. Fifteen stories are 
contained in this book, of rather 
unequal length and merit, nearly 
all of them dealing with a tense 
situation between husband and 
wife, several of them calculated to 
lift the hair, and one or two suffi- 
ciently ingenious in mechanism, I 
should think, to raise a curtain. 

The adventures are not all un- 
happy, and the author would seem 
on the whole to balance the scales 
fairly evenly between those who 
desire to reform the Divorce Law i 



and those who would rather reform 

the world. With the exception of the first the tales are 
all effectively told and, if the machinery is fairly obvious, 
it does not click too much. The last on’ the list is much 
lengthier than all the others, belonging to the classic maga- 
2(ine school, which ransacks the bowels of the earth for a 
new and terrible setting. Here the heroine, a beautiful 
Chinese girl, is discovered by the hero, a missionary, in 
the cinnabar caverns of Hang Yiu, where the workers 
have never seen^ the light of day, are mostly blind and 
spend the intervals of labour in opium sleep, I like this 
yarn and recommend it to the attention of anybody who 
feels that- marital squabbles are beginning to pall. 

An excellent purpose -will have been served by German 
, ^es at Bay (Hutchinson) if it is carefully digested by 
those scaretnoagers who during the War insisted that 
^es -were as plentiful as sparrows m Great Britain. Mr 
tells us the truth, and, though it may offer too 


THE HOUSING SHORTAGE. 

[It is suggested that those who occupy houses con- 
taining more accommodation than they need should 
be compelled to allow their superfluous rooms to be 
occupied by less fortunate people,] 

Visitor. “ It *s all right, Sir. I 've called to 
SEE Miss S'priggins— third floor back. I ’er 

FEEONCy. You DON’T ’APPEN TO KNOW IF SHE ’S 
AT ’OMB ? ” 


little of sensationalism for some tastes, it is very comforting 
to read. The fact is that the spies of the enemy were 
pounced upon so promptly and had such a harrowing time 
that both their quantity and quality gradually sank to 
something very like zero. It is no exaggeration to say 
that most of the miserable creatures who came spying to 
this country never had a dog’s chance from the word ** Go.” 
One cannot waste one’s sympathy upon those who for 
mercenary motives consented to be spies, but I am glad 
that Mr. Felstbad pleads on behalf of such men as Carl 
Lody. Some day,” he writes, when the nations of the 
world grow more sensible, there will be two methods of 
treating spies. Those who can prove patriotism as the 
inspiring inotive will be dealt with as prisoners of war ; the 
hirelings will be condemned to the death they richly deserve.” 

The rules, as they stand, decreed 
that Lody had to be shot, but, if 
he could have received the treat- 
ment which brave men have a 
right to demand all the world over, 
I do not believe that even the most 
rabid Germanophobe would in his 
heart have been sorry. 

Mountain Memories (Cassell) 
must, if honestly named, concern 
itself to a certain extent with moun- 
tains, but even those of us who 
have never felt the smallest wisli 
to climb can read it with great 
pleasure. For although Sir Martin 
Conway does mention some of his 
mountaineering feats this book is 
concerned primarily with the spirit 
rather than with the body. “A 
Pilgrimage of Bomance” is its 
sub-title, and, though there can’t 
be many Pilgrims who have done 
better climbing, I doubt if any 
more difficult feat stands to liis 
credit than this of putting tliese 
impressions of the quest of beauty 
so clearly and delicately before us. 
The least deviation from tlie path 
of modesty would have led him 
into trouble, but he never makes it. 
Header,” he writes, “ if you and 
are to be real comrades we must 


share the same adventures of fancy 
and of soul. . . My fairies must he 
thy fairies and my gods thy gods. 
Hand-in-hand we must thrill with a single rapture — ‘ le 
cmir en fleur et I’dme en flamme,' ” For myself I am well 
content (whether he addresses me in the second person sin- 
gular or plural, or both — as here) to have vicariously acliitjvecl 
such heights in the person of so admirable an agent. 

“A ‘Cassar’ Commentary. 

‘ The Trial Scene ’ from ‘Julius Cyesar,’ as given at the CViIiseinu 
^is week struck me as somewhat dull, or should we say out of •> 

Detached from the body of the play, the scene must have ivtjmlexiHi 
some of the audience unfamiliar with the written ward." 

“ The nambkr ” m “ The Daily Mirror:^ 
Possibly he would have preferred the ** Tent Hcene ” 
from 'The Merchant of Venice, 

‘‘Wild Animals.-—! have been told that wlitei nwn are 
and by wild animals there is no sensation of pain. Can any- 
one who has had experience conflnn this */ « WeMtj Paikr, ^ 

Referred to Sir A. Conan Doyle. 
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We are pleased, to note that the 
King-’s yacht BvitcLoviiicb is about again 
after being laid up since August, 1914. 

Smoking and chatting periods have 
been introduced in some Massachusetts 
factories. Extremists in this country 
complain that, while this system may 
be all right, there is just the danger 
that working periods might also be 
introduced. 

We are pleased to report that the 
eclipse of the moon on May 3rd passed 
off without any serious hitch. This 
speaks well for the police arrange- 
ments. ^ At 

“Audiences at the music-halls,” 
writes an actor to the Press, “ are more 
difficult to move on Satur- 
days than on other days.” 

This is not our experience. 

On a Saturday we have 
often withdrawn without 
any pressure after the first 
turn or two. 

'‘‘slJ ' 

Sir L. Worthington 
Evans, says a contempo- 
rary, has been asked to in- 
vestigate the mutton glut. 

What is wanted, we under- 
stand, is more glutton and 
less mutt. 

* 

Mme. Landeu, the wife 
of the Parisian “Blue- 
beard,” has been granted 
a divorce. We gather that 
there is something or other 
about her husband which 
tastes incompatible. 

• It appears that Mr. Jerry McVeagh 
is of the opinion that the Home Buie 
Bill is quite all right except where it 
applies to Ireland. 

5i« 

A visit to the Boyal Academy this 
year again encourages us to believe 
that, though we may be a bad nation, 
we are not so bad as we are painted. 

s}« t]t 

According to a morning paper^ a 
commercial traveller who became vio- 
lently ill in the Strand was found to have 
a small feather stuck in the lower part 
of the throat. If people will eat fresh 
eggs in restaurants they must be pre- 
pared to put up with the consequences. 

\ iit 

The report that no inconvenience 
was experienced by any of the pas- 
sengers in the South London train 
which collided with a stationary goods- 
engine now turns out to be incorrect. 


It transpires that a flapper complains 
that she dropped two stitches in her 
jumper as a result of the shock. 


5l« ❖ 


A water- spaniel was responsible last 
week for the overturning of a motor- 
car driven by a Superintendent of the 
Police near Norton Village in Hertford- 
shire. We understand that the dog has 
had his licence endorsed for reckless 
walking. - 

According to a Manchester paper a 
new tram, while being tested, jumped 
the lines and collided with a lamp-post. 
It is hoped that, when it grows more 
accustomed to street noises, it will get 
over this tendency to nervous excite- 
ment. , '\t 

A serious set-back to journalism is 
reported from South Africa. It appears 


the announcement has caused wide- 
spread consternation among 
contractors. j-. 


building 


An American contemporary inquires 
why Germany cannot settle down. A 
greater difficulty appears to be her 
inability to settle up. 


A shop at Twickenham bears the 
notice, “ Shaving while you wait.” This 
obviates the inconvenience of leaving 
one’s chin at the barber’s overnight. 





“Life and property,” writes a corre- 
spondent, “ are as safe in Hungary to- 
day as they are in England.” It should 
be borne in mind that there is usually 
a motive underlying these alarmist 
reports. h: , 

“ It is ten days,” writes a naturalist, 
“ since I heard the umiiis- 
takable * Cuck, cuck, cuck ’ 
of thene wly-arrived cuckoo 
at Hampstead.” Not to bo 
confused with the “ Cook, 
cook, cook 1 ” of the nowly- 
married housewife at Toot- 


“What’s ’is business?” “’E’s a taxideiimist.” 

“Oh, is ’e? Well, ’e seems to ’ave done better out of it than 
I ’aye.” 


made their 


that the Army aviator who flew from 
England to his home at Johannesburg, 
after an absence of four and a-half 
years, deliberately arranged to see his 
parents before being interviewed by 
reporters. 


i\t iie 
5le 


In a London Police Court the other 
day a defendant stated that he was so 
ashamed of his crime that he purchased 
a revolver with the intention of shoot- 
ing himself. On second thoughts he 
let himself off with a caution. 

sis sf; 

:je 

Apparently the clothing of the Boyal 
Air Eorce is not yet complete. Large 
headings announcing an B. A.F. Divorce 
Suit appeared in several papers recently, 
although its design and colouring were 
not mentioned. ^ 

Builders have been notified that the 
prices of wall-paper are to be raised 
forty to fifty per cent. In view of the 
vital part played by the wall-paper in 
the constructicn of the modern house, 


A weekly paper has au 
article entitled ** The Lost 
Haggis.” We always have 
our initials put on a luiggis 
with marking ink boforo 
despatching it to bo tailor- 

pressed, ... ^ 

' ^ 

At the annual meeting 
of the National Federation 
of Fisli-f ryers tlie President 
asked whether it was not 
possible to make fried fish shops more 
attractive. It appears that no serious 
attempt has yet been made to discover 
a fish that gives off an aroma of violets 
when fried. ^ 

The Directors of the Underground 
offer a prince of twenty pounds to their 
most polite employee. We have always 
felt that the conductor who puslies 
you off a crowded train might at least 
raise his bat to you as ho moves out of 
the station. ... 

After considering the Budget very 
carefully some people are veering round 
to the theory that we didn’t win the 
War, bub just bought it. 


The Scarecrow !Profession. 

“ Wanted, Youth of sixteen for one of the 
healthiest jobs in the 'world, most of the time 
spent basking in the sun, listening to skylarks 
and throstles ; wages 35s. guaranteed to smart 
youth. Lots of 'weaklings have been set on 
their feet and prepared to face the world at 
this situation.” — Ib'ovmcial Perper. 
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TO A BRICKLAYER IN REPOSE. 

Best from your work awhile, my son, . 

And let a mug of beer replace 
■ The moisture — sign of duty done — 

That oozes from your honest face ; 

Your tale of bricks, 

A long hour's task, already totals 6. 

Our goose that lays the bars of gold 
Must not incur too big a strain ; 

Nor need you, as I think, be told 
To keep a check on hand and brain, 

Lest you exceed 

Your Union’s limit in respect of speed. 

For homes a homeless people cries, ' ' ' 

But you’ve a principle at stake; 

Though fellow-workers, lodged in styes, 

Appeal to you for Labour’s sake 
To fill their lack, 

Shall true bricklayers waive their Eight to Slack? 

Never! YouTl lay what bricks you choose, 

And let the others waste their breath, 

These myriads, ranged in weary queues. 

Who desperately quote Macbeth : — 

“Lay on, Macduff, 

And damned be be that first cries ‘Hold, enough’ !*’ 

Your high profession stands apart ; 

By years of toil you’ve learned the trick 

(Like Pheidias with his plastic art) 

Of slapping mortar on a brick; 

Touched too the summit 

Of science with your lore of line and plummet. 

And none may join your sacred Guild, 

Save only graduates (so to speak), 

Experts with hod and trowel, skilled 
In the finesse of pure technique: 

And that is why 

No rude untutored soldier need apply. 0. S. 


KING’S REGULATIONS,- PARA. 1696. 

I HAVE been in the Army for over five years; I have 
wallowed in Flanders mud; I have killed thousands of 
Huns with my own hand ; I have seen my friends resume 
the habiliment of gentlemen and retire to a life of luxury 
and ease ; and yet I am still in the Army. 

I am informed that I am indispensable and that, although 
I shall be allowed to go in due course, the fate of the nation 
depends on my sticking to my job for a short time more. 
It would be against the besfr interests of discipline for me 
to tell you what my job is. 

“ Last week I yearned for a civilian life and decided that 
not only would I leave the Army but immediately and in 
good style. 

I laid my plans accordingly and proceeded to Mr, Na- 
than’s. There for the expenditure of a few shillings I 
purchased the necessary material for my guile. 

I retired to my office, that is the desk that I sit at in 
a room with two other officers, and I armed myself with 
a file which would act as a passport to the Assistant of a 
Great Man, who in turn is Assistant to a Very Great Man. 
They all reside at the War Office. I went there and was 
conducted to the Assistant of the Great Man. Everything 
was proceeding according to plan. 

I found him, after the manner of Assistants, working 
hard. He did not look up, so I laid my file before hirm 


It was entitled “Demobilization, letters concerning,” and 
this was followed by a long number divided up by several 
strokes. Within the file were some. letters that had nothing 
to do with my plan and still less to do with demobilization, 
but I hoped that the Assistant of the Great Man might 
not delve too deeply into their mysteries. 

My hope was justified. “A personal application?” he 
asked as he glanced at the reference number. 

“Undoubtedly, Sir,” I replied, and something in the 
soldierly timbre of my voice arrested his attention. 

Carefully replacing his teacup in its saucer he raised his 
eyes towards me. As he did so he started as though he 
had received a shock; a look of perturbation came over 
his features; his cheeks assumed an ashy tint and for a 
moment my fate trembled in the balance. But gradually 
I could see his years of training were reasserting themselves ; 
the moral support of the O.B.E. on his breast was restoring 
his courage; he muttered to himself, and I caught the words 
“ Superior Authority.” 

Still muttering he rose and retired into the next room. 
Everything was proceeding according to plan. 

In less than a minute he reappeared and beckoned me 
to follow him. * I then knew that I should soon be in the 
presence of the Great Man himself. 

I stood in front of an oak desk and noticed the keen but 
suppressed energy of the wall-paper, the tense atmosphere 
of war vibrating through the room, the solid strength of 
England incarnate behind the oak desk. 

The Great Man spoke. His opening words showed that 
his interest was centred rather in me personally than in the 
file that lay before him. He spoke again, rose from his seat 
and disappeared. And as he went I caught the words, 
“Superior Authority.” In less than a minute he returned 
and beckoned me to follow him. I then knew that I should 
soon be in the presence of the Very Great Man himself. 
Everything was proceeding according to plan. 

I stood in front of a mahogany desk and noticed the 
keener but more suppressed energy of the wall-paper, the 
tenser atmosphere of war vibrating through the room, the 
solid strength of the Empire incarnate behind the mahogany 
desk. 

The Very Great Man spoke. His opening remarks 
showed that his interest was centred in mo personally. 
He spoke again, and these are his exact words: “Mr. 
Jones,” he said, “I perceive that you are a student of 
King’s Eegulations, and that you conform your actions to 
those estimable rules. You will be demobilised forthwith, 
and in view of your gallant service I have pleasure in 
awarding you a bonus of two hundred pounds in addition 
to your gratuity ; but please understand that this exceptional 
remuneration is given on the condition that you are out of 
uniform within two hours.” 

With my feet turned out at an angle of about forty-five 
degrees, my knees straight, my body erect and carried 
evenly over the thighs, I saluted, about turned and marched 
to the door. Everything had proceeded according to plan. 

As I reached the door the Very Great Man spoke to the 
Great Man. “You will draft an Army Order at once,” ho 
said, “in these words: King’s Eegulations. Amendment. 
Para. 1696 will be amended, and the following words 
deleted Whiskers, if worn, will be of moderate length,’ ” 

I am still in the Army. The truth of the matter is that 
what I have described did not really happen. My nerve 
failed me at the door of Mr. Nathan’s. But I believe that 
whiskers, detachable, red, can be obtained from Mr. Nathan 
for a few shillings. 


Motto for the Anti-British Echo de Paris : “ Ludtmi 
insolentem hidere PebtinaxP 
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Incoming Batsinan [to I)eex:> Field). **Er — ^am I going right for Tiite wicket, please?” 




DENMAEK TO HAVE A MANDATE '^®'y stole 

FOE lEELAND. Devorghal, the wife of Tigheibanaoh 

I Sensation IN PoLmcAE-CiBCLBS. Jo , 'i:.;! a„ „ 


Look at the way he stole one homogeneous and indissoluble cat. 

r T»T;fy^ ^4? T> Ml • . -r , , o ^ 


SENSATION IN POLITICAL- Circles. “Quite, quite,” we replied. Asa 
Dashing round to Downing _ Street matter of Lt, if he had mentioned 
on om- motor-scooter we were just in -The Silent Wife” we should have felt 
time, to catch Sir Philip Kerr by one a bit more at home with the situation, 
of his coat-tails as he was disappearing -Now take the Danes,” said Sir 

whp£- Jr*" f ®^er hear an Irish- 

Srti m™./ 1° complain of the injustice done to 

Prime Ministers latest project was Ireland by the Danes ? After that little 

•» T 1 AT • 1 Of scrap at Clontarf they accepted the 
eifectly, replied the genial Sec- Danish invasion quite naturally. Any- 

'it r ‘I'ere first, and the 

Minister’s view is ‘first come 
by Ml. Jack Jones s comparison of first served ’ ” 

wr?r,^Tlf,?*'“'f‘°.°“'fv“ '”'^1 Denmark undertake the, 

WELL, and has been studying the whole mandate ? ” we asked doubtfully, 
lush Question anew from an historical "T^tv , is , -a . I 


mandate foi Ireland ought never to different.’’ ^ 


have been undertaken for the Papal See 
by Heney II. Strongbow ” 


Scooting thoughtfully away, we went 
to visit Mr. T. P. O’Connor, feeling sure 


f< r >A 1 Tiir , -L- i:. uoNNOR, leeiinir sure 

runif?” Te'alT ^ 


we asaea. [the situation. We found him overioyed 

‘ You ai-e^thinkmg of Longboat,” he with the proposal. evei joyed 

replied. ‘ The Earl of Pembroke was -Ireland Ld Denmark are simnlv 
invited to enter Ireland by Desmond made for each othi,’’ he pS nteS/ 
MAoMoEOGH,and between you and me “both are butter - produci^^ coStries 
and the lamp-post Desmond was a|and, welded together, they” will form 


a Peace will reign in Ireland from marge 

to marge.” 

a Mr. Devlin was less optimistic. The 
i rule of Dublin Castle under Olae Tevo- 
b VESSON was, be declared, not a whit 
. better than the rule of Dublin Castle 
.• to-day. It was true that Turgks tlio 
■ Dane was King of All Ireland in 81, 0, 

I but it was not until that chieftain bud 
1 been very rightly and carefully killed 
by Melachun tliat tlie Golden x\go 
of Ireland began. He was doubtful 
whether Mr. Edmund de Valera would 
consent to be a toparcli under Danisli 
suzerainty. As for himself, he held by 
the Home Eule Bill of 1914 or, failiHg 
that, Brian Boru. 

When we asked Sir Edward Carbon 
hoAv ho vicAved tho prospect of liecotn- 
ing a Scandinavian jarl, he adopted 
a morose expression reminding us not 
a little of tho “ moody Dane.” 

“ If the PiiLME yii.N-jSTEit’s proposul 
becomes law,” he said firmly, “ I slmll 
have no alternative but to iiaud oA'or 
Ulster to Holland.”' 

We scooted slowly back to the ofiico, 
forced to the conclusion that tho Irish 
Question is not settled oven yet. 
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GENIUS AT PLAY. 

Shall I ever see again 
In the human head a brain 
Like the article that fills 
That interior of Bill’s ? 

Never a day can pass but he 
Makes some great discovery ; 

His inventions are so many 
That you cannot think of any 
Realm of science, wit or skill 
That is not enriched by Bill, 

To relieve the awful strain 
Of possessing such a brain 
William always used to play 
Eighteen holes each Saturday. 

But he scarce could see at all, 

And he often lost his ball, 

Plus his temper and his pelf, 

So he made a ball himself, 

Which, if it should chance to roam 
Out of sight, played “ Home, Sweet 
Home ” 

On a small euphonium he 
Had inserted in its tummy. 

Next he wrought with cunning hand 
Round its waist an endless band, 

An ingenious affair 

Such as tanks delight to wear ; 

And, inside, a little motor 
Started every time you smote or 
Even when you topped your shot ; 
And, once started, it w;ould not 
Stop, for if it camewithiii 
Half a furlong of the pin. 

Then it was designed to roll 
Straight and true towards the hole. 
This is scarcely strange, because 
It was bound by Nature’s laws, 

And a magnet was the force 
(Hidden ’neath its skin, of course) 
Which, thought he, would make it 
feel ' ■ 

Drawn towards a pin of steel. 

. \ 
When he practised first with it 
William almost had a fit, 

Eor the ball with sudden whim 
Started madly chasing him ! 

That ’s a game that I ’ll soon settle,” 
William said ; “ my clubs are metal ; 
Spoons and other clubs of wood 
Will be every bit as good.” 

Then he found to his dismay 
Every time he tried to play ‘ 

That the ball with sundry hoots 
Chased the hob-nails in his boots. 
Einally he had to use 
On his feet a pair of shoes 
Of a most peculiar shape 
Made of insulating tape. 

So the final test arrives 
When once more he tees and drives. 
Joy I As soon as he has hit he 
Sees it toddling down the pretty, 
Never swerving left or right 
Till it waddles out of sight. 










C * 


•7/- W. 













Best Man. “ *Ow much ? ” 

Parson, ‘‘Well, the la.w allows me seven-and-sixpenoe.” 

Best Man, “Then 'ere's ’arf-a-obahn. That makes it up to ’ARF-A-oum.’" 


Plodding through a bunker and 
Braying like a German band. 

Reader, possibly you 11 guess 
That the ball was a success. 

’Twas in fact a super-sphere, 

But — I shed a scalding tear 
On these verses as I write ’em — 

He forgot just one small item 
Which (as small things often will) 
Simply put the lid on Bill : 

For the hole proved far too small 
To accommodate his ball. 

“ Wanted Situation by respectable middle- 
aged Girl ; working housekeeper, can cook, 
bake ; would not object to milk one cow 
(Protestant).”— Paper. 

As distinct from a Papal Bull, 


Singular Coincidence. 

“Having successfully towed the disabled 
American steamer Tashmoo 1,200 miles, the 
Fort Stoi^hens, a Cunard steamer, arriv^ at 
Queenstown on Saturday,”— Paper. 

“Having successfully towed the disabled 
American steamer Tashmos, with which she 
fell in last Monday, 200 miles, the Fort 
Stephen, a Cunard steamer, arrived at Queens- 
town on Saturday .” — Bavie paper ^ same day, 

“The King has notified his intention to 
command the attendance of Lieutenants of 
Counties and the Lord Mayors and the Lost 
Provosts of Great Britain, at Buckingham 
Palace on the 15th instant .” — Qlasyow Paper. ’ 

Mr. Punch hopes that this additional 
publicity will lead to the recovery of 
the raissing magistrates. 
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THE AUTHOR-MANAGERS. 

' Literature is becoming so com- 
mercialised that it is to be expected 
that before long popular authors, who 
already surreptitiously practise the 
tradesman’s art, will go a step further 
and write their own advertisements. 
No longer will they be content to get 
themselves interviewed on the subject 
of their next book, their new car and 
their favourite poodle, or to depend 
on the oleaginous eulogies of the pub- 
lishers. 

For instance : 

Mr. DOUGLAS DOEMY 
begs to announce that he is 
NOW SHOWING 
his new Novel, 

THE HIDDEN HAND OF HATE, 

and confidently recommends it to 
his Customers. 

It contains no fewer than 92,563 of the 
BEST WOBDS 
in the English Language 
and is guaranteed 
FREE from Split Infinitives. 

Or again : — 

Are YOU one of the : 

mentally alert men, the wistful women, 
who have filled up an application form 
to-day for 

PATTERNS OF GHAPTER ONE 
of 

SEPTIMUS POSHEE'S 
New great romance of love and mystery 
THE SICKENING THUD? 

If you have not already done so, lose 
no time, but write asking for sample of 
OPENING CHAPTER \ 
(where the pink- eyed woman prevents 
the marriage of Ethel and Ludovic) ; 
of 

GHAPTER NINETY, 
with its nine superb-quality murders ; 
or 

CHAPTER TWO HUNDRED 
„ (the last), where Ethel and Ludovic 
at last set out through the 

FAIRYLAND OF LIFE, • 

You incur no risk in asking for these 
exquisite samples. 

Write direct to Septimus Posher, • 

Or yet again : — 

Mr. BOEEAS BINKS 
has pleasure in announcing that his 
new volumes of 

RECOLLECTIONS 

is now showing at all Libraries. He 
can confidently claim that this work, 
entitled 

PEOPLE I HAVE MET AND 
WHAT IS WRONG WITH THEM, 

is absolutely the naost refined volume 


of Scandal on the market. All the re- 
miniscences are novel and tasty. 

Or once more : — 

KEATS WILLIAMS, 

Poet and Critic. 

Poems of every description completed 
at the SHORTEST notice. 

Ask to see our choice Spring Lines. 
Specimens Free. 

Epics within Two Days. 

Odes within a few Hours. 

Sonnets, Eondeanx, Triolets, Quatrains 
while you wait. 

A well'hnoion Judge icrites : I should very 
much like to give you a trial. I am sure you 
desei*ve it.” 


DER TAG ONCE MORE, 

[“ One hundred Diplomatists’ Writing Tables, 
Cupboards, etc., for immediate delivery. — 

Office Furniture Manufacturers, and Co., 

, Berlin.” — The Times ^*Btm7iess Oppoi’- 

tunities ” colu7nn.'] 

Lightly loose the silken cable, 

Swell, ye sails, by zephyrs kissed. 
Bearing me the walnut table 
Thumped by Bbthmann-Hollweg’s 
fist ; 

Steering, not by course erratic. 

Safe to the appointed wharf, 

Bring, 0 bark, the diplomatic 
. Kneehole desk of Ludendorff. 

Softly now, ye dockers, pardie, 

• Cease your wrangling for a bit, 
Dump the seat whereon Bebnhabdi 
Bowed his dreadful form to sit ; 
Make no scratch however tiny 
- When the circling crane- arm sags 
On the chair that rendered shiny 
Hindenburg’s enormous bags. 

Blotting- papered, india-rubbered. 

Good as new, with pencils piled, 
Bring me the immortal cupboard 
Where the Hymn of Hate was filed ; 
Who can say how oft, when brisker 
Beat the heart behind his ribs, 
Tjrpitz wiped upon a whisker 
I Pensively these part- worn nibs ? 

Here are Kultur's very presses, 
Calendars that marked The Day, 

Max von Baden’s ink-recesses, 
Dernberg’s correspondence-tray ; 
Gone the imperial years, and cooler 
Counsels on the Spree are planned, 
Still one may acquire the ruler 
Toyed with by a War Lord’s hand. 

Waft them then, ye winds, let Fritz’s 
Office furniture be mine ; 

Each one of these priceless bits is 
Salvage from a Junker shrine; 
Breathing still the ancient essence, 

They shall give me, when I speak, 
Something of the German presence 
And the blazing German cheek. 

Evoe. 


MANUAL PLAY. 

One point emerges very clearly from 
the murky chaos of the industrial 
situation to-day; and that is that the 
brain-worker will not for ever be content 
to be merely a brain-worker, thinking 
and thinking, hour after hour, day after 
day. He is beginning to realise his 
latent capacity for manual labour ; and 
he demands as his right a larger oppor- 
tunity for self-development, so that he 
too may escape from the drudgery of 
brain-work and rise at last to the higher, 
freer life of muscular exertion. There 
must already be many brain-workers 
who are well-fitted to take their place 
in the ranks of manual labour; and 
the cry goes up with increasing force 
that, given only that opportunity which 
is every man’s due, millions of their 
fellows are capable of lifting themselves 
to the same standard. 

In my house the cry goes up with 
peculiar force about Easter-tirne, when 
I repaint as much of the house as I am 
allowed and whitewash the rest, and 
can appreciate what I am missing in 
my everyday calling. It is astonishing 
to think that one used actually to pay 
people money to paint and whitewash, 
and looked on with meek wonder, for 
six weeks, while they did it. Bour- 
geois I may be, but I have put aside 
that folly. The Easter holidays now 
are tojme the best holidays of the year, 
because for four whole days I can do 
almost unlimited decorating. 1 begin 
with the conservatory; I do it a deli- 
cate pale blue, and it looks very lovely. 
The vine in the conservatory no longer 
yields her increase as she used to do, 
but I can’t help that. After the con- 
servatory I start on the basement, and 
the opportunities in the basement arc 
endless. It is a curious thing that 
brain-workers who do much decorating 
in their spare time do most of it in the 
basement and not in the rooms they 
Jiavo to occupy themselves. The base- 
ment is fair game. Another curiairs 
thing is that the people who 'do have to 
occupy the basement never seem to 
appreciate what you are doing for them. 
They appear to think you are merely 
amusing yourself. 

The best day for doing the hasoment 
therefore is Easter Monday, wheri you 
can legitimately send the" whole staff 
I (if any) away for a holiday, a!id com- 
: mandecr the entire kitchen" equipment. 
This point is more important than you 
may suppose; since if the staff arc at 
homo and you want to use the base- 
ment bucket or the soft broom (both of 
which are essential for efficient white- 
wpliing) it is almost certain that they 
will at the same time want to put them 
to some preposterons line of tlieir own ; 
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and this causes either delay or friction, I don’t put noy brushes in turpentine is one thing the staff enjoy more than 
probably both. Besides, they keep bust- -when I have finished for the day ; and tea-cups coming away in the ’and, it is 
ling about behind you and saying, 'T’t, if I do I put the green brush and the really rubbing themselves against wet 
’ft,” or ^^B'lisy to-day!” in a surprised light-blue brush and the black brush paint and wandering round muttering 
voice. This is most irritating, and an and the white brush in the same pot, complaints about it. Without a driers 
irritated painter always goes over the and terrible things happen. I don’t or some drier or whatever it is, the 
edges. like my art to be hampered by petty basement remains wet for ever, and all 

When you have got rid of the staff (if notions of economy, and if brushes per- work ceases while the staff amble 
any) you can get to work on the scul- sist in crystallising into tooth-brushes about, ecstatically rubbing themselves 
lery and whitewash the ceiling. White- when left to themselves for an hour or against the doorposts and saying “ T’tt, 
washing is much superior to painting, two I simply use a ne'w brush. t’tt,” in a meaning way. 

Painting lookslovely while i : : Z I It is a sad quality of oil- 


you are doing it, but is very 
horrible when it is dry, 
being streaky or blistery or ‘ ^ 

covered with long hairs. i — 
Whitewash looks horrible I . ^ ji I 
wh ile you are doing it, but I tf ‘ ‘ ^ 

marvellous when it is dry, i 

which is much more satis- 
factory. In a life of average j|| 1 

prosperity and no small 
public distinction, includ- f| 

ing an intimacy with a r| |1| 1| 
professional tenor and 
two or three free lunches Miffil i 
with noblemen, I can re- ^1| IPI 
call few moments of such 
genuine rapture as the one 
when you creep down to 
the basement to find the ' ' 
whitewash dry at last and. 
brilliant as the driven 
snow. 

The “other thing about 
whitewashing is that it is 
done with a broom, not * 
with a finicking brush and 
a small pot, but a good fat 
bucket and the house- 
maid’s soft-broom. In this J 

way you can really get WMiLm /j^ 
some bravtcra into your f/l^ [\ 
work. And, except per- ‘ • 
haps for watering the gar- 
den with a hose, there is 
no quicker way of making 
a really good mess. White- 
washing by this method, 

' I find that it takes much 
longer to remove the white- ^^'^'Stress {tc 

wash from the floors and 

other places where it is not ' 

intended to go than it does to put the 


VO I simply use a ne'w brush. I t’tt,” in a meanmg way. 

It is a sad quality of oil- 
paint that when it is dry 
it no longer looks so lovely 

6 bear ; so someone,^ in order 

siqn, the maximum* of 

side of a. window you aro 

~ — j uy^r^ practically committed to 

, powp.^o. painting the whole house. 

Mistress {to maid who has just served hoarders' breakfast), “What webe 
THEY TALZINQ ABOUT, Jahe?» me pamtiHg IS u turpeutmo 

Jane. “You, Mum.” crisis,iwhich usually occurs 

; — ; ; just before church on Sun- 

Nor do I insist on “cleaning thor- 1 day morning, when one has three work- 


whitewash on the places where it is oughly the surface before, the paint is manlike coats of glossy enamel or palc- 
intended to go; but the charwoman applied.” Anyone who sets out in prac- green on one’s hands. Week-end 
does the removing on Easter Tuesday, tice to clean thoroughly the surface of painters should keep a close eye on tho 
and I still think that that method is the basement before applying the paint situation, and cease w^ork while there 
the best. Especially, perhaps, for out- will find that the Easter holidays have is yet sufficient turpentine to copo with 
side waUs, because in one’s artistic slipped away long before any paint is the workmanlike coats ; for I find that 
frenzy it is usual to cover most of the applied at all. Besides, one of the in these days the churchwardens look 
rose-tiees with whitewash; they look main objects of paint is to hide the askance at you if 3*ou put iu a ponny 
then like those whitewashed orchards, dirt, so why waste time in removing it ? with a pale-green hand, 
and visitors y<m are a scientific On the other hand, I am not content The extraordinary thing is that this 
gardener, combating Plant Pests. with mere painting ; I go in thoroughly painting feverdoesn’t seeuutoafllicfc pro- 
Personally I don t pay too much at- for all the refinements like driers and fessional painters; they know exactly 
tentiqn to the rather arbitrary rules on varnishes and gold-size. Driers and when to stop. But then they don’t 
painting laid Painters gold-size are extremely necessary when appreciate the luxury of their lot. 

Union. Life IB too short. For instance, painting the basement, because if there They don’t realise that theirs is one of 
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Young Lady (making conversation). “How perfectly sweet 1 I’m sure 1 must have been there. 1 remember those 

LUOUS PINES.” rr . » » 

Beal Artist. “I call that ‘The Fertilising Influence of the Sun’s Rays on the Mine of a I oet i*obt in rHoiUiUT. 
Young Lady. “How perfectly sweet I No wonder he lost it, poor darling.” 


the few forms of labour in which a man 
has some tangible result (well, not tan- 
gible, perhaps) to show for his work at 
the end of the day. There is nothing 
more satisfactory than that. It is true, 
no doubt, that the professional painter 
would rather have a windy article like 
this to show ; all I can say is I would 
rather have a bright-blue basement or 
a middle-green conservatory. 

A. P. H. 


THE EVE OF GREAT POSSIBILITIES. 

In a Press sighing deeply over the 
various Labour crises there is the glad 
news that Mr. Clem Edwards, M.P. 
(barrister), of the National Democratic 
Party, has made a match with Mr. 
James Walton, M.P. (miner), of the 
Labour Party, to “ hew, fill and train 
two tons of coal in the shortest time 
for fifty pounds a side.’’ The contest 
is to take place at Whitsuntide. 

Wo hope that more Members of 


Parliament will follow suit, and chal- 
lenge each other to feats of wholesome 
toil, to the great benefit of the nation. 

In time no doubt the idea would 
take on with the masses and an im- 
mense amount of useful work, would be 
performed disguised as sport. August 
Bank Holiday might become the great 
yearly fixture for a sort of Gentlemen -y. 
Players bricklaying competition, and we 
may one day read of huge crowds being 
attracted to the East India Docks on 
Easter Monday to watch stockbrokers, 
hushed with their victory of Boxing 
Day, playing a return match with the 
dockers at unloading margarine. The 
movement might expand until even on 
Labour Day work would be in progress. 

All this is, however, remote, but the 
solid fact remains that during Whitsun- 
tide of this very year work will actually 
be done in a coal-mine. So far the miners 
themselves have expressed no official 
views on the contest, but there is a 
general feeling of amazement among 


them that anyone should work so hard 
on the chance of winning a mere fifty 
pounds. Eor the public at large there 
is the gratifying thought that Messrs. 
Edwards and Walton are very nearly 
matched, and they should biierefore 
produce between them in their friendly 
struggle the best part of four tons of 
coal, an^unexpected windfall for the 
nation. . , , ■ - 

“POST OFFIGK TBEABUEY BONDS. 

It should be noted that, as^ regards the Post 
Office issue, dividends on registered bonds will 
not be deducted at ihenomce.'''^ Daily Paper. 

Nor, we understand, has the Ohan- 
CELLOR OP THE EXCHEQUER any present 
intention of confiscating the capital. 

“America’s first Floating Bar-room, 
Tjie City of Miami. — 300,003 dols. has been 
spent in fitting up this vessel for thirsty 
American citizens. She will ifiy between 
Miami, Fla. and Havana, Cuba. A special bilge 
keel is being* fitted to steady ship and pas- 
sengers .” — Shipping Journal. 

A very necessary precaution. 




TO A COMING CHAMPION. 

The exodus was ended ; .stilled the urging — 

To “ wait and let the passengers off first ; ” 

I and nay iellow-suffexers were surging - •* , 

Along the gangway in one short sharp burst, 
Clutching the straps so thoughtfully provided , 
Stamping on any feet that .lay about, , 

And, Lady, it was then Jh at you decided 
This was where you got. out, 

I noted with an awestruck admiration 
The gallant way in which you faced, the press, 
What force, what vigour, what determination, 

What almost everything but politesse ; 

And then I gave back several hasty inches 
Before your msenad rd?Bh ; I feli alarmed 
Lest you should use a hatpin in the clinches 
While I was all unarmed. 

So in a more or less intact condition . 

You made your exit through the trellised gate. 
And (this, I must admit, is mere suspicion) 

Asked of a porter was your 'hat on straight ; 

And lo ! the bard, left dreaming suo more, 

Mused upon things the future hid from view ; 

He looked adown the years and saw the glory 
England would win through you. 

For in my morning sheet I 'd seen it bruited, 

Mid talk of Jazz and Fox Trot, plaids and checks, 
That boxing was a sport precisely suited 
To what it quaintly called the gentler sex ; 


I thought about the coming day when bevies 
Of beauty would be found inside the ropes^*' 

And saw you, eminent among the ** heavies,*' 

The whitest of white hopes. 

I saw — and at the vision England’s stock ran 
High above par — how in the padded strife, 

Beneath the auspices of Mr. Cochran, 

You’d whip the world, or should I say his wife? 
'Our land once more would boast the champion thumper, 
The doughtiest dealer of the hefty welt. 

The holder of — but no, by then a jumper 
Will have replaced the belt. 

“OFFICERS’ HEAVY-WEIGHTS. 

Final: Lt. W. R, Nicol (R.F.A.) knocked out Lt.-Genoral Lord 
Rawlmsbn, Commanding at Aldershot.” — Sportsman, 

That ’s more than Ludendorpf could do. 

“ Some years have passed since I last saw Mr. , and last evening 

I found him considerably aged. His one black hair is very grey.” 

Provi7icial Paper, 

Probably the result of depression caused by loneliness. 

“ The Prince of -- — has returned recently from England where he 

was educated. He is to marry several wives, as is the. custom of . 

His education is to continue ,” — North China Daily News, 

We can well believe it. 

“The Chester Vase resolved itself into a congest between a four- 
year-old and some three-year-olds, but in this case the four-year-old 
was Buchan, a Trojan among minnows.”— ProuinciaZ Paper, 

The writer seems to be a student of “classic *’ form. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday, May Srd , — The Pbime 
Ministeb being confined to his' bed 
and Mr. Bonar LaV being engaged 
elsewhere in inaugurating the Housing 
campaign the House of Commons was 
in charge of the Home Secretary. 
Consequently Questions went through 
with unusual speed, for Mr. Shortt 
has a discouraging way with him. 
The most searching “ Supplementary ” 
rarely receives any recognition save a 
stony glare through his inseparable 
eye-glass, as who should say, How can 
So-and-so be such an ass as to expect 
an answer to his silly question ? 

People who consider that the Minis- 
ter OF Transport is too much of “a 
railway man will, I fear, be confirmed 
in their belief. In his opinion the 
practice of the Companies in refusing 
a refund to the season ticket- holder 
who has left his ticket behind and has 
been compelled to pay his fare is 
‘'entirely justifiable.” He objected, 
however, to Sir C. Kinloch-Cooke’s in- 
terpretation- of this answer as meaning 
that it was the policy of H.M. Govern- 
ment “to rob honest people,” so there 
may be hope for him yet. 

It is wi'ong to suppose that the class 
I generally known as “Young Egypt” 
is solely responsible for the anti-British 
agitation in the Protectorate. Among 
a long list of deportees mentioned by 
Lieut.-Colonel Malone, and subse- 
quently referred to by Mr, Harmsworth 
as “ the principal organisers and leaders 
of the disturbances ” in that country, 
appeared the name of “Mahmoud Pasha 
S uLiMAN, aged ninety-eight years,” 



The process of cleaning-up after the 
War involves an Indemnity Bill. Sir 
Ernest Pollock admitted that there 
was “ some complexity ” in the measure, 
and did not entirely succeed in unravel- 
ling it in the course of a speech lasting 
an hour and a half. His chief argu- 
ment was that, unless it passed, the 



“TOO MUCH OF A BAILWAY-MAN. 

Sib Eric Geddes. 

country might be let in for an additional 
expenditure of seven or eight hundred 
millions in settling the claims of per- 
sons whose goods had been comman- 
deered. An item of two million pounds 
for tinned salmon will give some notion 
of the interests involved and inci- 
dentally of the taste of the British 
Army, 

Lawyers and laymen vied with one 
another in condemning the Bill. Mr. 
Eae, as one who had suffered much 
from requisitioners, complained that 
their motto appeared to be L'6lat c'est 
Tnoi. Sir Gordon Hbwabt, in mitiga- 
tion of the charge that there never had 
been such an Indemnity Bill, pointed 
out that there never had been such a 
War. The Second Beading was ulti- 
mately carried upon the Government's 
undertaking to refer the Bill to a Select 
Committee, from which, if faithfully 
reflecting the opinion of the Hopse, it 
is conjectured that the measure will 
return in such a shape that its own 
draftsman won’t know it. 

Tuesday, May 4th,— The Matrimo- 
nial Causes Bill continues to drag its 
slow length along in the House of 
Lords, Its ecclesiastical opponents are 
gradually being driven from trench to 
trench, but are still full of fight. The 
Archbishop of Canterbury very nearly 
carried a new clause providing that it 
should not be lawful to celebrate in any 
church or chapel of the Church of 
England the marriage of a person, 
whether innocent or guilty, whose pre- 


vious union had been dissolved under 
the provisions of the Bill, His rnost 
reverend brother of York spoke darkly 
of Disestablishment if the clause were 
lost, and eleven Bishops voted in its 
favour, but the Non-Contents defeated 
it by 51 to 50. 

Captain Wedgwood Benn wanted to 
know whether swords still formed part of 
the uniform of Eoyal Air Force officers, 
and, if so, why. He himself, I gather, 
never found any use for one in the 
“Side Shows” which he, has described 
so picturesquely. Mr. Churchill’s de- 
fence of its retention was more ingenious 
than convincing. Swords, he said, bad 
always been regarded as the insignia of 
rank, and even Ministers wore them on 
occasions. But the fact that elderly 
statesmen occasionally add to the gaiety 
of the populace at public celebrations 
by tripping over their “ toasting-forks ” 
hardly seems a suflicient reason for 
burdening young officers with a totally 
needless expense. 

The Postmaster-General is all for 
a quiet life. When the Dublin postal 
workers announced their intention of 
stopping work for two days in sym- 
pathy with a Sinn Foin strike, did he 
dismiss them ? Not he. You can't, us 
he said, dismiss a whole service. No, 
he simply gave them two days’ leave 
on full pay, a much simpler plan. 

Thanks to the Irish Nationalists, 
who have announced their intention of 
taking no part in the discussion of tlm 
Government of Ireland Bill, Mr, Bonar 
Law was able to drop the scheme for 
closuring it by compartments. Tlio 
new Irish doctrine of solf-extorrnina- 
tion^ has given much satisfaction in 
Ministerial circles. Mr. Churchill’s 



C'BST MOL^ 
The Attorney-General. 




THE PROFITEER’S CIGAR. . 




oratitude, I understand, will take the 
form of a ’portrait of Mr. DEVt^iN as 
Sydney CaTtoii under the shadow of 
the guillotine. 

On the Yote for the Ministry of Agri- 
culture and Fisheries Colonel Buenj 
suggested that a new Department 
should be set up to deal with the harvest 
of the sea. Dr. Mueray approved the 
idea, and thought that the Minister 
without Portfolio might give up loafing 
and take to fishing. 

Wednesday, May 5th , — Apparently 
it is not always selfishness that makes 
Trade Unionists unwilling to admit 
ex - service men to their ranks, but 
sometimes solicitude for the welfare of 
these brave fellows. Take the manu- 
facture of cricket -balls, for example. 
You might not think it a very arduous 
occupation, but Dr.MAONAMARA assured 
the House that it required “a high 
standard of physical fitness,*' and that 
leather-stitching was as laborious as 
leather-hunting. It is true that sorne 
of the disabled men with characteristic 
intrepidity are willing to face the risk, 
but' the Union concerned will not hear 
of it, and the Minister of Labour 
appears to agree with them. 


Even on the Treasury Bench, how- 
ever, doctors disagree. Di*. Addison 
seems distinctly less inclined than Dr. 
Maonamara to accept the claims of the 
Trade Unionists at their own valuation. 
The bricklayers have agreed to admit 
a few disabled men to their union 
bricklaying apparently being a less stren- 
uous occupation than leather-stitch- 
ing— -but exclude other ex-service men 
unless they have served their appren- 
ticeship as well as their country. Qpon 
this the Minister of Health bluntly 
observed that the idea that it takes 
years to train a man to lay a few bricks 
was in his opinion all nonsense. 

’ Thtirsday, May 6th . — Possibly it was 
because to-day was originally assigned 
for the opening of the Committee stage 
of the Home Buie Bill that3 Members 
in both Houses drew special attention 
to the present state of lawlessness in 
Ireland. If their idea was to create a 
hostile '‘atmosphere*’ it did not succeed, 
for, owing to Mr. Long’s indisposition, 
the Bill was postponed. Besides, the 
fact that every, day brings news of 
policemen murdered, barracks burned, 
tax-collectors assaulted and mail-bags 
stolen, while to one class of mind it 


may argue that- the present is a most 
inopportune moment for a great con- 
stitutional ■ change, may to another 
suggest that only such a change will 
give any hope of improvement. 

It is, at any rate, something to know 
that Irishmen have not in trying cir- 
cumstances entirely lost their saving 
grace of humour. Thus the writer of 
a letter to Lord Askwith, describing 
with much detail a raid for arms, in the 
course of which his house had been 
smashed up and he himself threatened 
with instant death, wound up by say- 
ing, “ 1 thought I would jot down these 
particulars to amuse you.” 

The Commons had a rather depressing 
speech from Mr. McCurdy. His policy 
had been gradually to remove all food- 
controls and leave prices to find their 
own proper (and, it was hoped, lower) 
level. But in most cases the result had 
been disastrous, and the Government 
had decided that control must continue. 
Sir F. Banbury complained of the 
conflict of jurisdiction between the 
Departments. It certainly does seem 
unfair that the Food - Controller 
should be blamed because tbo^ Board 
of Trade is “making mutton high,” 
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». .0. “Now IHEN HOW MUCH FOH THIS FIELD? LOOK AT THAT UBASS, (iKHTLEMKN. TKAT 'R 

^V^^VEH TEH POL-HDR AH ACHE FOB." 


WANTED— A BOOK SUBSIDY. 


Ms. John Mubuay, the famous pub- 1 
lisher, hasYecently given' a representa- i 
tive of The Pall Mall Gazette aomQ 
1 interesting facts and figures bearing on 
the impending crisis in the publishing 
trade. It is a gloomy recital. Men 
doing less work per hour with the pre- 
sent forty-eight hour week than with 
the old fifty-one hour week, and agi- 
tating for a further reduction of hours ; 
paper rising in price by leaps and 
bounds. “ Between the two they are 
forcing up the price of books to a point 
when we can only produce at a loss. 
In other words, we are threatened with 
not merely a shortage but an absolute 
deprivation of all new _ books. The | 
horror of the situation is almost un- 
thinkable, but it must be faced. We 
can dispense with_ many luxuries— en- 
cyclopsedias and histories' and scientific 
treatises and so forth — ^but among the 
necessities of modem life the novel 
stands only third to the cinema pd 
the jazz. Ik is possible that in time 
the first-named may 'reconcile us to 
booklessness, but that time is not yet. 


What amazes us in Mr. John Muk- i 
EAv’s pessimistic forecast 'is his failure . 
to recognise and advocate the pnly and 
obvious remedy. By the reduction of the 
Bread Subsidy fifty millions have been 
made available for the relief of national 
needs. We do not say that this would be 
enough, but if carefully laid out in grants 
to deserving novelists, so as to enable 
them to co-operate v^ith publishers on 
lines that would allow a reasonable 
margin of profit, it might go some way 
towards averting the appalling calamity 
which Mr. John Murb.iIt anticipates. 

The Ministry of Information is closed, 
but should be at once reorganised as the 
Ministry of Eviction, with a staff of no 
fewer than five hundred clerks, and in-i 
stalled in suitable premises, the British 
Museum for choice, thus emancipating 
the younger generation from^ the dead 
hand of archaeology. Similarly the 
; utmost care should be taken to exclude 
I from the direction of the Ministry any 
L representatives of Victorianism, Han- 
[ overism, or the fetish-worship of reti- 
5 cence or restraint. But no time should 
) be lost. The duty of the State is clear. 

It only needs* some public-spirited and 


respected Momberof Parliament, such as 
Lieutenant-Commander Kbnwcethy or 
Colonel JoBiAH Wxinawooi), to promote 
the legislative measures necessary to 
secure a supply of really nutritious 
I mental pabulum for the million. 


For Prospective Centenarians. 

Salary, £50 per annum, rising upon 
faotory sorvico by annual iticromoute of £5 to 
a maximum of £B80 .” — IfVehh Pnjm\ 

“CONSCXKNCE Monbv,— Tho Clmncellor t>f 
tho Exchequer acknowicclges the receipt at 
10/- from Liverpool. 

Tho charge for announcomonts in tho Per- 
sonal Column is 7/6 for two lines (minimum), 
and 3/6 for each additional line.”— 7 
Any large outbreak of conscientious- 
ness on this scale will mean ruin for 
the countr^)^ 

“A hand of armed ruffians disguised m 
soldiers held up a train near Parghelia, in 
Cahabria, and carried off tho contents of two | 
vons, consisting chiefly of sausages.” 

iicotch Papm\ 

This is a,n abbreviated way of speaking. 
By “the contents of two vons” tho 
writer, evidently means the contents of 
the baggage of two German noblemen. 
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CONSPIRACY, jj ]30 porter went on whispering to 

^It all happened so naturally, so Willoughby, 
inevitably, yet so tragically — like a “ Friend of mine. Always do me a 
Greek play, as Willoughby said after- turn. Going right to your square.” 
'wards. He continued to nod his head confi- 

Willoughby is my younger brother, dentially. 
and in bis lighter moments is a Don at Willoughby turned to me. 

Oxford or Cambridge; it will be safer “Got balf-a-crown? ” he grunted, 

not to specify which. In his younger 1 had. The porter's head-noddings 
and more serious days he used to play redoubled. 

the banjo quite passably, and, when the Arrived at the door, we found a 
Hicksons asked us to dine, they insisted resplendent car, a chauffeur of the im- 
that he should bring his instrument perturbable order seated at the wheel. 


As we followed him into the hall Willoughbysteppedforth into the lime-' 
the porter went on whispering to light, as it were. During the evening 


illoughby. the dumb-crambo and such had rather 

“ Friend of mine. Always do me a dishevelled his hair, and a wisp of it 
rn. Going right to your square.” now appeared from beneath the brim of 
e continued to nod his head confi- an elderly Homburg hat pushed on to 
ntially. - the back of his head. Under his arm 

Willoughby turned to me. was the banjo. On his face was that 

“ Got half-a-crown? ” he grunted. maddeningly good-natured smile of his. 
1 had. The porter's head-noddings “ What are you doing in my car? ” 
Sou bled. demanded the rasping voice. 

Arrived at the door, we found a Willoughby did not answer for a mo- 
splendent car, a chauffeur of the im- ment, but simply stood there smiling, 
rturbable order seated at the wheel. Then he said, “ Entirely my fault. 


and help to make music to which the “ I 'm very much obliged ,” Wil- Tour chauffeur is in no way to blame. 

young people might dance, for it seems loughby began. The fact is we couldn’t get a taxi, and 

that this instrument is peculiarly suited “ That 's all right, Sir,” said the man. my brother being rather delicate ” 

to the kind of dancing now in vogue. “ I 'm going that way.” “ What, another?” barked the rasper. 

Willoughby had not played upon the We stepped in, drew the fur rug over There was nothing for it. Acutely 

banjofor fifteen years, but he unearthed our legs, and the car glided off. conscious as I was how emphatically 

it from the attic, restrung it, and in the “ It 's a nice car,'^ said W^illoughby. my countenance, flushed by the exer- 


it from the attic, restrung it, and in the 
event did better 'than might have been 
expected. 


' It 's a nice car,” said Willoughby, my countenance, flushed by the exer- 
‘ I understand that the chauffeur is tions of the evening, belied Willoughby's 


Anyhow, he did not succeed in spoil- mented. 


a friend'bf the hall porter ? ” 


ing the evening, which I consider went 
well, despite the severe trial, to one of 
my proportions, of having to perform, 
soon after dinner, a number of scenes 
“ to rhyme with JiatJ* Indeed, when I 


“ That is so.” 

“ And the owner of the car is- 
“ Some person unknown.” 

“ Where ignorance is bliss — 
“I am a little doubtful 


description of “ delicate,” it was impos- 
sible for me to remain in the car, and I 
stepped heavily out. 

, “ It rhymes with liati' said Wil- 
loughby softly. 

?!: s;c :ic sis 

As we slunk off down the Square, 


was finally pushed alone on to the chauffeur will mentioi^our ride to his after as painful a five minutes as I care to 
stage, any chagrin I might have felt at master, if that is what you mean,” remember, Willoughby kept repeating, 


the ease with which the audience said Willoughby. “ Very unlucky — unlucky,” till we 

guessed at once that I represented “Have you considered the bearing arrived at our own door. Then he 

“fat” was swallowed up in the relief of the law concerning Conspiracy on began to laugh, 
at being allowed to rest awhile, for this case ?*' I asked. “ And what is the joke ? 

“ fat ” proved to be correct. “I have not, nor do I intend to,” “There is no joke,” he 


It is not of dumb'Crambo, however, said Willoughby airily. 


“ And what is the joke ? ” I asked. 
“There is no joke,” he said — “n 


nor of hunt-the-slipper (a dreadful concerning Bribery and Corruption has 
game), nor of “bump ” (a worse game) a much more direct bearing. Got two 
t^hat I wish to speak, but of that which more half-crowns? ” 
befell after. I was searching for them as we 


law joke at all.” 


“ Indeed there is not,” I said bitterly. 
“ You must remember that, unlike 
yourself, I live here permanently.” 

“ I realise it,” said Willoughby. “But 


It was a very wet night, and when turned into the square in which we do you not think, on consideration, that 


hour ^ for our departure arrived live and the car slowed down. 


there arose sqme uncertainty as 


that really gives you the advantage ? 


whether we could find a taxi willing said. 


“ Tell him it 's at the far corner,” I mean, you have thus the opportunity 


to take us home. 


of living down the unfortunate accusa- 


“I will interview the porter,” said sounded on the night air : 


And then suddenly a rasping voice tion of inebriety that has been brought 


Willoughby (the Hicksons live in a “ Here, Eodgers ! Where are yi 
flat), and he disappeared, to return in off to? You 're very late, you know 
a few minutes with something of the very late.” 


sbir : — against us, which I shall not be in a 

Where are you position to do.” 

ate, you know — I hate living things down. 


air of a conspirator. 

“ Get your coat on,” he saiS curtly. 
“ Have ypu a taxi ? ” 


The car had^stopped with a jerk 
before a house which was certainly not 
our house. A stream of light from the 


I have a car. Get your coat open door* flooded the pavement. 


on, and be quick about it.” 

“A car?” I said. “What 
Whose car ? ” 

Willoughby turned upon me, 


the steps stood Percival, the man I had 
that row with about the Square garden. 
On the pavement, his hand outstretched 


Commercial Candour. 

From a restaurant bill-of-fare ; — 
“Develled Leg of Foul and Curly Bacon, 2/6.^’ 

“WORMWOOD-SCBUBS’S ILL-HEALTH. 
Beleased to Peivate Hospital. 

Mr, Kelly, the Lord Mayor of Dublin, has 


“ If to open the car door, was he of the released Wormwood Scrubs owing to his 


you prefer to walk, you can,” he said; rasping voice. 

“ if not, get your coat on, as I say, and “This is the owner,” said Willoughby, 
don't ask stupid questions.” and he laughed quietly to himself. He 

I did not prefer to walk — would that always giggles in a crisis. J could have 


h ealth . ” — Amiralmn Pajper, 


‘‘This is theowner,” said Willoughby, cellular system, we 

and he laughed quietly to himself. He 


I I did not prefer to walk — would that always giggles in a crisis. J could have Mr. James Sexton, M.P., who was 
I had I — but proceeded to bid my host kicked him. But at the moment I was howled down at a meeting at St, Helens 
and hostess Good-night. Even as I hurriedly debating whether I could recently, said he refused to bow the 
was doing so the porter came to the possibly escape by the door on the far knee to a lot of body-snatchers who 
^ 001 , ^ side without being seen. “A small wanted him to sacrifice his manhood 

“Hurry up, Sir,” He called to thinmanmighthavedoneit,”Ithought. and conscience to satisfy their inclina- 
Willoujghby in a stage whisper, “ He But, alas 1 1 am neither small nor thin, tions. A self-respecting sexton could 
can't wait ; he 's late already,” j Then the door of the car opened and do no less. 






aTp™ bep^ksektatxon op -Oa- Oannv- the Khntish coast DUmKO THE 
INITIAL WOEK ON THE CHANNEL TtTNNEL, CirC. B.C. 200. 


THE BULL-HOG BEEEH. 

An aged couple, tiieik features dis- 
figured BY MOSQUITO BITES, BRAVELY 
CONTINUE TO SIT FOR THEIR I^ORTRAITS. 



Udi 






The kitten which all who know and love the 

BEST TRADITIONS OP THE ACADEMY WOULD EXPECT TO 
PIND IN THIS PIOIUEB HAS EVIDENTLY STBAYED INTO 


— Oiil 





THIS ONE. We draw ATTENTION TO TBLS SO AS TO ^RliVENT 
VISITORS PROM WA8T1NO THEIR TIME IN SEAKCillNO i’OR IT ALL 
OVER THE GALLERIES. 




See BELoiv, 
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THE FAMOUS MABIONETTB SHOW AT THE QUAl D’ORSAV. 

Much interest is sure to be taken in this picture, as 

HAVE BEEN WONDERING WHAT THESE WORLD-P.VMOU8 STATESMEN LOOKLD LIKE. 
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The stout gentleman appears to feel some 
discomfort FROM THE HEAT. ThAT IS WHY THE 
Hanging Committee have thoughtfully sus- 
pended SOME ICE OVER HIS HEAD'. 


Here we have a scene of domestic unhappiness in a Scoitish 
HOME.' The GOpD WIFE IS SCANDALISED BY HER HUSBAND 8 LEV IT V 
IN DANCING ON THE SaBBATH. 
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Navvy on Girders {soliloquising). “’Eaven *elp them pook pbrishbbs undee- 
NEAP IP THIS ’ere CHAIN BREAKS 1 ” 


THE PALACE AND THE 
COTTAGE. 

{After Aijn and Jane Taylob.) 
High on a mountain’s haughty steep 
Lord Hubert’s palace stood ; 

Eefore it rolled a river deep, 
behind it waved a wood. 

Low in an unfrequented vale 
A peasant had his cell ; 

Sweet flowers perfumed the cooling 
gale- 

And graced his garden well. 

But proud Lord Hubert’s house and 
lands, 

Of which he ’d fain be rid, 

Long linger on the agents’ hands — 

He cannot get a bid. 

On sauces rich and viands fine 
Lord Hubert’s father fed ; 

Lord Hubert, when he wants to dine, 
Eats margarine and bread. 

How diff’rent honest William’s lot ! 

He’s cheerful and content ; 

He always lets his humble cot 
. At Jrhxiceits yearly renfev^^ 


His dapple-cow and garden-grounds 
Produce him ample spoil ; 

His lodgers pay him pounds and pounds, 
He has no need to toil. 

Lord Hubert sits in thrall and gloom 
And super- taxes grim 

Pursue him to his marble tomb, 

. And no one grieves for him. 

But, when within his narrow bed 
^ Old William comes to lie, 

’ They ’ll find (I mean when William 's 
dead) 

^ A tidy bit put by. 

ANOTHEE HONOUE LIST. 
{From an Oxford Correspondent.) 
The list of the recipients of honorary 
degrees to be conferred by the Univer- 
sity of Cambridge has already been an- 
nounced. We are glad to be able to 
supplement it by information, derived 
from a trustworthy source, of the cor- 
responding intentions of the University 
of Oxford. 

The Oxford list is not yet complete, 
but the following names and the reasons 


for which the distinction is to be con- 
ferred may be regarded as certain and 
authentic : — 

The Eight Hon. Winston Churchill, 
M.P., for his strenuous efforts to 
brighten Sunday journalism. 

Mr. AuausTUS John, for unvarnished 
portraiture and the stoical fortitude ex- 
hibited by him in face of the persecution 
of the Eoyal Academy. 

Mr. Lovat Eraser, for his divine 
discontent with everything and every- 
body and his masterly use of italic type. 

Lady Cooper, the wife of the Lord 
Mayor, for conspicuous gallantry in 
advocating the taxing of cosmetics. 

. Sir Philip Gibbs, for Jhis .generous 
recognition of the services of British 
gerierals during the War, and for pro- j 
moting cordial relations between all 
ranks in the Army. 

Mr. Wickham Steed, for his invalu- 
able -and untiring exertions in familiar- 
ising the public with Jugo-Slav geo- 
•graphy. 

All the above will receive the D.C.L. 
It is also proposed to confer the degree 
of Honorary Master of Arts on the en- 
tire body of Oxford road-sweepers, for 
their disinterested patriotism in accept- 
ing a wage on a par with that received 
by many tutors and demonstrators of 
the University. 

Anna Pavlova. 

• Since I first saw her this year she 
has been a Sleeping Beauty (very wide 
awake) and a Ohrysantheinuin and 
many other lovely things. - In Autumn 
Leaves, where her bloom.is blown away 
by the fierce ardour of the Wind, and 
she is left to die forsaken, she recalled 
a little the moving sadness of her Dying 
Swan. It was a “choreographic poem” 
of her own making-^to music of Chopin 
— and I think I have never seen any- 
thing more fascinating than the colour 
and movement of the Autumn Leaves 
and the “ splendour and speed ” of the 
Autumn Wind. This was danced by 
Mr. Stowitts, and it couldn’t have been 
in better hands or feet. M. Volinine is 
largely content to be a source of sup- 
port and uplift to his partner, but in 
The Walpurgis Night he gave us an 
astounding exhibition of poise and re- 
silience. In The Magic Flute (not 
Mozart’s but Diugo’s), Mile. Butsova 
had a great triumph. She has all tlie 
I arts and graces of her craft that can 
be taught, and to these she adds one 
of the few gifts that no training can 
confer — the natural joy of life that 
comes of just being young. 0. S. 

“ Food prices were coming down. Soap had 
already been reduced Id. a lb .” — Daily Paper, 

We tried it in 1917, but found it deficient 
in protein. 
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“You ’be SXJBB this is WiLTSHIBE BA4J!0N?" 
“WheBB do you (SET IT PBOM, THEH?” 


" 1 ^ 


«Er — wouldn’t like to guarantbb it, Madam — mr jLmohVTnhy:^^ 
<fWBLL, IT conm I’KOM Ambbioa, Madam,” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

Probably one of your first, and abiding, impressions of 
The Third Window (Seoker) will be that of almost extreme 
modernity. Certainly Anne Douglas Sedgwick (Mrs. 
Basil de Selincourt) has produced a story that, both in 
its protagonists — a young war-widoW and a naaimed ex- 
officer — and in its theme — spirit - communication and 
survival of personality — is very much of the moment. It 
is a short book, not two hundred pages all told, and with 
only three characters. You observe that I have given you 
no particulars as to the third, though (or because) she is of 
the first importance to the development. To say more of 
this would be to ruin all, since suspense is essential to its 
proper savouring ; though I may indicate that it turns upon 
the question whether the dead husband is still so far present 
as to forbid the union of his widow and his friend. The 
thing is exceedingly well done, despite a suggestion now 
and again that the situation is becoming something too 
fine-drawn ; I found myself also in violent disagreement with 
the ending, though for what reasons I must deny myself 
the pleasure of explaining. Perhaps the cleverest feature of 
an unusual tale is the idea of Wyndwards, the modern 
“ artistic ” house that is its setting — a house rather over 
deliberate and self-conscious in its simplicity and beauty, 
lacking soul, but swept and garnished for the reception of 
the seven devils of bogiedom. The atmosphere of this is 
both new and conveyed with a Very subtle skill. 

It must be admitted that Mrs. Belloc Lowndes's young 
ladies enjoy singularly poor luck, as is shown notably by 


their habit when in foreign parts of picking up the worst 
people and generally surrounding themselves with a society 
that it would be flattery to call dubious. The latest victim 
to this tendency is Lily, heroine of The Lonely House 
(Hutchinson). It was situate, as you might not expect 
from its name, at Monte Carlo, and Lily had come there 
as the paying guest of a courtesy uncle and aunt of foreign 
extraction, about whom she really knew far too little. They 
had tried to postpone her visit at least for a couple of days, 
the awkward fact being that the evening of her arrival was 
already earmarked for an engagement that Auntie euphe- 
mistically called “ seeing a friend off on a long journey," 
If you know Mrs. Belloo Lowndes at her creepiest, jou 
can imagine the spinal chill produced by this discovery. 
Gradually it transpires (though how I shall not say) that 
whenever the Count and Ooxuntess Polda were in want of 
a little ready cash they were in the habit of ‘‘seeing off" 
some unaccompanied tourist known to have well-filled 
pockets. So you can suppose the rest. If I have a criticism 
for Mrs. Lowndes' otherwise admirable handling of the 
affair it is that she depends too much on the involuntary 
eavesdropper ; before long, indeed, I was forced to conclude 
either that Lily possessed a miraculous sense of overhearing, 
or that the acoustic properties of the lonely house rendered 
it conspicuously .unsuited for the maturing of felonious 
little plans. But this is a trifle compared with the delights 
of such a feast of first quality thrills. 

The extraordinary cleverness of A Woman's Man (Heinb- 
mann) is the thing which most impresses me about this 
life story of a Brench man of letters, at the height of his 
fame somewhere in the eighteen-nineties. He is made to 
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tell his own story, and pitfalls for the author must have No pioneer work was ever more persistently attacked 
abounded in such a scheme, but Miss Marjorie Patterson by the weapons of ridicule and contempt than that of the 
seems to have fallen into very few of them. Armand de Salvation Army, and I suggest that all who sat in the 
Vaucoii^rt is a self-deceiving sensualist who justifies his hostile camp should read William Booth, Founder of the 
amours as necessary to literary inspiration and neglects his Salvation Army (Macmillan), and see for themselves what 
wife only to find, too late, that she has been his guardian ideas and ideals they were opposing. Mr. Harold Begbie 
angel, her love the source of all that was worth while in his has done his work well, and the only fault to be found with 
life and work. There have been such characters as Armand him is that his ardour has sometimes beguiled him into 
in fiction who yet made some appeal to the reader’s affec- recording trivialities ; and this error strikes one the more as 
tion ; it is the book’s worst defect that Armand makes Booth; both in his strength and in his weakness, was not 
none. His recurring despairs and passions grow tedious; trivial. When this, however, is said, nothing but praise 
bis final but leather incomplete change of heart left me remains for a careful study both of the man and of his 
sceptical as to how long it would have lasted had the book methods. The instrument uj)on which Booth played was 
carried his history any further. Armand as a study of a human nature, and he played upon it with a sure hand 
certain type of egoist is supreme ; my difficulty was that I because he understood how difficult it is to touch the spirit 
had no desire to study him. Even Maria-Thertse Colbert, when the body is suffering from physical degradation. To 
tiie decadent wife of his publisher, a very monster among this must be added a genuine spiritual exaltation and love i 
women, is more interesting. Miss Patterson is on the of his fellow-man and also an indomitable courage. Few 
side of the angels, but she makes her way to them through men could have emerged with hope and enthusiasm un- 
some nasty mire, calling spades spades with a vigour which quenched from such a childhood as Booth’s ; but we know 


seems to have pre- '"TZI 
vented her from pay- 
ing much attention 
to some beautiful and ^ 
hopeful things which ^ 
also have everyday 
names. 

Germany's High Sea 
Fleet in the Wo7'ld 
TFar (Oassell), which 
is Admiral Scheer’s 
addition to the enter- 
taining series, *‘How^ 
we really won after 
all,” by German Mili- 
tary and Naval com- 
manders, gives you, 
on the whole, the im- 
pression of an honest 
sailor-man telling the § 
truth as he sees it 
and only occasionally 
remembering that he 
must work in one of 



Dear Old Soul. “Thank you very much for bringing me across. I no so 

HOPE YOU ’ll get safe BACK AGAIN.” 


how he lived to con- 
quer all opposition 
and to promote and 
organise what is per- 
haps the greatest 
movement of modern 
times. In paying our 
tribute to him for his 
successful crusade 
against misery and 
evil Ave are not to 
forget his wife, whose 
unfailing love and de- 
votion were his con- 
stant support. 

Mr. John Gals- 
worthy’s short stories 
and studies in Tatter- 
demalion (H ein e - 
mann) are divided 
into “ of war-time ” 
and “ of peace-time.” 
I think the greater 


iuuau wui.jbl ill uiie oi ' — - I q£ a,hthor’ 

the set pieces of official propaganda. _ To a mere layman faithful company of readers will prefer the latter. Mr.GA°i^ 
tnis record IS of imrnense and continual interest ; to the woetht has less than most men the kind of mind that 
professional, keen to know what his opposite number was can put off the burden of the suffering of war or submit 
doing at a mven time, it must be positively enthralling, easily to the difficult need for us all to think one wav in a 
especially the chapter on the U-boats, with its dis- time of national crisis. But " Cafard,” study of a p&iln in 
wfthhnfd Iogs._ Incidentally one can’t the despairing depression .that comes of the fati^e and 

withhold tribute of reluctant admiration for the technical horror of long fighting, who is lifted back to courage by a 
achievements of the submannes and the courage, skill and little frightened beaten mongrel whose confidence he wins 

crews. Most readers so forgetting his own trouble, was written, one can feel,’ 
T ti *’^® of the because the author wanted to write it, not because ho felt it 

fbi ® 1 ° though was expected of him. Of the peace-time sketches “ Manna,” 

^ K f b® ^0^’- '^ith the theme of a penniless and eccentric parson charged 

certainly took Lis long odds gamely and with stealing a loaf of bread and acquitted against tlio 
ought his fieet with conspicuous dexterity. Also the Ger- evidence, is as admirable as it is unexpected in flavour 
man naval architects and ordnance folk proved to have a For the rest there is good Galsworthy ff not of the verv 
imf at^aL°rJr° sleeves, and the gunnery, for a best, and but little that one would not ’praise highly if it 

^ Naturally came from an author of lower standards.^ ^ 

perhaps Admiral Scheee may be claimed as supporting the 

Jelliooists. But he is biassed Three members, quite immune to scowl or snub, 

^ Disturbed the quiet of the selfsame club- 

flndiuv w f •! British Navy, constantly The first in resonance of snore surpassed, 

ride bravely in. with bands The next in raucousness, in both the last. 

^ perfectly good battleground prepared with Patience, exhausted, heaved a futile sigh ; 

good old German thoroughness under the guns of Heligoland. No force can cure them and tliev will Lt die 
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the apple weevil. A very good plan is his Livery has resolved to drinl 
CHARIVARIA._ to make an imitation apple of iron and champagne at its feasts. Mean\ 

A Swedish scientist has invented a then watch the weevil snap at it and other predictions as to the end o 

new building material called sylvense- break off its teeth. world should be treated with reser 

losit. It is said to cost one-fifth the * 5 ^* ^ , 

price of the building material in use in One North of England workman is After the statement in court b;^ 
this country, which is known to the said to be in a bit of a hole. It seems Justice Darling- people contemph 
trade as wishyumagetit. that he has mislaid his strike-fixture marriage should book early for di’^ 

card. - , 1 - if they want to avoid the rush. 

A folding motor-car is said to have 

been invented which has a greater speed Immediately after a football match “Why Marry?” says the title 
than any other car. The next thing at Londonderry, one of the players was new play. ^ While no valid reasoi 

that requires inventing is a folding shot in the leg by an opponent. The pears to exist many declare that i’ 

pedestrian to cope with it. latter claims that he never heard the small price to pay for the satisfa 

whistle blow. ^ of being divorced.^^ ^ 

Berlin manufacturers are experiment- * * 'J' 

ing in making ‘clothing from nettles. Dr. Eugene Eisk, President of the Three-fourths of the public onlj 
This is a chance that the nettle ha^ Life Extension Institute, promises by newspapers to read the advertisem 


long been waiting for, 

A business magazine 
suggests that a series 
of afternoon chats with 
business men should 
be arranged. Our war 
experience of morning 
back chats at the gro- 
cer’s is not encourag- 
ing. 

* 

The capture of 
GeneralGARRANZA, says 
a Vera Cruz message, 
was a mistake on the 
part of General San- 
chez. We trust this 
does not mean that they 
will have to start the 
thing all over again. - 

Those who under- 
stand the Mexican 
trouble say it is doubt- 
ful whether America 
can deal with this war 


1 scientific means to prolong human life I says a contemporary. It would t 
■" — teresting to know 
iSi ^ ^ \ \ i , the others buy 

li: fl i . iov. 






m 

if 




Visitor. “ Why does your servant go about the house with her hat on ? ” 
Mistress. **Oh, she a new gird. She only came this morning, and hasn’t 

YET MADE UP HER MIND WHETHER SHE ’LL STAY.” 


“ Few people se< 
realise,” says a cii 
gossip, “ that Mi 
Eadon, the Ame 
li Im actress, is fond 
lips.” We are ash 
to confess that wi 
not fully gni8i)ec 
fact. ^ ^ 

It appears thai 
newspaper has dc 
that May 24th sb 
the opening dat 
ceasing to notic< 
cuckoo. Will < 
spondents please : 

“ Things * are 
settled in Ireland,’ 
a gossip writer, 
think people shot 


until the Presidential election is over, for nineteen hundred years. If this is more careful what they say. Sc 
One war at a time is the American motto, the doctor’s idea of a promise we would like this might get about. 

'*'** rather not know what he would calt a 

We gather from a contemporary that threat. A certain golf club has petit 

people who have been ordering large - the local Council for permission t< 

stocks of coal in the hope of escaping Wood for making pianos, says a golf “in a modified form.” Mei 
the new prices will be disappointed, weekly journal, is often kept for forty who recently heard tlie Club G 
Still, they may get in ahead of the next years. “ And even this,” writes “ Jaded playing out of the bunker at the se 
advance. ^ Parent,” “ is not half long enough.” declare that no substantial mo< 

tion is possible. ^ 

The inventor of the silent typewriter With reference to the man who was ^ ‘ 

is now in London. We seem to know seen laughing at Newport last week, it A new invention for motorists i 
the telephone which gave him the idea, is only fair to point out that he was a buzzing sound when the petrol 

not a ratepayer, but was only visiting- is getting low. This is nothing 
A man at Bow Street Court com- the place. ^ pared with the motor-taxes inveni 

plained that the Black Maria which , the Chancellor of the Bxohe 

conveyed him there was very stuffy. Larry Lemon, says The Sunday which make the motorist h 

Some prisoners say that this vehicle is is considered to be better than whistle. ,,, ^ 

so unhealthy as to drive custom away Charlie Chaplin, As he is quite a 

from the Court. ^ young man, however, it is possible that In the opinion of a weekly paj 

he may yet grow out of it, dog can stand the sound of ba^ 

Pruit blight threatens to be serious *** without setting up a howl. Thb 

this year, says a daily paper, and The Clerk of the oldest City Com- goes to prove, what we have a 

drastic action should be taken against pany writes to The Times to say that contended, that dogs are almost h 
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THE LIBERAL BREACH, 

{As vieivid disioassmiatchj hij a 
locker ’071.) 

When dog dog elects to fight 

I take 220 hand in such disputes, 
Knowing how hard they both would bite 
Should I attempt to part the brutes. 

So in the case of man and wife 

My rooted habit it has been, 

When they engage in privy strife, 
Never to go and barge between. 

Nor do I join the fighting front 

When Liberal sections disagree, 

One on the Coalition stunt 

And one on that of Freedom (Wee). 

Though tempted, when I see them tear 
Each other's eyes, to say, “ Be good 1 ** 
As an outsider I forbear. 

Fearing to be misunderstood. 

Fain would 1 use my gift of tact 

And take a mediatorial line, 

But shrewdly recognise the fact 

That this is no affair of mine. 

Yet may I venture to deplore 

A great tradition cheaply prized, 
And yonder, on the Elysian shore, 
The ghost of GiiADSTone scandalised. 

But most for him I mourn in vain 
Whom Fate has dealt so' poor a fist 
(Eeealling Shakspbaee’s gloomy Dane, 
That solid-fleshed soliloquist) — 

0, cursed spite that he was born 
(Asquith, I mean) to close the 
breach 

And save a party ail forlorn 

By mere rotundity of speech. 

^ O. R. 

„ A LIAR’S IVIASTERPIECE. 

My friend Arthur’s hobby is the stu- 
pendous. He conceives himself to be the 
direct successor of the mediaeval travel- 
story merchants. War- tales, of course, 
are barred to him, for nothing is too 
improbable to have happened during 
the War, and all the best lies were used 
by professionals while Arthur wa's still 
serving. Once, however, in his career 
he hasT-eahsed bis ambition to betaken 
for a perfect liar, and that time he hap- 
pened to be speaking the simple truth. 
I was his referee and he did it in this 
" wise. 

When AlIiBNBT was making his last 
great drive against the Turk, he was 
no doubt happy in the knowledge that 
Arthur and I were pushingEast through 
Bulgaria to take his adversary in the 
rear. We pushed with speed and ad- 
dress, but just when it looked as if we 
should exchange the tactical for the 
practical we> stopped and rusticated at 
the hamlet of Skeetablista, on the 
Turco-Bulgarian frontier. 

Skeetablista was under the control 
of Marko and Stefan and an as- 
sorted following of Bulgar cut-throats. 
Although the mutual hatchet had been 
interred a bare three weeks we found 
ourselves among friends. Thomas At- 
kins was soon talking Bulgarian with 
ease and fluency, while his “ so-called 
superiors,” as the company Bolshevik 
put it, celebrated the occasion by an in- 
ternational dinner in Marko ’s quarters. 
The dinner consisted chiefly of rum 
(provided by us) and red pepper (pro- 
vided by Marco and Stefan). 

These latter were bright and eager 
youths from Sofia military academy, and 
while the rum and red pepper passed 
gaily round they talked the shop of 
their Bulgarian Sandhurst in a queer 
mixture of English and French. They 
made living figures for us of the Kaiser, 
who had inspected them not long be- 
fore, of Ferdie and of Boris his son, 
and told moving tales of British gun- 
fire from the wrong end. We countered 
with Kitchener, Lloyd George and 
the British Navy, while outside in the 
night the Thracian wolves howled de- 
risively at both alike, 

“ I should like plenty to travel away 
and see the other countries,” said Marko, 
rolling us cigarettes after dinner. This 
is a' good country, but eimuyaiit. 'Ow 
the wolfs make plenty brouhaha to- 
night, hein ? Stefan-, did you command 
the guard to conduct our frien’s 'ome? ” 
Stefan waggled his head from side 
to side in assent. 

“Yes,” continued Marko, *‘to see 
Italie, Paris, Londres. Particulierly 
Londres.” 

“ I live in London,” Arthur remarked. 
“You live?” said Marko with interest. 
“ Tell me, ’ow great is Londres ? ” 

“ How- ^great ? ” repeated Arthur, 
doubtful what kind of greatness was 
indicated, moral or material. 

“ Ozri, *ow great? . From one side to 
the other side ? ” 

“ Oh, I see,” replied Arthur, and took 
thought. “About twenty -five kilo- 
metres, I suppose.” 

“Twenty-five! ” Markovs eyes rounded 
with astonishment. '*Ecoute, Stefa7i; 
vingt’Cinq kilovidtres” 

“ But— but,” demanded Stefan, “ 'ow 
many people is there ? ” 

“ About six millions,” replied Arthur, 
swelling with pleasure. At last he had 
found his incredulous audience. 

“ But that is a nation 1 I do not know 
if there are so many in alL Bulgarie,” 
cried Marko. “ ’Ow do they travel ? 
No droski could go so far — it is a day’s 
march. But perhaps you ’ave tram- 
way ? In Sofia we ’ave tramway,” he 
added, not without pride. 

“There are trams, but most of the 
people travel in buses ” 

' "4, 

“ Bussesse ? ’’interjected Stefan. “ Qu' 
est-ce que c'est, bussesse ? ” 

“ Lorries — camions. Big automobiles 
containing many people. And there 
ave also underground railways, railways 
under the ground in a tunnel. You 
know tunnels ? ” 

“ Old, galleria. But a railway under 
a town — 711071 Dieu ! ” said Marko, ap- 
palled. “’Ow do the people descend 
to it?” 

“ In lifts — ascenseui's. From the 

street.” 

Stefan nodded assent. “ I ’ave seen 
ascciiseurs at Sofia,” he said. 

“ In these tunnels,” continued Arthur, 
visibly warming to his work, “trains 
go to all parts of the town every three 
minutes, and the cost is only twenty 
statinhi. The streets above are paved 
with wood.” 

“ Withiuood ! Kolossal! ’’said Marko, 
forgetting our prejudice against Bosch 
idiom in his wonder at this crowning 
marvel. 

To what lengths of veracity Arthur 
would have gone I never knew, for at 
that moment a trampling of feet and 
a hoarse command outside announced 
the arrival of our escort, and Marko, 
still in a sort of walking swoon of 
amazement, went out to give them 
their orders. 

Stefan regarded us with twinkling 
eyes. 

Ah, jaixeiLT ! ” he remarked, shak- 
ing his finger waggishly at Arthur. 
“I know all the time you make the 
joke, but poor Marko, you ’ave deceived 
’im absolument. Eailway under the 
ground, streets of wood, ’e swallow it 
all. Oh, naughty BaroutchiJc I ” 

The wolves did not come near us and - 
our escort on our way home, but they 
could have had Arthur for the taking. 
At the moment he had nothing left to 
live for. 

“Johannesburg tramway men started a 
lightning strike on Thursday owing to the 
suspension of a conductor.” — Daily Damper. 

It seems a logical reason. 

“Do not waste any time in entering for our 
‘ Hidden * Geography Competition.” 

Daily Dagger. 

Thanks for the advice ; we won’t. 

“Linacre Lecture. — Dr. Henry Head, 
F.E.L. , ‘ Aspasia and Kindred Disorders of the 
Speech.’ ” — Cam'b7'idge Calendar. 

Yet this is the lady who is supposed to 
have inspired the most famous of 
Pericles’ orations, 

“Furnished Railway Carriage in Surrey 
garden to Let ; 3 beds ; company’s water, 
gas-cooker, and light : 2gs. weekly.” 

Daily Paper. 

Miss Daisy Ashford seems to have fore- 
seen this development when she wrote 
of Mr. Salteena’s “ compartments.” 



THE RELUCTANT THRUSTER. 

p USBIULNESS.” ■ ^ 
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Profiteer {after trying a variety of patterns withoiit successf. “ Wbix., it looks pebtts ’opelbss whest they won’t ’avb a gold 

FLY. WHAO? do they ES^ECT — ^DIAMONDS ? ” 


THE PERSONAL TOUCH. 

{By oicr tireless Political Peiietrator.) 

For some time past, I understand, 
the Government has been considering 
steps to bring the personalities of Cab- 
inet Ministers more prominently into 
the public eye. “We are not suffi- 
ciently known,*' said Sir WiIiLiam Suth- 
erland, who has the matter in hand, 
“as living palpitating figures to the 
man in the street. We' do not grip the 
nation's heart. We lack pep.” 

I told him that it was a pity about 
pep. [ felt that the Government ought 
to have pep. and plenty of it. If pos- 
sible they ought to have vineg. and 
must. too. . 

“You are right,” he said. “Occasional 
paragraphs in the Press, snapshots 
which take us very likely with one leg 
stuck out in front as if we were doing the 
goose-step, rare provincial excursions 
and bouquets from admiring mill-girls 
are aU very well in their way, but they 
are nothing to constant personal ap- 
pearances at stated times and in stated 
places before an admiring mob. The 
heroes of sport are overshadowing us,” 


he continued with a sigh, pushing me 
over a box of cigars. 

“What are you going to do about 
it ? ” I asked, lighting one and putting 
another carefully behind my ear, 

“You must remember first,” he re- 
plied, “ that this is quite a modern 
difficulty; Statesmen of the past used 
to make their leisurely progress through 
the town surrounded by retainers on 
horseback, or in sedan-chairs, beauti- 
fully dressed and scattering largesse as 
they went. Thomas a Beoket, the 
great Primate and Chancellor, used to 
have poor men to dine with him and 
crowds thronging round to bless him. 
To-day, I suppose. Job Beckett in his 
flowered dressing-gown would be a more 
popular figure than Lord Birkenhead 
and the Archbishop of Canterbury, if 
you' can imagine them rolled into one. 
In Charles II.'s reign, when politicians 
used to play pUe~mele where the great 
Clubs are now, anyone could rub shoul- 
ders with my lord of Buckinoham and, 
if he was lucky, get a swipe across the 
shins with the ducal mallet itself. That 
is the kind of thing 'we want now. 

“ I had thoughts of running popular 


excursions down to Walton Heath, but I 
am not sure that the people would care 
to go so far even to see Sir Brio Gbddes 
carrying the home green and Lord 
Kiddbll — the Eiddell of the sands, as 
we call him affectionately down there 
— getting out of a difficult bunker. So 
I am trying to arrange for a few putting 
greens in railed-off spaces in St. J atnels's 
Park near the pelicans, and we al^o 
propose to hold there on fine summer 
days the breakfast parties for which 
the Prime Minister is so faihfous. 
We shall make a point of throwing not 
only crumbs to the birds, but slices of 
bread and marmalade to the rhore in- 
digent spectators. We shall also try to 
get two or three open squash racket 
courts in Whitehall, so that on hot' 
summer days the most carping critic 
who watches a rally between Mr. Aus- 
ten Chamberlain and the Secretary 
OF State for War will have to admit 
that we are doing our utmost to elimi- 
nate waste-products.** 

“ But what about the clothes and the 
stately progress and the largesse ? ” I 
asked; 'the largessp idea had struck me 
with particular force. 
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“SVe are thinking of goat carriages 
and overalls for economy,” he said, 
‘‘ and the largesse cannot, I am afraid, 
be allowed for in the Treasury Esti- 
mates. But we shall certainly scatter a 
handful or two of O.B.E/s as we go.” 

“And how will you deal with the 
country and the outer suburbs?” 1 
asked when my admiration had parti- 
ally subsided. 

“Ah, there you have the Cinema,” 
replied Sir William enthusiastically. 
“ We are going to make great strides 
with the Cinema, Our first film, which 
is now in preparation, deals with the 
Leamington episode and has been very 
carefully staged. It has been neces- 
sary, of course, in the interests of art 
to elaborate the actual incidents to a 
certain extent. Coalition Liberals, for 
instance, were obliged to board the 
train in the traditional manner of the 
screen, leaping on to it whilst in mo- 
tion and climbing, some by way of 
the brakes and buffers, some along the 
roofs of the carriages, into their re- 
served compartment. Then again- we 
could not reassemble the actual gather- 


ing of Wee Erees to represent the enemy, 
but we secured the services of actors 
well trained in Wild West and ^ crook ” 
parts, capably led by those two promi- 
nent comedians, Mr, Mutt and Mr, Jeff, 
The film ends, of course, with the second 
meeting at the Central Hall, West- 
minster, when Messrs, Mutt and Jeff 
again appear as comic and objection- 
able interrupters, and are ignomini- 
ously hurled into the street. 

“ Very soon we hope to have all im- 
portant Parliamentary debates filmed. 
It will be essential, of course, to provide 
some comic relief, and we are relying 
confidently on certain Members to prac- 
tise the wearing of mobile moustaches 
and to take lessons in the stagger, the 
butter slide, the business with the cane 
and the quick reversal of the hat.” 

“ In short you think politics should 
be more spectacular? ” 

“ That 's it.” be said. “ Hobbs the 
mammoth hitter and a little less of the 
Leviathm” 

Greatly impressed I bit off the end 
of his second cigar and went back to 
the office to look up Leviathan. V, 


An Optimist. 

“The pastor of the Oongregational 

Church has been ordered by his medical ad- 
viser to take a rest. The rev. gentleman is 
therefore spending a fortnight's holiday in 
Ireland ,” — Provincial Paper, 


“During the period of waiting before the 
bridal party appeared, the organist played 
Wagner’s ‘ Bridal Chorus,* and ‘ Cradle Song * 
(Guilmant ).” — West Country Paper, 

The organist seems to have been rather 
a forward fellow. 


With the Polo-season imminent we 
feel that we must not withhold from 
intending players the admirable and 
disinterested advice given in an Indian 
Trade circular ; — 

“ The skill of a polo player lies in his well 
management of horse in the turmoil of Play. 
Ill-weighed Polo sticks make the situation 
worse if the horse is not so kept. 

We try^our best to construct Polo sticks in 
such a way as may help the player in the blur 
of game and put him in a more progressing 
mood. 

Make a real pleasure of your game and not 
labour as. other sticks than ours would, tend to 
make it. A fond player would like to give 
anything for a good stick.” 
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HOME-SICKNESS; 

OB, The Sinn Feineb Abroad. 

{Aftei* “ The Lahe Isle of Innisfreef' with sincere apologies 
to M}\ TF. B, Teats.) 

I iLD arise and go now to Galway or Tralee 
And burgle someone's bouse there and plan a moonlight 
raid ; 

Ten live rounds will I have tliere to shoot at tlie R.I.C* 
And wear a mask in the bombdoud glade. 

And I shall have great fun there, for fun comes fairly fast, 
Bonfires in the purple heather and the barracks burning 
fine, 

There midnight is a shindy and the noon is overcast 
And evening full of the feet of kine. 

I will arise and go now, for always in my sleep 
There comes the sound of rifles and low moans on the 
shore ; 

I see the sudden ambush and hear the widows weep, 

And I like that kind of war. Evoe. 


AURAL TUITION. 

The only other occupant of the carriage was a well dressed 
man of middle age, clad in English clothes, but from many 
slight signs palpably a foreigner of some sort. 

Soon after the train started I noticed that his mouth and 
throat were twitching and I surmised that he was about to 
speak. But speech is no term in which to describe the queer 
animal, vegetable and mineral sounds which issued from 
him. First his mouth opened slightly and he seemed about 
to sneeze. Nest I was conscious of a scraping noise in bis 
throat, accompanied by a slight ticking. It appeared that 
he was going to have a fit and I regretted that we were alone. 
The noise grew louder, took on speed and rose in a crescendo 
almost to a screech. Then a few more scrapes, as of a pencil 
on a slate, and I began to detect that he was speaking. His 
lips did not move, so that his voice had a curiously distant 
sound. Nevertheless the words were cleady audible. 

The following is what he said in a low, metallic mono- 
tone : “ Good morning, Sir. I am very pleased to meet 
you. Can you tell me what o'clock it is? I am much 
obliged. I wish to descend at Manchester. At what hour 
do we arrive there ? There are few passengers to-day. The 
weather is fine, I beg your pardon if I do not make myself 
clear. I do not speak English perfectly as yet. No doubt 
I have need of much practice. 'Can I send a telegram from 
the next station? Is there a good hotel at Manchester? 
Will you do me the favour ” 

"'Stop/' I cried, after having several times opened my 
mouth to answer one or other of his questions. 

As soon as I spoke the words ended with a sudden click ; 
the voice descended and became a scrape ; at last silence. 

** My dear Sir," said I, “ I shall be happy to give you 
any information I can if you will ask one question at a 
time. You evidently speak English very well indeed." 

His face lighted with approval of^tbe compliment and 
then the whole performance began over again. Once more 
the wheeze, the scrape, the screech, the tick and all the rest 
of it. I became terrified at these painful impediments in his 
speech. 

I remembered that somebody had once told me what to 
do on such occasions. It was either to throw the patient 
upon his back and move his arms np and down in a 
travesty of rowing or to slap him violently on the back. 
Seeing that the stranger was several times larger than 
myself I chose with diffidence the latter course. Rising to 


my feefi I turned him round and thumped his back vigor- 
ously. He received the treatment with amiable smiles. 
Next he produced from his pocket a booklet, which he 
handed to me with a polite bow, desisting entirely from his 
menagerie noises. 

I am of a nervous temperament and needed some minutes’ 
rest in which to collect myself. Then I began to examine 
the stranger's gift. 

It was a well-printed pamphlet, obviously an advertise- 
ment : — 

“HOW TO LEARN FOREIGN LANGUAGES. 

The One Tmly Scientific Method. 

The only way to acquire the real accent of the native is 
to listen repeatedly to the language spoken by a native. 
With our phonograph No. 0034 and a selection of suitable 
records the student may listen for as many hours daily as 
he chooses to tlie voice of a native speaking his own 
language." 

Lower down I^saw: “Contents of Records, No. 1, At 
the Hotel; No. 2, At the Railway Station; No. 3, In the 
Train." Ah ! there it ’was — the whole monologue : — 

“Good morning, Sir. I am very pleased to meet you. Can 
you tell me ? " 

The explanation relieved me ; I turned to my fellow- 
traveller. 

“ My dear Sir," said I, “I congratulate you on being the 
perfect pupil. Your teacher, could it feel such emotions, 
would be proud of you. Only to an exceptional student can 
it be given so faithfully to reproduce “His' Master's Voice." 


FIGURE-HEADS. 

“ You never see a decent figure-’ead, 

Not now," Bill said ; 

“ A fiddlin' bit o’ scrollwork at the bow, 

That^s the most now ; 

But Lord ! I 've seen some beauties, more 'n a few, 

An*' some rare rum uns too. 

“ Folks in all sorts o' queer old-fashioned rigs, 

Fellers in wigs, 

Chaps in cocked 'ats an’ 'elmets, lords an’ dukes 
Folks out o’ books, 

Niggers in turbans, mandarins an’ Moors, 

And 'eathen gods by scores ; 

“ An’ women in all kinds o’ fancy dresses — 

Queens an’ princesses, 

Witches on broomsticks too, an’ spankin’ girls 
With streamin’ curls, 

An’ dragons an’ sea serpents — Lord knows what 
I 've seen an’ what I ’ve not ! 

“ An’ some ’s in breakers’ yards now, thick with grime 
And weathered white wi’ time ; 

An’ some stuck up in gardens ’ere an’ there 
With plants for ’air; 

An’ no one left as knows but chaps like me 

How fine wi’ paint an’ gold they used to be 

In them old days at sea." 0. F. S. 


‘^Bag and Baggage.” 

“According to present arrangements the Turkish Peace Treaty 
will be presented to the Turkish delegation on May 11 at 4 p.m. in the 
Cloak Room of the French Foreign Office.” — Times. 

These ceremonies are usually conducted in the Salon de 
I’Horloge, but the new mmie was doubtless thought more 
appropriate for disposing of the Turkish impedimenta. 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 

THE STEUfE AGAINST THE PEICE OE OL’OTHES IS SPEEADING, 
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Ti4sr r\c A r^orcic Extract from a leading article in The of Arimabug has been dangerously in- 

Inc mAKiiMOi Uh A C/Klbib. Slime” April 6th, on Land Temire flamed by the obtuse procrastination 

[We are privileged to-day to publish an Wales : — of the British Government, These un- 

unwntlen chapter from Mr. H. G. ells’ „ -n v j. . t -n »» 

Hisionj of the World. It is entitled “The / • • : Parliament to-day will be occu- lortunate mules. . . . 

Slime Age,” and has a topical interest since pied with the preposterous Budget pro- “ ScEATCHIPOL, April 10th, 

n P'^tlines the methods of production of the posals, but we hope our legislators will ‘‘ Communications with Bobadiff have 

toidav exceed^Lfdemlnd.l'^’*'^ MiNiSTEE broken down, but it is reported that a 

Arrm oil explanation of the outrageous mule was buried there on Sunday in 

fneinn oriri ciinchArq a incident at Bobadig reported in our circumstances of great popular excite- 

ST, 

go,, and 4,akod a^aigt. a. i, ooS XXXr”Sa?XX 

«7tXH.aXo?a^;.,“7as7 - Mao.,d,.ho ^.wabWg antoal. ,ho ia allaged to have itef ‘»e 

production of c4es. and he cTeated ' animal for mumps instead of sheep- 

crises as rabbits create their young, Slime ” Sj)ecial Corre- shock, with fat^l results. 

nine at a time. In those fuddled in- spondent : — From “ The Slime” April 14th, 

competent days before the Great War Bobadig, April 8th, , “GRAVE CRISIS. 

the crisis was a little-known phe- “ Since my last message (much muti- ARMENIAN ANGER. 


production of crises, and he cTeated 
crises as rabbits create their young, 
nine at a time. In those fuddled in- 
competent days before the Great War 
the crisis was a little-known phe- 


nomenon. Here and there in the drab lated by the Censor) events have moved 
routine of peaceful corpulent years there rapidly. Two of the mules have died “ 

flashed in the prosperous 

firmament the baleful light iL* i — ^ 


firmament the baleful light 
of a great anxiety, Agadir 
was one ; Caeson and his 
gun-runners was another. 
But they were few ; they 
came like rare comets and 
were forgotten. 

Then in the Great W’ar 
a new habit was born in 
the minds of the people, 
the habit of crises. Even 
then at first they came 
decently, in ordered suc- 
cession — Mods, Ypres, the 
Coalition, Gallipoli. But 
the people's craving was 
insatiable; the people cried 
for more crises. 

Then this man stood up 



TRUE POLITENESS. 

Party in Gheclc Gap, “Will you have my place, Sie?’^ 


shock, with fat^l results." 

From “ The Slime” April 14th, 
“GRAVE CRISIS. 
ARMENIAN ANGER. 

THE MURDERED MULES. 

“As we feared, a serious crisis has 
arisen in Anglo- Armenian 
relations. At Bobadig a 
third mule has perished 
and his interment was 
made the occasion of a 
great popular demonstra- 
tion against the policy of 
Great Britain. In diplo- 
matic circles no one is 
attempting to conceal that 
the situation is extremely 
grave. The Peime Min- 
ISTEE has returned to 
Downing Street from Le 
Touquet. Shortly after bis 
arrival the Armenian Min- 
ister drove up in a motor- 
cab and was closeted with 
n the Prbmiee for a full ten 

1 minutes. After lunch, Lord 


and said to the people, “ I will give you I of their injuries in hospital ; three others Wurzel arrived in his brougham’. At 
T i ^ condition at Umwidi, tea-time the Minister of Mutton-Oon- 

And he did. Instead of a casual crisis four miles away, where they fled for trol dashed up in a 24 'bus, foUowed 
Here and there, to every year a crisis refuge from the wanton onslaught of rapidly by the Secretary of State for 
or two. he gave them a crisis every the Australian sheep. This sheep, it War on his scooter. Mr. Burble wore 

month, every week, every day, aud still now transpires.was the personal attend- an anxious look ” 

they were not satisfied. And so, at ant of General Eiddlecombe, Head of 

last, out of all the muddle and waste the Military Mission, a circumstance /roire a leading article in “ The 

and pettifogging stupidity this man which is not calculated to allay the Slime," April 16th 

created crises as men create matches, local animosity which the incident has “SPIT IT OUT 

[ by the ^oss. And this was how he aroused. The situation will require all ,< m j. t. i ’ n . , 

created them the tact that the British Government * ^ already too late 

XT can command " appeal to the Government to extri- 

Extract from The Slime ” April 8rd, ^ o ' m ■ n i <5ate the Empire from the perilous posi- 

a paragraph in the Foreign Intelli^ Extract fiom the tion in which their wilful stupidity has 


ge7ice : — 

“ Bobadig, April 1st, 


of “ The Slime” April 11th 
“ANGLO-ARMENIAN RELATIONS, 
GRAVE WARNING. 


placed it. The news from Bobadig is 
exceedingly serious. Another of the 
affronted mules has perished in circum- 


“ A party of French mules nassin^y o u- u • . . Has perished in circum- 

X M -lowly ..brSZ to Z 

XbSyTyl STS iSSPf- Sy 

British Government to pSe mos- Kni fr^f Id have been subjected to sheep-shock by 

to ig. Z a foLrCiToZL'iS, ^iSS” 




— ^ 


iaft.r anomr fruitless ^2/). - What abo.t takiho this ? We ooulp’at i^.ast haho pub pictu^eb^ 


its own infatuate folly^ and deaf to ^ 
the storms of popular indignation in 1 
I this country, continues to treat them ^ 
for mumps. . . . By this test the 
Government will be judged at the forth- 
coming election. They must realise 
that the time for trifling is past. If 
the resources of the British Empire are 
•unable at this date to combat the 
menace of sheep -shock among the loyal 
mules of Bobadig, then indeed .... At 
least we are entitled to ask for an ex- 
. , -planation of the presence of an infuri- 
ated sheep on the staff of a British 
General. The Peimb Ministee . . , 

From The Slime,'' Apil 17th 
“AT LAST. 

The situation in Bobadig is easing 
rapidly. The Government has at last 
carried out the instructions of The 
Slime, and we understand that a Min- 
isterid expert in. sheep-shock has been 
sent to'the assistance of the surviving 
mules. But while we may congratulate 
ourselves on the lifting of the clouds in 
that direction matters* in West Ham 
give ground for the ■ gravest anxiety. 
The wood-lice of West Ham are pro- 


verbially of an irritable nature, and the 
attitude of the Government has been 

calculatedforsome time to inflame . * 

From “ The Slime," A>pril 19th 
“BOBADIG CRISIS OVER. 
Pebmier Yields. 

We are glad to report . . . 

Fro 7 ii The Slime," April 20th 
“WEST HAM CRISIS BEGIHS. 
Wood Lice in Eevolt. 

Grave Warning. 

Once again we must warn the Gov- 


ernment . . 
And so on 


A. P. H. 


“ Three swift fierce rounds between Beckett 
and Wells and the 18,000 spectators at Olympia ' 
last night witnessed the close of yet another 
great ring drama .’* — Baily Chronicle, 

“ Beckett . . . bowed more by instinct than 
of set purpose to the shouting, over-wrought 
people who from the floor of Olianpia shot up 
to the ceding. ”-r-Dai72/ Telegrajph, 

We had no idea until we read these 
paragraphs that the spectators took 
such an active part in the proceedings. 


THE FAIRY BALL. 

“ I AM asked to the ball to-night, 
to-night ; 

What shall I wear, for I must look 
right?" 

Search in the fields for a lady ’s-smock ; 
Where could you find you a prettier 
frock?" 

“ I am asked to the ball to-night, 
to-night ; 

, What shall I do for my jewels bright ? " 
** Trouble you not for a brooch 01 * a 
ring, 

A daisy-chain is the properest thing." 
“I am asked to the ball tonight, 
to-night ; 

What shall I do if I shake with fright ? ’ ’ 
When you are there you will under- 
stand 

That no one is frightened in Fairyland." 

“WIT AND HUMOUR. 

Ashton and District Undertakers’ Associa- 
tion have advanced the prices of hearse and 
carriages for funerals.” — Yorkshire Fajper, 

If this is the kind of humourthat appeals 
to our contemporary it should alter the 
heading to ** Grave and Gay," 
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COMMUNISM AT OAMBEIDGE. 

[Bolshevisin and Gonmninism Glaim many 
adherents among the young intellectuals at 
our ancient Universities . — Yide Fres^.'] 

' I AM a Sociali 3 t, a Syndicalist, an 
Anarchist, a Bolshevist — whatever you 
like to call me; if you wish’ to be pre- 
cise, an International Communist. 

, Anyhow, as such I am opposed 
tooth-and-nail to the iniquity of the 
existing Competitive System, It is my 
intention to devote my life to its eradi- 
cation, in whatever form it may be 
disguised, and to inaugurate an era 
of loving-kindness, peace, leisure and 
plenty, similar to that now enjoyed by 
the people of Eussia. 

• But my duties do not lie only in the 
distant future; they are here, in the 
present, facing me in the University. 
Uor never, I think, was the unclean 
thing, Competiticfn, so prevalent and 
unabashed as at Cambridge to-day. 

Both in work and in sport is the evil 
rampant, Hake as an example the re- 
actionary custom of dividing the Tripos 
Honours List into three classes. Can 
you imagine anything more indiicive 
to competition ? Worse, it is a direct 
invitation to the worker— often, I am 


proud to say, unheeded — to exceed the 
one -hour -day for which we Com- 
munists are striving. 

Even more deplorable is the compe- 
titive spirit in sport; more deplorable 
because more insidious. Even those 
whom we are wont to regard as our 
comrades and leaders are not always 
proof against the canker in this guise. 
I remember paying a visit to Eenner's, 
that fair field corrupted by competi- 
tion, to raise my protest against 
inter -collegiate sports. To my inde- 
scribable grief and amazement I beheld 
one whom I had always followed and 
reverenced — a man of mighty voice 
oft lifted in debate — ^preparing to com- 
pete (mark the word) in a Three-Mile' 
Eace. “ Stay, comrade," I cried. He 
heeded me not ; moreover, it certainly 
appeared to me that he attempted — 
thank God, unsuccessfully — to win the 
race. Maybe I go too far in ascribing 
to him this desire to come in first, with 
a resultant triumph over his fellows ; 
but was not his very entrance a coun- 
tenancing of evil ? Had he considered 
the feelings of bitter enmity inspired in 
the many who toiled behind him ? And 
the encouragement to College rivalry! 


— a rivalry^ in no way differing from 
that between nations, save that College 
distinctions are, of course, less artificial. 

It becomes’ obvious, I think, to every 
unprejudiced observer that most of the 
games now unfortunately so popular 
at the University — rowing, cricket, 
football and the like — 77iust go. But 
let it not be assumed that the Com- 
munist is averse from recreation pro- 
perly conducted; far from it. There 
is no possible objection to diabolo or 
top-spinning, for instance, and, though 
competitive' marbles must not be played 
(whether on the Senate.House steps .or 
elsewhere); solitaire may be permitted 
as in no way provoking the deplorable 
spirit of rivalry. 

Of other games the Communist will 
discard bridge, billiards and general 
post"; and even ** hunt-the-slipper " 
and “hide-and-seek" are.not altogether 
free from the competitive taint. But 
an excellent game is open to" him in 
“patience," while there is no pastime 
more indicative of the true Communis- 
tic spirit than “ ring-a-ring o' roses," so 
long as proper care be taken that at 
the last “tishu’\ all the players collapse 
simultaneously. 
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Sergeant, “’Old yeb 'eads dp! All the pag ends was picked up long afore you ’Ebb, what the ?” 

Old Soldier (wJw lia^ produced a stnall note-hooJc), “All right, Sergeant, I only keeping a record op the ‘ pag end ’ joke 
I ’ye now heard it two thousand four hundred and seventeen times.” 


LAND wa« equally eloquent about the de- 
plorable state of the Highlands, where 
the people were not even allowed tele- 
phones to make up for their lack of 
transport facilities. “ Evil communica- 
tions corrupt good manners,’' and there 
was real danger that the Highlanders 
would vote “ Wee Eree ” at the next 
General Election. Appalled by this 
prospect, no doubt, Lord Lytton has- 
tened to return a soft answer, from 
which we learned that three-quarters 
of a million had already been allocated 
to Scottish roads, and gathered that the 
dearest ambition of Sir Eric Geddes 
was to share the fame of the hero im- 
mortalised in the famous lines ; — 

**Had you seen but these roads before they 
were made 

You would hold up your hands and hless 
General Wade.” 

Only Mr. Kipling could do full justice 
to the story of the abduction, pursuit 
and recapture — all within thirty-six 
hours — of an English lady at Peshawar. 
Even as officially narrated by Mr. 
Montagu it was sufficiently exciting. 


The most curious and reassuring fact 
was that all the actors in the drama, 
abductors and rescuers alike, were 
Afridis. It is to be hoped that this 
versatile community includes a cinema- 
tograph operator, and that a him will, 
like the lady, shortly be “released.” 

The miners’ representatives made an 
unselfish protest against the increase 
in the price oicoal. Although it would 
justify them in demanding a further 
increase in their present inadequate 
wage they did not believe it was neces- 
sary or, at any rate, urgent. Sir Egbert 
Horne assured them that it was, and 
that the present moment — the season 
in happier days of “Lowest Summer 
Prices ” — ^had been selected as the least 
inconvenient to the public. 

Thursday iMay 13th , — Ireland main- 
tains its pre-eminence as the land of 
parado?:. . Among the hunger-strikers 
recently released from Mountjoy prison 
were (by an accident) several men who 
had actually been convicted. The House 
learned to its surprise that these men 
cannot be re-arrested, but are out for 


good (their own, though possibly not 
the community’s); whereas the untried 
(and possibly innocent) suspects may 
be re-arrested at any moment. 

The new Profiteering Bill, which, to 
judge by the criticisms levelled against 
its exceptions and safeguards, will be 
about as effective as its predecessor, 
was read a third time. So was the 
Health Insurance Bill, but not until 
a few Independent Liberals, led by 
Captain Wedgwood BENN,had been re- 
buked for their obstructive tactics by 
Mr. Myers and Mr. Keil Maclean of 
the Labour Party. As the small hours 
grew larger this split in the Progressive 
ranks developed into a yawning chasm, 
and the Government got a third Bill 
passed before the weary House ad- 
journed at six o’clock. 

“ It has been arranged that the Speaker shall 
make the presentation of plate [to Miss Bonar 
Law], and Mr. Lloyd George and Mr. Asquith 
will take part .” — Daily Chronicle. 

It is hoped that they will leave a sub- 
stantial portion for the bride. 
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A SMALL FARM. 

To all of yoTi who have begun to gaze 
pensively at railway posters, to furrow 
your brows over maps and guide-books, 
or hover sheepishly about the inquiry 
offices of Holiday Touring Agencies, I 
would, whisper i ** Go to a small farm 
and bask.’* 

You will note that I say a synall 
farm. A large farm has much that is 
pleasant and pungent about it, but to 
my mind you cannot bask properly on 
a large farm. You are too much in the 
way. The medley of barns, byres, styes, 
rods, poles and perches is a hive of rest- 
less energy. Unless you are walking 
about with a bucket or prodding some- 
thing with a stick you feel you have no 
right to be there. On a large farm you 
are expected to accompany your host 
across a couple of ten-acre fields to look 
at his young wheat. Some people can 
tell what is the matter with a field of 
young wheat by merely leaning on a 
gate and glancing at it. Unless I can 
feel its pulse or take its temperature I 
cannot tell whether young wheat is 
suffering from whooping-cough or nasal 
catarrh. All I can do is to nod my 
head sagely and say that, considering 
the sort of Government we have got, it 
looks pretty fiourishing. Then my host 
remarks that he has got a young bull 
in Bodger’s Paddock (about three miles 
across country) that it will do my heart 
good to see. That is the worst of a 
large farm ; anything you want is sure 
to be several fields away from you. 

Now at the small farm which I re- 
commend, but the address of which I 
am not going to give away, you may 
lie and bask by the duck pond and be 
quite in the picture. Further, if a 
sudden irresistible desire for something 
— a hoe or 'a cow, for example — should 
come over you, you have only to put 
out your hand and grab it. There is 
a comp.actness about the place. They 
do not put the cattle in odd fields five 
miles apart, but leave them to lounge 
round the duck pond or sit in the front 
garden, where they can be collected 
without effort. There are no energetic 
squads of farm-labourers ; no bustling 
battalions of land- girls with motor- 
plough attachments. The outdoor staff 
is generally to be found sitting on a 
bucket by the duck pond rubbing at a 
bit of harness and looking decently 
rural. When he has rubbed the har- 
ness he stands up and looks at the 
young wheat. Then he turns round 
and glances at the mangel-wurzel field. 
If the appearance of it displeases him 
be reaches out for a rake and puts it 
right. Then he sits on the bucket 
again and has lunch. 

When you go to bed at this farm you 



Shopman, “Abe you sube 02te will be sufficient?” 

Member of the New Plutocracy. “Well, I*ve only one neck, ain't I?” 


knock your bead against the lintel of 
the sitting-room with a force corre- 
sponding to your height and vitality. 
Then you hit your head a second time 
when ascending the stairs and again 
on entering the bedroom. If you are a 
heavy breather you sweep the ceiling 
clear of flies and cobwebs while you 
sleep. At dawn, or possibly an hour 
or so before (for he is a nervously con- 
scientious bird), the farm cock steps off 
the roof of the cow-shed on to your 
window-sill and bursts into enthusiastic 
admiration of himself and things in 
general. Some people of an egoistic 
and unimaginative temperament get up 
at once, in order that they may spend 
the rest of the day telling you how 


much they enjoyed the sunrise and 
what a fool you were to miss it. The 
true basker, on the other hand, de- 
clines to be a party to a procedure 
which destroys the whole poetry of 
dawn and reduces the proud chanticleer 
to the sordid status of an alarum-clock. 
He simply pushes the bird off the 
window-sill with his foot, turns over 
and goes to sleep. And later on, when 
the sound of other people knocking 
their heads against various portions of 
the building arouses him, he goes to 
sleep again^ 

“ OouNTBY JoiNBB Wanted.” 

Advt, in Provincial Paper, 

To work on the Channel Tunnel? 
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BRlDCiNO THE LITERARY GULF. 

{Faynolis Puhhslief s Great Scheme of 
Eeconciliaiion,) 

Heabing on good authority that Mr. 
Blinkingbam, the well-known publisher, 
was about to launch an enterprise of a 
magnitude only comparable with that 
of the Ency^ BriL or the Mr. 

Punch hastened to headquarters for con- 
firmation of the report, was graciously 
admitted to his presence and furnished 
with the following interesting details. 
Mr. Blinkingbam, it may be mentioned, 
is at all points a finely equipped repre- 
sentative ot his class, handsome, well- 
groomed and wearing his monocle with 
distinction. His sanctum is furnished 
with delightfully catholic taste — Louis 
Quinze furniture, a Japanese embossed 
wall-paper, pictures by Botticelli and 
Mr. Wyndham Lewis and statuettes of 
Plato, Yoltaiee and Mr. Wells (the 
Historian, not the Bombardier). 

After some preliminary observations 
on the deplorable condition of the pulp 
industry, Mr. Blinkingbam unfolded 
his colossal scheme. “By way of pre- 
face,” remarked the great literary im- 
presario j “ let me call your attention to 
the momentous statement made by the 
' Editor of The Atheiimwn in the issue 
! of May 7th : * We doubt whether there 
I has ever been a genei*ation of men of 
letters so stai’tlingly uneducated as this, 
so little interested in the study of the 
great writers before them/ The Editor 
of The Athenmiim takes a most gloomy 
view of the situation, which is fraught 
with an atmosphere of hostility and sus- 
picion inimical to a revival of criticism. 
Yet he sees in such a revival the only 
way of salvation, the only means of heal- 
ing the internecine feud which is now 
convulsing the young literary world. 

“ For my own part I am convinced 
that a better way is to lure back the 
modernists to a study of great writers 
by presenting them in a more palatable 
form, not by compressing or abridging 
them — for that has been tried before 
— but by having them re-written in con- 
formity with present-day standards by 
eminent contemporary writers. This 
notion had been germinating in my 
head for some time past, but I did not 
see my way clear until I read the 
luminous and epoch-making remark of 
Mr. 0. K. Shoetbe, 'that he would 
sooner have written Tom Jones than any 
bookpublished thesetwo hundred years. 
In a moment, in a flash, my scheme 
took shape. * He shall write it, or rather 
re-write it,’ I said to myself, and I have 
already submitted to this eminent man 
of letters my rough scenario of the lines 
on which Fielding’s novel should be 
brought home to the Georgian mind. 
In reply he has made a counter-sug- 


gestion that the characters should be 
rearranged on a Victorian basis, Chae- 
LOTTE Beonte replacing Sophia, Thack- 
EBAY Mr. Alkvorthy, while tlie title- 
role should be assigned to an enter- 
prising publisher. But I am not with- 
out hope that he will adopt my plan, 

“The revival of interest in the works of 
Eichardson, the other great eighteenth- 
century novelist, is, I think I may 
safely say, a foregone conclusion. Miss 
Dorothy Eichardson has enthusiasti- 
cally welcomed the proposition that she 
should reconstruct the romances of her 
illustrious namesake, and confidently 
expects, on the basis of the method 
employed by her in The Tunnel, that 
she will be able to excavate at least a 
hundred volumes from the materials 
supplied in Sir Charles Grandison and 
Clarissa Harloive. 

“Nor shall we overlook the earlier 
masters. Professor Chamberlin, whose 
thrilling lectures on Queen Elizabeth 
and Lord Leicester have been the 
talk of the town for the last fortnight, 
has kindly undertaken to organise a 
new variorum version of the Plays of 
Shakspeare, with the assistance of 
Mr. Looney, the writer of the recently- 
published and final work on the author- 
ship of the plays. Milton will be pre- j 
sented in both verse and prose, Mr, 
Masefield having promised to re-write 
his epic in six-lined rhymed stanzas, 
shorn of Latinisms; while a famous 
novelist, who does not wish her name 
to appear at present, has consented to re- 
cast it in the form of aromance underthe 
title of The Miseynes of Mephistopheles. 

“Eeturning to the eighteenth century, 
I am glad to be able to say that a bril- 
liant reconstruction of Pope’s Dunciad 
is promised by the Sitwell family, in 
which the milk-and-water school is held 
up to ridicule, with Tennyson in the 
place of dishonour formerly occupied 
by Theobald. With a magnanimity 
that cannot be too highly commended, 
the staff of The Times has undertaken 
to adapt another forgotten work under 
the title of Chxy's Eulogy, with special 
reference to the work of the League of 
Nations. 

“ I confess to feeling rather doubtful 
as to the possibility of reviving any in- 
terest in -the works of Scott, Dickens 
and Thackeray, They are at once too 
near and too far. Still I hope to per- 
suade Miss Eebecca West to try her 
hand at Vanity Fair. Then there is 
George Eliot, another uncertain quan- 
tity, though perhaps something might 
be made of The Mill on the Floss if it 
were renamed TtiUiver's Travels, and 
given an up-to-date industrial atmo- 
sphere by Mr. Arnold Bennett. I 
have my eye on Mr. Lytton Strachey 
as the man who could make a fine 


modern version of TomBroum's School- 
days. At the moment he is too busy 
with his Life of Queen Victobia, but 1 
feel sure be will not lightly abandon so 
splendid an opportunity of unmasking 
the pedantry and pietism of Dr. Arnold 
and throwing the white light of truth 
on ‘Eugby Chapel.’ ” 


I BIED CALLS. 

III. 

The robin helps to brighten Winter 
days 

And, if you listen carefully, he says, 

“Oh please, oh please do leave some 
crumbs for me; ” 

It’s greed, but still he says it cheerily. 

The starling rolls his “ r’s ” with unctu- 
ous joy 

And, preening, wonders whom be may 
annoy,* 

Then imitates a hen, a water-fowl 

And next the “Be quick” of a white 
barn-owl. 

The heron has a fierce and yellow eye 

And eats up all our fishes on the sly ; 

There seems to be but one he deigns to 
like, 

For all I hear him say is simply “Pike.” 

Tree-creepers, like some busy brown 
field-mice,* 

Unwearying chase the furtive fat wood- 
lice, 

Then round the oak-tree’s bole they 
slyly peep 

And tell you what you thought you 
knew — “ We creep.” 

This is the way the sparrow calls his 
mate; 

He says it early and he says it late, 

He says it softly, but he says it clear : 

“Come unto me, come unto me, my 
dear.” 


Dress at the Curzon Wedding. 

“ Princess wore a black hat, a cloak of 

tailless ermine, and a black and silver toque.” 

Daily Telegra])h. 

Then came Mrs. in a dull golf hat.” 

Daily Graphic. 

As a protest, we suppose, against the 
other lady’s. extravagance in wearing 
a couple of hats. 

“ John , a coloured man, was charged 

with using obscure language in Maria Street. 
The magistrates fined him 5s .” — Welsh Paper. 

Most unfair ! Lots of men do the very 
same thing in Parliament and get paid 
four hundred pounds a year for it. 


Heading from pp. S16, 517 of Punch* s 
official rival, The Telephone Directory : 
“ Subscribers should not engage 

THE TELEPHONISTS IN CONVERSATION.” 

We should ourselves' have placed the 
asterisks after the word “ the.” 


May 19 . 1920 .] 
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ROYAL ACADEMY-SECOND DEPRESSIONS 
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The exhausted sittee and the inexoeablb abtists. 


Prehistoric prize-fighters removing a HEAvy-WEXGiiT 

CHAMPION AFTER HIS DEFEAT. 











Window-dressing is now one of the pine arts. A charming group Excited, Bather. “ Something queer about these 

OP WAX FIGURES MADE TO THE ORDER OP MESSRS. WhITERIDGE. ROCKS. ONE OP THEM IS TICKDING ME ON THE BACK I” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

‘‘Why Marry?” 

This is a protracted discussion of a 
venerable topic and takes place in a 
sun-parlour, which I regret to say is 
the brightest thing about it. 

John is a dollar-snob — it is John's 
parlour — and has two sisters, Jean and 
Helen, John is easily the heavy-weight 
champion in stage brothers. Sister 
Jean, who is entirely dependent on 
John, loves a poor man, but under 
John's guidance traps a rich one. Sister 
Helen (who has a job) also loves a poor 
man, but thinks marriage not good 
enough. This was, I imagine, due 
chiefly to living with Jolm and 
Mrs, John. She may have got 
a touch of the sun-parlour. 

Her man is a terrific young 
scientist, who once with four 
colleagues deliberately let a 
dangerous Cuban mosquito 
nibble bis arm. The colleagues 
died while Ernest survived, 
which I regretted. However he 
became demonstrator at the 
Institute of Bacteriology, with 
Helm as his assistant, and in 
the excitement of the imminent 
discovery of his new bacillus 
the two spend the night in 
the laboratory totally unchap- 
eroned. The discovery saved 
thousands of American babes, 
but it ruined Helen's reputa- 
tion. 

Here the narrative becomes 
confused, but anyhow John, 
who was a trustee of the In- 
stitute, spent the three Acts in 
alternately sacking and rein- 
stating Helm and Ernest, in 
thinking of a salary, doubling 
it, adding thousands o^ dol- 
lars to it and taking away the 
salary first thought of, together with 
the additions (and so da cajpo), according 
as he wished to prevent the marriage 
because of Ernest's poverty, or bring 
it off because of Ernest's disposition to 
take Helen to Paris (Prance) and dis- 
pense with empty rites, or postpone it 
to gain time, or, on the contrary, have 
it celebrated between the dressing 
and the dinner gongs in order to 
announce it to important members of 
the family, who, if I understood the 
butler aright, had already fallen on 
their food while host and hostess, two 
pairs of lovers, Uncle Everett and 
Cousin c7b7m were bickering in the sun- 
parlour. 

Cousin Theodcyre, a guileless and 
doUarless clergyman, padded about oh 
the outskirts of the discussion, making 
obvious remarks about the sanctity of 
marriage and enunciating the highest | 


principles, which he promptly swal- 
lowed, But it was Uncle Everett, the 
judge (the only human figure in the 
bunch), who grasped the fact (long after 
I did, but let that pass) that the two 
principal young egotists simply loved 
being talked over at such gross length. 
To put an end to the business he used 
a trick whereby, apparently according 
to the law of the unnamed State in 
which the parlour was situate, the two 
were legally married without intending 
it. They had the tact to accept this 
solution, and this softened my heart 
towards them for the first time. 

It was amusing to see Mr. Aubrey 
Smith w^ondering how on earth he had 



culties of marriage and the conven- 
tional hypocrisies that hedge round 
that honourable institution, but just 
forgot that serious argument cannot 
easily be conveyed through the medium 
of fantastically impossible and unin- 
teresting people in an extravagantly 
farcical situation. The play was kindly 
received. - T, 

THE MADNESS OF THE MAGNAMARA. 

(From the Gaelic — with apologies to 
Bon Gaultieb.) 

Weefrees swore a feud 

Against the clan McGeorgy ; 

Marched to Leamington 
To hold a pious orgy ; 

For they did resolve 
To extirpate the vipers 
With thirty stout M.P.s 
And all the Northsquith 
“pipers.” 

“ Lads,” said Hogge and Benn 
To their faithful scholars, 
“We shall need to fight 
To retain the dollars ; 

Here 's Mhic-mac-Namara 
Coming with his Henchmen, 
Hewart, Kellaway 

And several Front- Bench 
men.” 

* 5!< He 

“ Coot-tay to you, Sirs,” 

Said Mhic-mac-Namara 
In a voice that reached 
Frorn Leamington to Tara ; 
“ So you 'd drum us out 
To enjoy your plunder, 




Adding to a crime 
Suicidal blunder.” 


“WHY MARRY?” 

Mr. G. Aubrey Smith {Uncle Everett). “Do you know the 

ANSWER ? ” 


Miss Henrietta Watson {Lucy). “There are a good many 

QUESTIONS ABOUT THIS PLAY THAT I WOULDN’T CARE TO HAVE 
TO ANSWER.” 

got into this play, and Mr. A. E. George 
prowling about the stage intent appar- 
ently on showing how many ways there 
are of uttering “ Pshaw ! ” and “ Tut- 
tut ! ” or noise to that effect. It isn't 
as easy as it ought to be to do justice 
to players playing impossible parts ; to 
Miss Henrietta Watson struggling 
pluckily and skilfully with her Mrs. 

John; or to Mr. Cowley Wright or Miss 
Eosa Lynd, so perfectly appalling did 
Ernest 'sand Helen seem to me and so 
anxious was I to get them off to Paris 
respectably or otherwise. They never, 
by the way, gave me the faintest im- 
pression that they could ever have done 
work of any value in their laboratory. 

I have no idea what the moral of 
this modern mystery play may be, but 
I did gather that the authoress was 
seriously perplexed, not perhaps in any 
startlingly new way, about the difld- 


But the brave Weefrees, 
Heedless of his bawling. 
Drowned him with the storm 
Of their caterwauling ; 

So Mhic-mac-Namara 
And the valiant Xellaway 
Gave some warlike howls 
And in haste got well away. 

In this sorry style 
' Died ta Liberal Party, 

Which in days of old 
Had been strong and hearty ; 
This, good Mr. Punch, 

Is ta true edition ; 

Here 's your fery coot health 
And — bless ta Coalition 1 


Anotlier Impending Apology. 

“ We are glad to be able to state in reference 
to our Pastor that, though much improved in 
health, he is still unfit to resume his work 
amongst us.” Congregational Magazine. 

“This should bring joy to the heart of 
every resolutionary Socialist.” 

The Workers' Dreadnought. 

All the Socialists we have met answer 
to this description. 





ADVENTURES OF A POST-WAR SPORTSMAN. 

P.-F.S. (otter-hunting for m first time). “Tiebd? Cooked to -a tuen! I wouldn’t ’ave come so pae but one op youe 

CHAPS* TOLD ME YOU *AD A STEONG DBAG UP THE BIVEB AND I THOUGHT WE MIGHT ALL GO ’OME IN IT. AND NOW ’E SAYS IT ’S 
0:^LY A SMELL ’E MEANT.” 

appeal. It is perhaps an unequal book; in parts as good 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. an the author’s best, in others hun’ied and perfunctory. 

[By Mr, PwicKs Staff, of Learned Clerks,) One of our more superior Reviews was lately debating Mr. 

I SHOULD certainly call Mr. Compton Mackenzie our first Mackenzie’s command' of the “ memorable phrase.” There 
living expositor of London in fiction. Indeed the precision are a score here that I should delight to quote, even if the 
with which, from his Italian home, he can recapture the setting is not always entirely worthy 6f then>. ' 

aspect and atmosphere of London neighbourhoods is itself 

an astonishing feat. In The Vanity Girl (Cassell) he has So long-ae “ Berta Ruck ” will write for us such pretty 
happily abandoned the rather breathless manner induced books as • Sweethearts Unmet (Holder and Stoughton), 
by the migrations Sylvia Scarlett, and returns to the we need never feel ' Ourselves ‘ dependent on America for 
West Kensington of Sinister Street, blended subsequently our supply of sugary novels. This home-grown variety 
with that theatrical Bohemia in which Jen7iy Pearl danced is just as sweet, and really, I think, may be guaranteed not 
her little tragedy. There is something (though by no only harmless but positively beneficial. The authoress has 
means all) of the interest of Carnival in the new stage evidently a tender pity for the young Into and wotaen^ whom 
story; that the adventures of Dorothy lack the compelling our social' conditions doom either to have no companions 
charm of her predecessor is inevitable from the difference among their contemporaries or only the wrong ones.- Her 
in temperament of the two heroines and the fact that Mr. heroine represents the too-much-sheltered girl alone in an 
Mackenzie with all his art has been unable to rouse more elderly ’circle, her hero the lonely young man who has no 
than dispassionate interest in what is really a study of means of getting to'know people of his own sort (I can’t say 
successful egotism. From the moment when, in the first class,- because the authoress seems rather uncertain about 
chapter, we encounter Dorothy (whose real name was that herself): Her story is 'written in alternate instalments 
Norah) washing her hair at a window in Lonsdale Road, by “the ’boy” and “the girl/?' a fiaethod which' encourages 
an eligible cul-de-sac ending in a railway line, beyond intimacy in the telling as well as a sort of gushing attention 
which a high rampart marked the reverse of the Earl’s Court to the reader not so pleasant. Miss Nora Schlegbl has 
Exhibition panorama, to that final page on which we take drawn a pretty picture of Julia and Jack to adorn the 
leave of her as a widowed countess, sacrificing her future wrapper, and I can assure everyone who cares to know it 
for the sake of an Earl’s Court of a different genre, her that they are just as nice as- they look; Jack*s passion 
career, sentimental, financial and matrimonial, is told with for abbreviation (“rhodos’’ for rhododendrons) being the 
amazing vivacity but a rather conspicuous lack of emotional only ground of quarrel I h,ave with them or their creator. 
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In Passion (Duckwoeth) Mr. Shaw Desmond desperately the censorship still prevented anything like carping criticism 
wants to say something terrific about love, money and of matters near the battle-front, The Glory of the Coming 
power. His violence makes one feel that one is reading (^Hodder and Stoughton) naturally resolves itself into a 
under a shower of brickbats, and it is the effort of dodging paean of praise of the French and British armies in general 
these which perhaps distracts the mind from his message, and the American troops in particular, both white and black. 
(Is he a Marinettist, I wonder ?) There are not enough Mr. Irvin S. Cobb brings good credentials to his task, for 
words in the language for him, so he invents fresh ones at he saw the advance of the German army through Belgium 
will; while as for grammar and syntax he passionately in 1914, and in this book he describes the combined resist- 
throttled them in Chapter I. ; nor did they recover. I will ance to their last great effort before defeat. The accident, 
own that notwithstanding all this the author has a way of if we may so call it, to the Fifth Army has had nowhere a 
making you read on to find out what it is all about. You more eloquent apologist. “ They were like ants ,* they were 
I don’t find out; but -there, life’s like that, isn’t it? The like flies,” he says of the Germans; “they left their dead 
' author's ideas of the operations of high finance are ingenu- lying so thickly behind that finally the ground seemed as 
ous. The Mandrill (do I rightly guess this to be a portrait though it were covered with a grey carpet.” There are 
dlstortedfromthelife?), who is out to corner copper and “do interesting strictures in the later chapters on some of the 
down ” the Squid (head of the opposing copper group), is, quaint semi-ofi5cial delegations and personages who per- 
il you are to judge by his passionate exuberance at board suaded the United States Government to let them come over 
meetings, about as likely to corner the green cheese in the and visit the War; and^ there are a number of quite good 


moon, I imagine the 
author saying, Mandrills 
mayn*t be like that, but 
that ’show I see ’em. It’s 
my vision and mood that 
matter. Take it or leave 
it.” Well, on the whole I 
should advise you to take 
it, first putting on a sort 
of mental tin hat. You ’ll 
at least have gathered 
that Mr. Desmond is a 
lively writer. 

Of a war-story reviewed 
in these pages some 
months ago I remember 
taking occasion to say that 
the author had damaged 
his effect by a too obvious 
wish to injure the repu- 
tation of a certain cavalry . 
brigade (or words to that 
effect). Well, a book that 
I have just been reading, 
The Squadroon (Lane), 
might in some sense be 
regarded as a counterblast 
to the former volume, 
since its writer, Major - 


h I n 



[“I hear of a seaside hotel whose proprietors have instructed their 
staff never to correct the pronunciation or use of a word by a guest. If 
it is necessary to use the same term in the conversation the guest’s form 
of it is the one to he used ; it saves a lot of irritation, if not actual 
humiliation .” — Daily News.l 

Waiter {with antidpative tact) to holiday aastoiner, “Any horse 
D oovERS, Sir?” 


■ yarns of the Yankee pri- 
vate, related in the Yankee 
style. But better than all 
the American stories I 
think I like that of the 
Bedfordshire soldier who, 
when asked by the writer 
todirecthimtoBlerincourt 
during the chaos of the 
great retreat, replied, “I 
I am rather a stranger in 
these parts myself.” Per- 
haps by the way I ought 
to make it quite clear 
that the title refers to the 
coming of the American 
troops, and that, although 
the line, “ He is trampling 
out the vintage where 
the grapes of wrath are 
stored,” is also quoted in 
-the prefatory stanza, there 
is nothing in the book 
about Mr. “Pussyfoot” 
Johnson. 

I suppose the War did 
throw up a great number of 
worthy pomposities genu- 
inely eager to serve their 


Ardern Beaman, D.S.O., has admittedly intended it as a country in some conspicuous and applauded way, and old ili?*. 
vindication of the work of the cavalry in the Great War. I Thompson, the principal figure in Young Hearts (Hodder and 
can say at once that the defence could scarcely have found Stoughton), may be taken, on the authority of J. E. Buok- 
a better advocate. Major Beaman (who, 1 think super- rose, as an East Biding variant of the type. He had always 
fluOTdy, figures in his own pages in the fictional character some patent scheme for winning the War or improving the 
of Padre) has written one of the most interesting records Peace, and no doubt deserved all the ragging he got, though 
toat I hRve read of personal experience on the Western I lost my zest in the matter before the author did. Mr, 
Front, Partly this is explained by his fortunate possession Thoinpson had two daughters : a minx (almost too minx-like 
of a style at once sincere, sanely balanced and always for belief) and a never-told-her-love maiden of sterling worth, 
engaging. Also* his story, apart from the matter of it, The latter marries the good-young-man-under-a-oloud (the 
reveals m the caen of whom he writes (pd incidentally in cloud was, of course, a misapprehension or, alternatively, had 

those qualities a silver lining), though the minx shamelessly tried to “ bag 
that we like to call essentially British. Cavalrymen of him,” as she did every eligible male, the good sister tamely 
course will read it with a special fervour; but I am, mis- submitting under the impression apparently that the other 
taken If its genial temper does not disarm even so difficult was a perfect darling. I indeed seemed to be the only 
L ex-mfantry Lieutenant— than -which I could person who reaUy understood what a little beast she was— 

hardly say more. In short. The Sqjifdroon is a belated and possibly the author, who finaUy allotted to her the 
war book m which the most weary of such matters may beautiful unsatisfactory young man with the emotional 
well recapture their i nterest. tenor. ■ Comme nded for eLy sf aside reading. 

Written in the last great ebb and flow of the War, when To EbcaiiOiteant House-ownees : Let and let live. 




CHARfVARlA. 

Bohemia, bas decided to have a 
Coalition Government. Several Lon- 
don morning papers are prepared to 
offer them one in good going condition, 
providing they pay cost of transit. 

* According to a contemporary,** rabbits 
are worth less when they are skinned by 
the shopkeeper.’’ So is the customer. 

* ♦ * 

** It is of greater advantage to know | 
the Welsh language,” says Professor 
Trow, ** than to know Prench.” That 
is, of course, if you wish to use it for 

defensive purposes. 

* ::: 

Ji*' 

Sir Gordon Hewart has declined to 
** make any attempt to consider what 
is to happen after the next election.” 
The fact of the matter is that The Daily 
Mail itself has not yet decided, 

i!'. 

It is reported that an opposition 
League of Nations is to be started 
among countries addicted to war. The 
League will take cognisance of all out- 
breaks of peace, ,,, ^ 

' * 

A peculiar incident is reported from 
a large town in the South of England. 
It appears that one day last week a 
bricklayer lost count of the number of 
bricks he had laid, with the result that 
a recount had to he made to enable him 


to ascertain whether he had finished 
for the day or not. 

The Post Office Workers* Union Con- 
ference at Morecambe declared last 
week that the Government was ** with- 
out capacity, courage or principle.” 
Apart from these defects they have no 
fault to find with it. 

i 

Sir Jaoadiz Ohunder Bose, lectur- 
ing at Westminster School, said that 
plants, like human beings, are sensitive 
to pain. Some of the war-time allot- 
ment marrows we heard so much of 
must have suffered badly from obesity. 

He He 
He 

Most actors, in the opinion of an 
official of the Actors’ Association, are 
better off than they used to be. But 
what we want to see is an improvement 
when they are on. 

American shipping circles deny the 
rumour that they are building a liner 
measuring thirteen hundred feet in 
length. We felt at the time that this 
vessel must have been a Canarder. 

Although a heavy safe was bodily re- 
moved from a small house in Wolverr 
hampton during the night, not one of 
the four persons sleeping in the next 
room was awakened by the burglars. 
Such thoughtfulness on the part of the 
intruders deserves the greatest credit. 


** A single greenfly,” declared a speaker 
at a meeting of the E.S.P.C.A., ** may 
have fifteen thousand descendants in a 
week.” This almost equals the record 
of the Chicago millionaire who recently 
died intestate, ^ 

Hi* 

A motor-cyclist who was thrown from 
his machine as a result of colliding with ' 
a car near Birmingham was asked by 
the occupants of the latter why he did 
not look where be was going. This in 
our opinion is a most difficult thing to 
do, as one’s destination is so uncertain 
until the actual landing takes place. 

‘ On being sentenced to six months’ 
imprisonment at a London Police Court 
last week a burglar threw his boot at the 
magistrate and used insulting language 
towards him, We understand that in 
future only law-abiding criminals will 
be allowed inside the court. 

5b Hs 
❖ 

A Hackney boy has dug ' up a Queen 
Anne shilling. We understand that, on 
hearing the price of sugar, the shilliDg 
asked to be put back again. 

The old gentleman who, after reading j 
in the daily papers that all hairy cater- | 
pillars should be destroyed at sight on 1 
aoceuntof theirdestructive powers, tried I 
to crnsh a SocietyTady’s pet Pekinese - 
in Hyde Park with his foot is now sup- 
posed to be short-sighted. 


YOL, OLYIII, 
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THE VIRTUE THAT BEGINS AWAY FROM HOME 

{as illustrated by an American sample of missionary 
zeal). 

In Europe’s hour of darkest night 
That daunts the faith of sage and seer 
I long to share the morning light 
Diffused in yonder hemisphere; 

There all is joy and radiance (just 
As when on Eden first the sun rose), 

Thanks to the Power that holds in trust 
That legacy of Colonel Monroe’s. 

But out of those so halcyon skies 
Chill blasts of disillusion blow 
When I observe with pained surprise 
The state of things in Mexico; 

And “ Why,” I ask, “ in Heaven’s name, 

Can’t * God’s own country ’ (U.S.A.) go 
And, by the right none else may claim, 

Put it across the dirty Dago?” 

Then I reflect: ^‘’Tis not so strange; 

Some virtues best begin at home, 

But others, of superior range, 

Prefer to start beyond the foam; 

There are who mend the ills at hand, 

But those whose aims are even bigger 
Seek out a far and savage land 
There to convert the godless nigger. 

“This chance, no doubt, distracts the Yank 
Prom sinners at his very door; 

No local cure, he feels, can rank 
With efforts on a distant shore; 

His lieart to Sinn Fein’s gospel wed, 

And by its beauty deeply bitten, 

He sends his dollars forth to spread 
The fear of hell in heathen Britain.” 0. S. 


THE BEST PICTURE IN THE ACADEMY. 

Let me see. I must have been battling my way through 
the Galleries' step by step for an hour and three-quarters, 
and I haven’t yet decided which is the best picture. ' -• 

But then it ’s no easy matter to make up one’s mind when 
there are so many, many pictures — and so many, many 
people. . . . 

And some of them, I ’m sorry to sa 3 ^ are not quite so 
considerate as they might be. Ifor instance, I had nearly 
chosen Mr. Clausen’s Shepherd Boy : Sunrise, I was 
imagining the hush, the solitude. Suddenly two Inexorable 
hats were thrust between me and the canvas, while two in- 
exorable voices carried on a detailed discussion about what i 
Doris (whoever Doris may be) was wearing at the wedding 
yesterday. 

It wasn’t fair to me ; and it wasn’t fair to the Shepherd 
Boy, I know be hasn’t got a face, poor feUow. But is 
that a reason for putting ideas into his head ? 

It seems to me the crush is fiercer than ‘ever in front 
of the picture over there. Probably I shall find that to be 
the best of all ; No. 274 : Mr. J. J. Shannon’s Sir Oswald 
Stoll. Ah, I see. These ladies are simply using the un- 
fortunate gentleman as a looking-glass to tidy their haifin. 

But oh, Sir Oswald, do I really look as tired as all that ? 
Yes, you ’re right ; I am tired. I ’ll go and sit down. 

Not a vacant seat anywhere. . . . Yes, there is — quick! 
Aj[> the far end of the Galleries. Now isn’t it just like the 
Supreme War Council to have left that one chair empty for 
me at their table? 


No, it ’s a trick I The artist knew I should never have 
the effrontery to sit there, right under the Prime Minister’s 
nose. Very well, Mr. Olivier, exhausted though I am, I shall 
not vote for you either. 

There ’s a dull pain all down my spine. My feet are like 
lead. Give it up ? Never ! I will not leave until I have 
found the masterpiece.' 

But I can stem the tide no longer. I surrender myself 
to the mob and let it bear me whither it wills . . , 

Where am I? Oh, the Architectural Eoom. Thronged this 
afternoon, like all the others. And yet, once upon a time, be- 
fore I grew old and weary — heavens, how weary I — I remem- 
ber this room with only one other person in it, and she 

Why, here 1 Eight in front of me ; No. 1285 : London 
County Westminster and Parr's Bank, Ltd. : Brondesbury 
branch. That ’sit. That's the best picture in the Academy! 

Not so much because of its chiaroscuro, not because 
of its romantic associations, but because, immediately op- 
posite that branch-bank, there’s a place where at last, at 
long, long last — ah 1 — I can sit down. 


OPEN DIPLOMACY. 

Stuno to the quick by the accusation of secrecy hurled 
at him by a portion of the Press in connection with the 
conference at Lympne, Mr. Lloyd George has arranged 
with M. Millerand, we understand, to make the next 
encounter, on French soil, a vastly different affair. As a 
delicate compliment to the Welsh blood, shared by the 
Prime Minister and the greatest of our Tudor kings, and 
through the courtesy of Sir Philip Sassoon who has 
kindly promised to defray the whole of the expenses, the 
mise en scene will be arranged to resemble, almost to the 
minutest detail, the Field of the Cloth of Gold. 

5j« >!< >!« sl< s!s 

The place of meeting will be between Ardres and Guisnes. 
Hundreds of skilful workmen, if they do not happen to be 
on strike, will be employed in erecting the pavilions that 
are to lodge the two statesmen, who will meet in open 
field, but not be allowed, either of them, to visit the camp 
of the other lest they, be suspected of secret diplomacy. 
M. Millerand and Mr. Lloyd George will first meet rid- 
ing on horseback, and each wearing as much cloth of gold 
and silver as can possibly be put upon their backs. Mimic 
jousts and mock combats will be held. Lord Derby, Lord 
Eiddell and Mr. Philip Kerr will all encounter chosen 
French champions. Six days will be given to tilting with 
the lance, two to fights with the broadsword on horseback, 
two to fighting on foot at the barriers. Mr. Lloyd George 
will wrestle with M. Millerand. 

I sic »|C 'Is sjc , 

On the last day there will be a gorgeous masque, at which 
the Prime Minister will appear accoutred as Hercules, wear- 
ing a shirt of silver damask, with a garland of green damask 
cut into vine and hawthorn leaves on his head, and in his 
hand a club with fourteen spikes. His Nemean lion skin 
will be of cloth of gold, and his buskins of the same material. 
Fountains of French wine will play in the British marquee. 
M. Millerand’s chief pavilion will have a magnificent dome, 
sustained by one huge mast, covered with cloth of gold and 
lined with blue velvet, with all the orbs of heaven worked 
on it in gold, and on the top outside a hollow golden figure 
of St. Michael. All the Press, but particularly those repre- 
senting Lord Northclipfe’s papers, will be not only 
allowed, but entreated and cajoled, to go everywhere and see 
everything, to play about with the ropes of the tents and 
take snippets of cloth of gold for souvenirs. 

* :ii 5l« i'fi 

Oh, how different from Lympne (pronounced “ mph ”) 1 
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HAMPSTEAD. 

The trouble about Hampstead is that 
it is so very much further from Ken- 
sington than Kensington is from it. 
Every day, I believe, there pass be- 
tween Ifensington and Hampstead tele- 
phone conversations something like 
this: — 

Kensington, When are you coming 
to see us? 

Hampstead, Why don’t you come 
here instead? 

Ken, It ’s such a fearfully long way. 

Hamp, I like that. Do you know 
that a bus runs the Avhole way from 
here to Kensington ? 

Ken, I don’t blame it. But I’m jolly 
sure it doesn’t go back again. 

Then Hampstead rings off in a rage 
and nothing is done about it. 

Mr. Eudyaed KipiiIno must surely 
have known of this regrettable estrange- 
ment or he would never have sung — 

North is North and West is West, and never 
the twain shaU meet 

Except in the Tube at Leicester Square or 
the corner of Oxford Street.” 

^ ^ Anyhow you will find that people 
living in Hampstead tend more and 
inore to regard themselves as dwellers 
-in the mountains, and take defiantly to 
vvearfBg plaid shawls and big hobnail 
‘brogues, and carry alpenstocks in the 
Underground witkbhem. They acquire, 


moreover, the keen steady gaze of those 
who live in constant communion with 
the silent hills, so diffesrent from the 
Oriental fatalism in the eyes of the 
Kensingtonite, which comes from the 
eternal contemplation of the posters of 
Ghu GJiin Ghotv, 

It is possible, however, to visit Hamp- 
stead, if you are sufficiently venturous, 
by bus, tube, tram or train. If you are 
very rich the best way is to take a taxi- 
cab as far as Ohalk Earm, where Lon- 
don’s milk supply is manufactured. You 
cannot go farther than Chalk Farm by 
taxi-cab, because the driver will explain 
that he is afraid of turning giddy, hav- 
ing no head for heights. You have then 
the choice of two courses, either to pur- 
chase the cab outright and drive it your- 
self, or to finish your journey by the 
funicular railway. 

Let us suppose that you have done 
the latter and emerged on the final peak 
which surmounts the Hampstead range. 
On your way upwards you will have 
been charmed by the number of- pic- 
turesque houses which seem to have 
been thrown at the side of the hill and 
I to have stuck there, and also by the 
luxuriant groves of cocoanut palms and 
orange and banana trees which the 
L.C.O, has thoughtfully planted to pro- 
, vide sustenance for London on its Whit- 
suntide Bank Holiday. It is indeed a 
pleasant thought that so 'many hard- 


working people are able on this day to 
'snatch a little leisure in the good old 
English fashion on the swings and 
roundabouts and forsake the weary 
routine of watching American films. 
These great crowds picnic also on the 
greensward, bringing their food in 
paper wrappers, so that a student of 
such matters can easily gauge the pro- 
portionate circulation of our principal 
. morning dailies by taking a walk 
, round Hampstead Heath early on Whit- 
Tuesday morning. 

When you have reached the last sum- 
mit you will find yourself confronted 
by a frowning Gothic pile known as 
Jack Straw’s Castle, and a large flag- 
staff on which the flag is only flown 
when the castellan is in residence. 
There is also a pond where the inhabit- 
ants of Hampstead, both old and young, 

. swim their dogs after sticks and float a 
great variety of boats. On fine morn- 
ings there is such a confusion of boats 
and sticks and barking dogs that, if you 
are lucky, you can come up with an 
Irish terrier and an ash plant and go 
down rather proudly with a Newfound- 
land and the latest model of Sham- 
rock xiy. 

Looking downwards from the top 
you will discern on the open slopes and 
twinkling amongst the vegetation a 
iVast multitude of white poles. On 
Saturday afternoons, I believe, there 
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are more poles on Hampstead Heath 
fchan in the whole of Kieft*. Each pole 
is attached to a boy scout, and it has 
I been calculated that,* if all the boy 
scouts in Hampstead were to set their 
poles end to end in a perfectly straight 
line from the flagstaff, pointing in^a 
south-easterly direction, they would be 
properly told off by their scout-masters 
for behaving in such an idiotic manner. 

Next perhaps in interest to the boy 
scouts, both because of their quaint 
mediaeval costume and the long lances 
which they carry in their hands, are 
the rangers of Hampstead Heath. 
Feudal retainers of the L.O.O., they 
sally ever and anon from their lairs 
with lances couched to spear up the 
pieces of paper which the people of 
London have left behind; and this 
paper-sticking is really the best sport 
to be enjoyed nowon Hampstead Heath, 
unless one counts fishing for dace in 
the ponds, which I take to be the most 
contemplative recreation, except coal- 
mining, in the British Isles; 

Amongst the very many famous 
people who either live or have lived at 
Hampstead may be mentioned Mr. 
Gerald du Mauriee, Constable, Lord 
Byron, Lord Leveehulme, John Mase- 
EiELD, Joe Beckett, the younger Pitt, 
Miss Marie Lloyd, Keats, Madame 
Pavlova, Eomney, Claude Duval and 
Eichaed Turpin, the last of whom, J 
believe, bequeathed his spurs to the 
borough in grateful memory of all that 
it had done for him. There are no high- 
waymen to be met at Hampstead Heath 
now, but the solicitor and house-agent 
of the man from whom I am trying to 

lease Number but there, perhaps 

I had better not go into that just now. 

I cannot however omit to say a few 
more w^ords about Keats, because the 
nation is trying to buy his house, 
although it has not yet been decided 
which of them is to live in it if they get 
it. In the garden of this house the poet 
is said to have written his celebrated 

Ode to a Nightingale,*' and the night- 
ingale may still be heard on Hamp- 
stead Heath in June, Presumably it is 
the same bird, and the lines, 

“Thou wast not horn for death, immortal bird ; 

Nfo huQgry generations tread thee down,” 

must be taken as a remarkable instance 
of literary foresight, for crowds of people 
have for years been trying in vain to 
trample the brave bird down and have 
evidently been hungry, or they would 
never have left so much sandwich-paper . 
about. 

Oh, and there is yet one more notable 
resident of Hampstead, as you have 
doubtless just gathered, and that is 

myself, or will be if those accursM 

but another time, perhaps. Evoe. 


A PLEA TO THE EXOHBQUEE. 

Less gifted souls may seek an earthly 
mate ; 

Lonely for ever I am doomed to be, 

For all my life to Art is dedicate ; 

Yea, Art for mine or (speaking Eng- 
lish) me. 

I *ye put away the commonplace de- 
lights 

Of humbler folk to brood on things 
sublime ; 

Eapt and aloof I ever tread the heights, 

- Thinking great thoughts and getting 
words to rhyme. 

Maidens have passed before me, but no 
bride 

Among them all have I essayed to 
choose ; I 


Sternly I ’ve put the thought o 
aside, 

An austere poet “wedded to thek 

But now of one small guerdon 1 a 
(A poet’s solace for the love he h 
That this may qualify me to atti 
The married man’s relief frc 
come-tax. ' 


Commercial Candour. 
“AMAZING SHOE OFEEE 
Last Seven Bays.” 

AdvL in Daily 2 
We know this kind of shoe. 


“Parrot, splendid talker, South 
grey, in perfect condition; good re 
selling; does not swear.” — Provincia 

Tastes differ, of course; but pei 
we should not call this a “ good ” 
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THE TARTAR PRINCESS. 

She was staying at a Finnish hydi*o 
near Helsingfors. I asked for her on 
I the telephone and her old mother an- 
I swered, 

I “ Is it you , Monsieur Anatole ? F ancy 

ringing up so early — twelve o’clock! 

^ Of course Tatiana is in bed. One can 
j see you have been away from your 
, native country a long time. We left 
Petersburg three months ago. Gome 
and see us at a reasonable time — say 
; three o’clock— and \Yell tell you all 
, about it.” 

! My two years’ sojourn in England 
; had accustomed me to English ways, 
t I had certainly committed an indiscre- 
! tion in ringing up my former clients (I 
i was their legal adviser in Petersburg) 

; at such an unconscionable time, 
j I found Tatiana, in a smart black 
I glac4 gown, reclining on a sofa and 
} smoking a cigarette in a dull sitting- 
I room, surrounded by other Eussian 
etnigres. She jumped up when she saw 
me. 

“At last, Monsieur Anatole,” she 
j said. “ You remember when you left 
^ Petersburg in 1918 I told you that you 
would be submarined, but here you are 
back again safely. I *m so glad.'* Her 
eyes shone and she held out her little 
white hand. “You have brought it 
with you ? ” 

“ What with me? 

“The soap, of course. Surely you 
remember. I asked you to buy me 
some Savon Id4ai in Paris. It is the 
only kind that suits my skin.” 

“Hut I haven’t been to Paris.” 

“You haven’t brought my soap! 
Why haven’t you been to Paris ? ” 

“ I have been to London.” 

She pouted. Why stay in London 
instead of Paris ? What silliness ! ” 

“ And how did you get here ? ” I 
j asked. 

j “ By sledge. , It was terribly exciting 
and illegal, of course, and dangerous. 
Petersburg ’s awful, illl the pipes have 
burst and there are no Eussians there.” 

“ No Eussians 1 ” I exclaimed. 
“Because the best people — I mean, 

I of course, the people who won’t work — 
have all adopted other nationalities. 
We are — what are we, Mother? ” 

“ I think it ’s Adgans, my dear,” the 
old lady chimed in. 

“Adgans,” I repeated. 

“ Something of that sort,” said the 
Princess. It doesn’t matter about the 
I name, but it ’s more convenient. You 
are under the protection of your Gov- 
ernment and then your property bene- 
fits.” 

“ Do you mean Azerbaijans ? ” I 

asked. 

“ Oh, I-dar^ay.” 


“But what claim have you to be- 
come Azerbaijans ? ” 

“Every claim,” she answered with 
asperity. “Somebody had a property 
there once— either one of our family 
or a friend. Why don’t your family 
become Esthonians? You’d find it 
much more convenient. Your father 
could leave Petersburg.” 

“But he’s never been to Esthonia.” 
“ ‘That ’s nonsense,” said Tatiana ; 
“ he must have travelled through Eeval 
at some time, and besides I remember 
he went to Eiga once to fight a case 
for the Government.” 

“ But Eiga *s in Latvia,” I protested. 
“ What does that matter? Anyhow 
we escaped with two hundred thousand 
roubles and one small trunk. The first 
few weeks we had a great time here 
and spent all our money, but after that 
we had to ‘ put our teeth on the shelf.’ ” 
“But how did you manage without 
money ? ” 

“ Well, we sell our things — ^jewellery 
and clothes. I think you might at least 
have come back through Paris ; I can’t 
understand how you forgot about the 
soap. You ’ve no idea what bad mani- 
curists the Finns are ; they ’ve torn my 
fingernails to bits.” 

“But when ydu’ve sold all your 
clothes and jewellery what do you in- 
tend to do ? ” I asked. 

Tatiana laughed. “ Then there 
the house in Petersburg that will fetch 
I quite a lot of money, and there are a 
number of people here who want it.” 

“ How can you sell a house to people 
who can’t get to it ? ” I asked, 

Tatiana shrugged her shoulders. “ Of 
course I can sell it all the better because 
they don’t know the state it’s in. I 
think England must have made you 
rather silly. You wrote and asked me 
to lunch without my husband and you 
know it’s not done in Petersburg; 
you ’ve become quite d^nglish.” 

^ “ But last time we met you were just 
divorcing the Count and I wasn’t quite 
sure of your relations with your new 
husband.” 

Tatiana kissed the tips of her fingers. 

“ He ’s lovely ! ” shq cried enthusiasti- 
cally. “ A real Cossack officer. Why, 
there he is 1 DmitiA, this is Monsieur 
Anatole, our family lawyer. He '11 sell 
the house for us, and he’s promised 
me some Savon Ideal from Paris. 
You’ll go to Paris, won’t you?” she 
said, putting a very seductive face close 
to mine. 

I parried. “It's difficult for Eus-. 
sians ” 

“ Oh, that’s aU right; you can become 
a Czecho-Slovak. I can give you a 
letter; you. need only stay there ,half- 
an-hour when you ’re passing through.” 

I felt my cherished Eussian nation- 


ality slipping away and my only safety 
seemed to lie in an instant departure. 
I caught her hand and kissed her pol- 
ished finger-tips. She bent forward and 
kissed my forehead. 

“ Good journey,” she said. 

“ A happy time at home,” I answered, 
and, saluting her husband, I hurried 
to the door. 

“I’m glad there ’s a little bit of 
Eussian left in you,” she called after 
me. “ And by the way you might 
bring two boxes of the soap ; it doesn’t 
last long,” 

ONE SPOETSMAN TO ANOTHEE. 
You that I fancied my prey 
(Mine was the blunder) — 

Three pounds I 'd back you to weigh, 
Not an ounce under — 

Are you, like prices to-day, 

Eising, I wonder? 

Triton were you among trout, 

Jaw tough as leather; 

I put it' over your snout 
Light as a feather — 

Splash 1 and the line whizzing out 
Linked us together ; 

Till, ere your fate I could seal, 

Me you eluded; 

Back came the line to the reel 
(Cast not included) ; 

Oft ’twixt the weed and the creel 
Fish slip — as you did. 

So, since all winter, alack ! 

I have bemoaned you. 

Give me a chance to get back 
Some of my own due 
Interest earn’d on the black 
Gnat that I loaned you. 

Then we .’11 be for it, we two 
(Luck to the winner !) ; 

Meanwhile be careful what you 
Take for your dinner; 

Fancy confections eschew — 

Blue, dun or spinner. 

Scorning (you ’ll grant me the boon?) 

Other folk’s gay fly, 

Under the willow till June 
Sheltered and safe lie ; 

1 shall be after you soon, 

I and my May-fly. 


‘ ‘ I should be very glad to have a movement 
started to put an end to the extravagant, un- 
seemly and disedifying length to which ladies 
in this country have gone in adopting fashions 
of dress,”— Iris/i JPajper. 

Hitherto it had been supposed that the 
objection to the modern modes was 
their excessive brevity. 

“ Coopers Wanted, dry or tight ; only Society 
men need apply .”— in Daily Daper. 

Inebriation is no longer popular among 
Society men. 




PUNCH, bE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


[May 26, 1920, 


“ ‘ We find,* ** I continued, treating him with contumely, 
MUCH THE BETTER HALF, <** 0 ^ laughing, giggling, smoking, jazzing, frivolous and 

Then you mean that neither of you is coming to the slangy crowd of ill-mannered flappers, devoid of all interest 


concert ? ’* said Margery, 

“Speaking for myself,” said John, “the answer is il 
the affirmative — or negative, just as you prefer. Any way 


I ’m not coming. Your worthy brother must decide for up my children ? * * 


in the higher aspects of life and thinking only of the latest 
the answer is iu fox-trot. What hope have I of finding among such as 
prefer. Any way, these the woman who will look after my home and bring 


himself.” 

“ Our worthy brother-in-law has spoken for me, Margery,** 
I said ; “ I also regret my inability to assist at the revels.** 
“ Then all I can say is I think you *re a couple of pigs.*’ 


“ Hooray ! ” said John, “ that *s the stuff to gie ’em.” 
Margery squeaked with indignation. 

“Look after his home, indeed,” she choked. “The 
impertinence of it ! The conceited ape ! Who does he 


“Margery, Margery,” said John, “really your lang- think he is?** 

uage I shall have to write to the papers about you.” “ Margery,” said John in his special deep tone, “ you are 

“That *s the idea,” I joined in. “‘The Modern Flapper,* too young to understand these things.** 

by ‘Broad-minded but Shocked.* You *d better look out, “ Understand them ! I should just think I am. I didn’t 

Margery, or you’ll never marry. The papers are full of believe such co'nceit existed in a man nowadays.” 

letters about people like you. There’s a beauty this “It isn’t conceit, my dear Margery; it is the Eight 
morning. Half a minute ; I ’ll read it to you.” Attitude to Adopt,” said John, speaking in capitals. “ Per- 

“ Don’t trouble yourself, please,” said Margery, curling sonally, 1 admire the man. Begin as you mean to go on. 


her lip up somewhere 
over her right eyebrow. 

“No trouble at all, 
it ’s a pleasure,” I said, 
turning over the pages. 
“ Ah ! here we are. This 
is signed ‘ Disgusted 
Ex-Soldier.* Listen : — 
“‘Sir, — Speaking as 
one but recently return- 
ed to so-called civili- 
sation after the horrors 
of two years of war 
[“Conscript!” said 
John] , may I venture to 
give you my opinion of 
the Modern Girl . , .*” 
“That’s you he 
means,” said John. 

“Pah!” said Mar- 
gery. 

/‘And bah! to you 
twice,” said John. 

“ Shush, both of you,” 
I said ; “ listen to ‘ Dis- 
gusted Ex-Soldier * : — 









Fish HawJcer (reading a hook of Natural History he has bought for his son^s 
birthday)^ “Liz, I bin swindled. I've read all eeoo the index op pishes, 
an' kippers ain't even mentioned.” 


I say.” 

/| s&a” 

“ That is precisely 
what I am going to do,” 
said John, leaning back 
in his chair and stretch- 
ing his legs. “I see 
now that I have always 
been too easy - going 
with Cecilia. From now 
onwards, however, there 
will be a difference. I 
shall be master in my 
own house. In short 
— er — nous avons 
change tout cela! Am 
I right, Alan ? ” 

“ Nothing to speak 
of,” I said; “but the 
iral Hstory he has bought for his son^s j jea ’s good Carrv on 

READ ALL PEOO THE INDEX OP PISHES, »» ’ ^ ’ 

; “ Ah, well, the idea ’s 

the thing, as Shakspeare said. Anyway, the point is that 


‘ What was it kept up our hearts and spirits during the ‘Ex-Soldier* has awakened my sense of manhood In 

terrible days and nights iri the trenches ? ’ ” iuture I shall, as I say, take my rightful position.” 

“The Bum Bation,” cried John, “Hear, hear. Loud “ Indeed,” said Margery; “and how are you going to set 
cries of ‘ Down with Pussyfoot I * ” about it ? ** & b 

“Nothing of the sort,” I said. “ ‘ It was the thought of “Well, here’s a case to begin trifch,” said John. “I 

the sweet simple girls at home in England that nerved. us have said that I won’t be dragged round to your beastly 

during those frightful days.’ ” village revels to-morrow, and I stick to it. What Alan does 

«eT w course, said John feebly,, is his own concern. For my part I shall spend to-morrow 

.. for them that we suffered as we did.’ ’’ “I ’m with you,” I said ; “ we will bash the globules 


‘Hear, hear. 


Margery decided to change her tone. 
“ Don’t be beastly, John,” she said ; 


‘ you know Cecilia 


g ( T f i . ff " T ... d . OLAOIJU . UU-iXiUllU W 

t 1.1 XL X ■ nn 1 evening having a quiet million up on the table.” 

.. we suffered as we did.’ ’’ “I’m with you,” I said ; “ we will bash the globules 

“Did we? I mean was it? So it was,” said John, together.” ® 

pwing enthusiastic. “ Good old ‘ Ex-Soldier ! ’ What ’s Margery decided to change her tone. 

u , X 1 X j! *' I^on’t be beastly, John,” she said ; “ you know Cecilia 

And. when we return at last from the toil and stress expects you to come with us.” 
of war^^[6runts of appreciation from John]f what do we John laughed softly. 

..mi k .. •.:i T 1 “Precisely, my dear Margery,” he said, “and that’s a 

• very good reason why I shouldn’t go. Ceeilia always 

“ Tnhn ” XX f . X- everything she wants. And I ’m 

T{=/°^°’k + xk^'^’ matter for idle jesting, so good-natured I have always given way. But never 

go®® 0° to say, “‘What do again, Margery; I shall not come to the concerr I shaU 


wefind?’” 

“Boiled be I don’t know,* Alan,” h© finished hur- 

riedly as I looked at him again. “ I— I don't think I 
found anything.” ’ 


say to Cecilia, ‘ Cecilia, I am not coming to your concert,’ 
and that will end the matter.” 

“Then I think you *re a selfish beast,” said Margery. 

J List then Cecilia came into the room. 



WHITSUN AUCTION AT OUR BOARDING-HOUSE. 


Ruffled Veteran {wUse partner Im not led Ur suit against a “three no-trumps”). “NOT HAVING {realises the enormity of her 
0/««C«)— BBSOBB, PABTOEB?” , 


“ And who ’s a solfisli boast ? ” she asked. 

“ Not me, Cecilia,”’ I said. Cecilia is my elder sister, 
and I have known her for many years. 

“It's John,” said Margery. “He’s talking the most 
; a'wiul rot, and now he says he won’t come to the concert.” 
"Won’t come to the concert?” said Cecilia, lifting her 
eyebrows. “ Of course he ’s coming. Alan ’s going to sing 
and John will probably have to say something.” 

I sat up straight and swallowed hard. 

- “ No, Cecilia,” I gasped, “ I really can’t sing. • I ’ll turn 
Up if yo^ Iils6 SiEid chccir and 9 j 11 th.8jt sort of tiling, nut 

really I can*'t sing.’' , ^ . 

‘‘Of course you can. You must. I ve told them to put 
your name down. Everybody has got to do something. 
It 's for St. Dunstan's, you know, and everyone for miles 
round is turning up.'’ 

I subsided, murmuring feebly. | 

John was gazing moodily at the fire. ^ | 

“ So that 's that,'" said Cecilia cheerfully, resting her hand 
softly on his shoulder. And you ’d better be thinking whafe 
to say to make the jolly old farmers stump up, my dear.” 
John cleared his throat. i ^ u 

ttl’ve— er — decided not to come to the concert, dear,- 

''^^“^Bon’t be ridiculous, John,” said Cecilia, cooing like a. 
covey (or whatever it is) of ^^doves. “ Of course you re 
coming. I 've arranged it all.” t 

“ I think I 'd rather stop at home, dear, he said i 
can— er— look after Christopher and— er— there 's- a bit of 
work I have to finish.” 

“ Christopher will be in bed, and your old work can wait, 

just as it always has to.” ^ ^ r 

^ “ Well, you know, darling,” said J obn, looking furtively at 


Margery and me, “I'm not much use at 
aflairs. I always say the wrong thing.” 

“ I know you do, dear,” said Cecilia sweetly; 
all heard you before, and nobody minds.” 

She paused a moment while John gulped, 

“ So that's settled, isn’t it 7 ” she said. 
John gulped again. 


these social 


‘ but they Ve 


TO A DENTIST. 

[“Duy ohampagne is an excellent mouth-wash.” — Dt, Sim WAi-i*‘ii. iv, 
at a Conjereuc& on PTevention of Didoascs of the TcethJ] 

While in your dismal &Cill6 d*cittcute X wait 
And with 'forgotten Punches idly toy, 

How it will reconcile me to my fate 

To muse upon the mouth-wash you employ* 

Or, sejuirming in the plush-upholstered chair, 

How shall I thrill with valour to observe 
Among the implements of torture there 
A magnum of the best, to brace my nerve. 

Not the hooked probe nor hum of whirring file; 

The fearful forceps noi* the needled lance 
Will wholly banish my expectant smile 

That greets “ the foaming grape of eastern Erance.” 

E'en in that pass whereat the boldest blench. 

The “ aching time ” will quickly turn to bliss. 
When, having borne the devastating wrench, ^ 

I hear you murmur, “ Einse your mouth with this.” 

I thank you. Dr. Wallace, for that wordr ' 

My teeth, I/‘m sure, require attention soon ; 

Ah ! Widow Clicquot, how my heart is stirred 5 
Appointment? Eight. To-morrow afternoon. 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHARIVAEI. 


[May 26, 1920. 



AT THE OPERA. 

Mrst Patroness of Art “But why come heee w it boees you so?” 

Second d%tto. »My deab! Qss must ocooty omisei,i- somehow aeieb dinheb tile it’s Turn lo eo somewhebe." 


MEETING . THE COUNTESS. 
“OouiiD you find time to meet the 
Countess of Aire?” inquired the Vicar’s 
wife with her gracious smile, after we 
had chanced together at a corner of our 
village street. “At five o’clock,” she 
added; “at the cross-roads.” 

“ I shall be charmed,” said I. “ But 
what a funny meeting-place.” 

seems to me very natural,” said 
the Vicar’s wife. - 

“Is there going- to be speech-mak- 
ing ? ” I asked; : 

“How absurd! ” she answered. “ But 
of course there will be a discussion.” 

[ “Who else will be present?” I 
asked. 

“No one,” she said. 

I was never so puzzled in my life. 

“It really seems rather odd,” said I, 
“that we should meet alone at the 
cioss-roads. And it seems so romantic 
too. At five o’clock, you said ? I always 
trunk that is such a sentimental hour.” 

A bewildered look no w crept into the 
Vicar s wife’s face. 

“Are you joking* or serious ? ” she 
*1 I have not made my- 

self clear. I am simply asking if you 


could kindly meet the Countess of Aire 
in place of the Vicar.” 

“And I say'l shall be charmed,” I 
repeated; “and I think the prospect is 
most alluring, and I shall endeavour to 
do the occasion all honour, I shall put 
on my best mustard-coloured suit and 
my new green Tyrolean 'hat— the one 
with the feather in it.” 

“ I don’t see why you should, simply 
to meet the Countess of Aire.” 

* “But think of the romance of the 
meeting,” 1 urged. “Just fancy! It 
IS to be' at the cross-roads, perhaps 
above the nameless grave of a suicide. 
There I shall, be waiting at five o’clock, 
all dressed up in niy mustard suit and 
tremulous with excitement. And at 
last there will da^h up to the tryst- 
ing-place some splendid equipage*, a 
silver-plated car, or the family coach 
with prancing and foaming horses. 
And there, at the cross-roads, we shall 
have our little discussion; no speech- 
making, all quite informal. Oh, I wish 
it could have been moonlight I ” 

The Vicar’s wife began to look quite 
scared. ^ 

“Are you going mad?” she asked. 

“I think so,” I said. “Bo you know,’' 


I went on wildly, saying just anythin 
by way of preserving my sanity, 
remember that once, when I was quii 
little, I half promised I would marri 
this highly exalted person; we wer 
playing together as boy and girl in • 
garden.” . 

“ But the Countess of Aire,” cried th 
Vicar’s wife, “ never was a girl.” 

“ And never was a boy either,” 
cried. 

“The Countess of Aire,” screamec 
the Vicar’s wife— yes, she was fairh 
screaming by now— “ is a he.” 

^ “ Now that u absurd,”'I'said. i 
It was the Vicar, coming round the 
corner in his usual hurry, as if ever\; 
day were a Sunday, who saved the sit- 
uation by bumping into us both. 

“ The Countess of Aire,” shrieked his 
poor wife, frantically clutching him by 
the coat-tails, “is a man, isn’t he ^ ” 

“ Certainly,’.’ said the Vicar. “* It is 
thank Heaven for 
this, he added piously, “ we have yet to 
learn of a female County Surveyor,” - 


“Nueseby ^ Goveeness Wanted. Thre 
children, 7, 6, and 2 e^-^Daily Paper. " 

Plenty of stuff to box. . . 



THE LIMIT— AND BEYOND. 

Germany. “THEY TELL ME I’VE GOT TO MAKE UP THIS COLOSSAL SUM.' 
Tdrket. “IT’S WOESE FOE MB. I’VE GOT TO MAKE UP MY MINDV' (Sz 







THE PARLIAMBHTABY TEAIN. 

Forter Law. “Some of this stuff will have to be left for the relief train~ip we have one.” 
Mr. Lloyd George. “That’s all right so long as you can carry my little lot.” 


Monday, May 170%.— In theory the 
business of a Second Chamber is to 
revise calmly and dispassionately the 
legislation which has been scamped by 
the First. In practice what happens 
in our Parliament is that the Peers, after 
killing time with academic debates for 
two or three months, are suddenly called 
' upon, whenever a Recess is in con- 
templation, to pass three or four Bills 
through all their stages in as many days. . 
At the invitation of Lord Crawfobi) 
(Lord Salisbury perfunctorily protest- 
ing) they entered upon one of these 
legislative spasms this afternoon, and 
within less than an hour gave a second 
reading to two Bills, and a third read- 
ing to two others, besides listening 
politely while Lord Newton (with him 
Lord Lamington) bewailed the sad fate 
of certain German “Templars” (a 
species of Teutonic Quaker and quite 
harmless, we were told) who, having 
been evicted from Palestine, are now 
threatened with compulsory deportation 
to a Fatherland which they have no 
desire to visit. “ Some hustlers, your 
Peers,” remarked a visitor fresh from 
Washington. 


That distinguSed seaman, Lieufc.- 
Commander Kenworthy, would never 
think, I am sure, of speaking disrespect- 
fully of the ^Equator, but he has no 
compunction in abusing the Poles. He 
regards their recent advance into the 
Ukraine as an unprovoked assault upon 
the poor innocent Soviet Government, 
and is shocked to think that it should 
have even the negative approval of His 
Majesty’s Ministers. Mr. Bonar Law’s 
assurance that the military stores de- 
spatched to Poland from this country 
were the Poles’ own property, and that 
the fact that they were embarked upon 
a vessel called the Jolly George had 
no ulterior significance, quite failed to 
convince him. 

According to Sir Robert Horne the 
price of a best quality worsted suit, as 
made by a high-class tailor in this 
country, is approximately sixteen to 
eighteen guineas, and is still rising,, 
though he thinks it should not be more 
than twenty guineas next winter. His 
remark that quite good suits could be 
procured at much lower prices prompted 
Sir F. Hall to call attention to the 
wares of a fellow-Member, upon which 


Mr. Whitley who was occupying the 
Chair, observed, with a touch of Mr, 
Speaker’s humour, that Question-time 
must not be used for advertisement. 

The approach of the holidays gave 
pointy to Mr. Forrest's complaint of 
the inefficiency of the present arrange- 
ments for conveying passengers’ bag- 
gage by rail. Mr. Neal expressed a 
rather faint hope that the system of 
“luggage in advance” might be re- 
introduced. There are signs, however, 
that the Parliamentary train is already 
overloaded and that a good deal of 
Ministerial impedimenta will have to 
be left behind. 

Tuesday, May 18th.— Oux ancestors, 
generous fellows, considered British 
citizenship such a fine thing that they 
sought to extend its benefits as widely 
as possible. Under the existing law 
the child of British parents born in 
Canton and the child of Chinese parents 
born in Stepney are equally entitled to 
boast “ Givis Britannicus sum.'' Lord 
Stanhope, regarding- this as an objec- 
tionable anomaly, brought forward a 
Bill designed to restrict British nation- 
ality to persons of British blood. But, 
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though he did this with the object of 
enabling the Government to fulfil one of 
their election pledges, “Britain for the 
British/* he received scant sympathy 
from the Loeb Chaxcelloe, who de- 
clared that, far from making for sim- 
plicity, the Bill would produce a state 
of things “ partly overlapping and 
partly contradictory/* 

Although close upon a hundred 
Generals have been demobilised since 
the Armistice, there is no immediate 
danger of this interesting race disap- 


pearing altogether. Twenty-six of the 


finest specimens are specially 
maintained at the War Office, 
at the comparatively trifling 
cost of sixty-two thousand 
pounds a year. 

Viscount CcRzoN has many 
times both on sea and land 
shown himself the possessor 
of a fine nerve, but never more 
so than this afternoon, when 
he contrasted the activity of 
the police in apprehending 
infringers of the Motor-Oar 
Acts with their alleged failure 
to capture really dangerous 
criminals. Mr. Shortt gave 
the figures of the motor-car 
prosecutions, and resisted the 
temptation to point out the 
extent to which they had been 
swollen by the noble Lord’s 
own delinquencies 

A listless House resumed 
the discussion of the Gov- 
ernment of Ireland BiU. Mr. 

Fishes declined to accept a 
proposal to include nine 
counties, instead of six, in 
the Northern Parliament, the 
view of the Government being 
that they must cut their legis- 
lativeUlsteraccording to tbeir 
Protestant cloth. Mr.OI^Y2^BS 
announced the intention of 
theLabourParty to wash their 
bands of the Bill, which he 
r^arded as a shear waste of J 
time. Undeterred by the prospect of 
this calamity the House passed Clause I. 
by a majority of 152 . 

Wechiesdayy May Mr. Bot- 

TOMLBY obtained leave to introduce a 
Bill to create a Public Defender, in 
spite of an attempt by Lieut.-Com- 
mander Ebnworthy to strangle the 
bantling at its birth. He did not suc- 
ceed in making clear his objection to 
the measure, and it is thought that he 
may have confused it with Sir Robert 
Horne’s Bill to regulate the Supply of 
Gas. 

When the Oommittes-stage of the 
Home Rule Bili was resumed the sub- 
ject of debate was the Irish Council, 
the pivot on which all hopes of unity 


are centred. Exactly fifty Members 
were present to listen to this epoch- 
marking discussion, carried on entirely 
by a few English enthusiasts and the 
Members from Ulster. They differed 
profoundly on most of the details of 
the Council’s constitution, but were 
unanimous in expressing the belief that 
nothing much mattered since it would 
never work. Lord Winterton indeed 
prophesied that if it is composed, as 
seems probable, of a solid bloc of Sinn 
Peiners from the South and another of 
Unionists from the North there would 



■■ 'll 

Keej^er at the Zoo {exhausted with efforts to catch refracto 7 'y ihex]^ 
“Well, they can ^ave tubib fancy Mappin terbisses. A 

CAGE FOB STB EVERY TIME/^ 

be a free fight at every meeting. In 
that ease it may become a popular 
body after all. 

Commercial Candour, 

“Dry Old Chickens, 50s. to M 4s. per doz,” 

Local Pa;ye7\ 

Our Musical Athletes. 

“Douhle-action Gothic Harp (by Erard}, 
suitable for a lady in perfect condition.” 

Provincial Paper, 

For Domestic Interiors. 

“ For the Blood, Stomach, and Liver, there 
IS nothing to compare with 

Cork Linos. 800 rolls to choose from.” 

Provincial Pap&r, 

Buttered rolls, we trust. 


UNIVERSAL “ TRAINING.” 

The Great Eastern have inaugurated 
a new plan for helping food-producers 
They are sending out an instructional 
train, manned by experts and full of 
live stock — poultry and rabbits and 
goats — which is to traverse their system 
for two months. The contents will be 
on view and lectures will be given to 
cottagers, artisans, clerks — to all in fact 
who are interested in the breeding of 
the lesser live-stock, apple-growing, etc. 
The plan is so excellent that we feel 
sure it is bound to lead to 
further developments in re- 
gard to the industries and 
pursuits that really matter. 

The rural districts, it may 
be safely assumed, already 
know something about agri- 
culture. But many areas are 
still in a state of benighted 
ignorance about the results of 
intensive culture applied to 
the arts. There are parts of 
the Cornish Riviera, for ex- 
ample, in which you may 
travel for miles and miles 
without hearing a syncopated 
orchestra. Here is the op- 
portunity of the Great West- 
ern — to equip and despatch a 
train band or band train, with 
a personnel carefully selected 
from the best negro perforna- 
ers (of whom there are now 
several thousands inLondon), 
with the view of brightening 
and enlightening' the exist- 
ence of those unfortunate 
villagers hitherto beyond the 
range of the beneficent do- 
minion of din. As an antidote 
agricultural discontent we 
can conceive nothing more 
salutary. 

Again, there are portions of 
the Black Country where the 
very names of the leading 
Georgian poets are unknown. I 
A troupe of poets, personally conducted 
by Mr. Edward Marsh or Mr. Edmund 
Gosse, or both, should without delay 
be organized and sent forth by the 
North-Western and Midland Railways 
to give recitations over every portion 
of both systems. The effect on the out- 
put would be instantaneous. London 
should not be allowed to monopolize 
this stimulant to activity. Minstrelsy 
should be mobilized. It is true that a 
small group are interested in rotary 
motion, but we want to see all the 
Georgian poets on “Wheels.” If we 
cannot have a free breakfast- table, at 
least we ought to be in a position to in- 
dulge without any confcrol the appetite 
of our people for free verse. 
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“I’VE JUST ’E^, Mbs. ’Uxtable, as ^ow mit Ned is bbhaviu’ sd well that ’is sentence ts bein’ ekdooced by six months.” 
“You DON'T SAY soi' Well, bbelly, Mbs. ’Abbjb, wot a comeobt xr must be to you to ’ave a bon what does you bo 


MUCH CREDIT.” 

Lastly, the plan of the instructional 
train might be apjplied "with the most 
beneficial results to. spreading the taste 
for the Eussian Ballet. We do not 
hope to detach such bright particular 
stars as Pavlova or Karsavina from 
the London stage, but at the present 
moment, according to the latest statis- 
tical returns, there are several hundred 
Eussian dauseuses and thou- 

sands of corypMes^ of all grades congre- 
gated in the Metropolis, many of them 
without engagements, and reduced to 
giving dancing lessons to the daughters 
of profiteers^ Orypto-Semites and other 
unpropitious persons. The organisation 
of a Eussian Ballet train would there- 
fore serve the double purpose of freeing 
these gifted performers,from an ignoble 
use of their talents and at the same 
time initiating the provinces in the 
poetry of motion. 

“Oxford University. — First Innings, 

B. li. Bettington, dan out , 12 ” 
Daily Paper. 

The batsman himself, we understand, 
expressed the opinion that he had been 
“done in/’ ^ 


HIGH FINANCE. 

[Lines written at Geneva, vrith the rate of 
exchange standing at about twenty francs 
to the pound in Switzedand and about fifty 
francs to the pound in France. French and 
Swiss franc-pieces are good currency in both 
countries.] 

Now here ’s a thing which makes me 
laugh 

And in a bitter way : 

The egg, that once was twopence-half, 
Is fivepence net to-day. 

It needed but this final woe 
To fill the wretched cup, 

That Hecuba, the hen, should go 
And put her prices up. 

This Hecuba, her pride is such 
She ’ll only do her job 
For pay in francs ; she will not touch 
The honest British bob. 

Thus I, who have not got the dash 
To bon’ow, steal or beg, 

Have first of all to buy the cash 
Wherewith to buy the egg. 

And when I go to buy some francs 
To see the matter through 
I find that hereabouts the banks 
Have raised their prices too. . . . 


The farm is Swiss ; but then, suppose 
You place yourself by chance 
Upon the southern edge, your nose 
Is trespassing in France. 

’Tis here that Hecuba, the hen, 

In solitude sublime 
Does business every now' and then 
At half-a-franc a time. 

Then ought she not (of course she ought) 
To pause and shift her ground. 

And lay my egg where francs are bought 
At fifty to the pound ? Henry. 

From a music-hall advertisement : — 
“IMPOBTANT NOTICE 1 

OWING TO THE 

ENORMITY OF THIS PEODUOTION, 

FIBST HOUSE COMMENCES. .6.15.” 

Provincial Paper* 

The Hoensing authority seems to have 
been caught napping. 

“The intcrestiDg announcement is made 
that Fincliale Priory has been handed over to 
the care of the Society for the Prevention of* 
Ancient Monuments.”— Paper. , 
It is suggested that some of the London 
statues might profitably be handed over 
to the same body. 
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THE PERFECT SCULLERY. ^ 

i I WAS more tshan interested in the 
article “ About Bathrooms ” which ap- 
peared in the columns “of Punch of 
March 31st last, because I too always 
smoke a pipe in a hot bath, to which I 
add the habit of reading, not books — 
they are too sacred to risk — but news- 
papers. I also frequently indulge in 
a further luxury at this time, a cup of 
coffee, which rests on the sponge and 
soap bridge between sips. Of course 
the soap sometimes falls into the coffee, 
and if this is undetected in time a 
slight frothing at the mouth occurs, but 
no really serious harm ensues. 

I tried the effect of pictures round 
the bath — ^pictures with a shiver in 
them that made me pull the water up 
closer round my neck. But I found 
that they were being ruined by the 
steam, so I removed them and am now 
looking for some undraped but respect- 
able statuettes that will give the same 
result. 

I have not tried the rich rug stunt. 
The only rug we possess which might 
be so described is a Persian one, and is 
on our cat at present. When she has 
done with it I intend to spread it over 
the only part of the bathroom floor 
which is permanently dry. And, suffer- 
ing as our bathroom does from that 
lack of space which the writer on bath- 
rooms so justly laments, the “profound 
chair’* is out of the question. 

While his views on bathrooms are 
sound it seems evident to me that the 
writer of the Punch article lives in pre- 
war style — with servants. We don’t. 
Our last maid left us to be a Waac and 
has not been seen since in the precincts 
of domestic servitude. I did hear some- 
thing about her approaching marriage 
to a Oolonel of Hussars, but don’t know 
whether it came off or not. 

It seems to me that what is chiefly 
wrong with houses, at any rate with 
our house, is the scullery. It is smaller 
than most bathrooms, and, though it 
is anything but bare, the furnishings 
of it are not intriguing to one who, 
like myself, spends therein such an 
undue proportion of the twenty-four 
hours. 

Our present char comes three days 
a week, about eleven o’clock, has a look 
round with a duster in one hand till 
thirteen o’clock, then lunches and (pro- 
bably) has a cigarette. She leaves at 
fifteen o’clock. This means that I help 
with the washing-up of the breakfast, 
tea and dinner things on char days, 
and of luncheon things as well on non- 
char days: My share of the task is 
generally the wiping. This is not such 
an engrossing occupation as to prevent 
one fi'om thinking great thoughts at 

the same time, thoughts worthy to be 
committed to paper afterwards. Now, 
as a song-writer, 1 ask how can one get 
inspiration while gazing at a row of 
saucepans, a cullender, a bottle of metal 
paste, one ditto knife polish and a plate- 
rack ? 

If any room in the house should be 
luxuriously furnished it is the scullery. 
But what is even more important,' I 
think, is that the whole game of scullery- 
ing should be revolutionised. The im- 
plements still in use are worthy of the 
Stone Ago. The rules should be so 
framed that there should be little or no 
washing-up, in the ordinary acceptation 
of the term. 

Let me put before you a pen-picture 
of the scullery of my dreams. A cosy 
pleasant room, the whole length of the 
house in fact, with a south aspect, full 
advantage of which is secured by a long 
window filled with leaded lights of 
opalescent glass (in order that the 
Hilary-Torn pkins next door, who have 
two servants, may not grow too ribald). 
On the western wall is a rich mosaic de- 
picting Hercules cleansing the Augean 
stable, and below this a fountain of 
clear limpid water, warmed to at least 
twenty over grease-proof, gushes forth 
and flows in a pellucid stream, between 
banks of marble, to the eastern end of 
the chamber. At the fountain head 
reclines Buphemia, my wife, arrayed 
and fruoted proper, who leisurely drops 
the crockery into the stream. At the 
other end of the room, seated in a 
“profound chair” by the estuary, where 
the waters of the Eiver Plate fall into 
the Sink Basin, behold me lazily watch- 
ing tbe cups and platters as they glide 
gently down the rippling flood towards 
me, dexterously fishing out each fresh 
arrival and depositing it in a hot-air 
receptacle conveniently placed for its 
accommodation. 

Such, I say, is the scullery of my 
dreams, in which the washing up of a 
nine-hole-course dinner would be as 
pleasant as a round of golf. No un- 
sightly pots, pans, brooms, tins or 
other junk pollute the apartment; they 
are in tbe dream ante-chamber, to be 
hereinafter described or not, if the 
Editor sees fit. [En, — He does not see 
fib.l 

Shakspeare and lilr. Charles Chaplin. 

Mr. Ghaeles Chaplin writes from Los 
Angeles protesting against the allega- 
tion, made in our issue of March 31st, 
that “ he does not like Shakspeakb.” 
Mr, Punch cannot accept responsibility 
for a statement quoted from the report 
of an interview, but he has no hesitation 
in expressing his profound regret for any 
wrong that he has inadvertently done 
both to Mr. OhapLin and Shakspeare. j 

THE GREAT DIVORCE QUESTION. 

When I week-end with people I like 
them to be tactful. I thought Mrs. 
Benham lacked the tact essential to a 
hostess when she said, “We breakfast 
at half-past nine on Sundays. That 
will give us all ample time to get to 
church.” She never seemed to contem- 
plate the possibility of my having a 
Sunday morning indisposition. 

Now there is no virtue in compulsory 
church-going, but as I was for it I 
accepted my fate cheerfully. I walked 
with Benham across the park to the 
church. He is the adopted Candidate 
for the division, and he took the oppor- 
tunity of rehearsing to me a speech he 
was preparing which showed up Bolsh- 
evism in its true colours. Though no 
Sabbatarian I have the deepest objec- 
tion to political speeches on a Sunday, 
and it.was really a relief when I reached 
the gracious refuge of the church. 

The family pew was a little too near 
the pulpit, but it was most comfortable. 
When the sermon came on I settled 
myself in a restful corner to listen to 
the Archdeacon. After a moment or 
two I felt he was on sound orthodox 
lines and needed no supervision of 
mine. I leant back and gradually dozed 
off. 

Then in my sleep I became aware of 
a stern voice disapproving of something. 
It seemed to me that Benham was at a 
public meeting denouncing Bolshevism 
to a very lethargic audience. It was 
my bounden duty to support my host. 
“Hear, hear! Hear, hear!” I said 
most emphatically. * 

I woke up just as the last “Hear” 
left my lips. The choir -boys w^ere 
sniggering — you can always trust them 
to do that. A large curate was eyeing 
me as if I were something between a 
leper and a dissenter. Mrs. Benham 
was looking indignantly down the pew 
at me ; Benham was tactfully but in- 
effectively pretending not to have heard 
anything. 

I went hot all over. What could I 
do ? Should I be prosecuted for brawl- 
ing in church ? Could I possibly explain 
to the Archdeacon that I spoke in my 
sleep, and therefore was not responsible? 
There are some explanations that aggra- 
vate an offence. 

There came a terrible moment when 
the service was over. The Archdeacon 
stepped deliberately towards our pew. 

I was tempted to bolt through a stained- 
glass window. And then, as he came 
near, he beamed on me. 

“Don’t apologise, my dear Sir, don't 
apologise. . If you were so moved by 
fee picture I drew of the inroads the 
new Divorce Law would make on the 
sanctity of our homes why should you 
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Farmer, ‘<So you want a job of work, eh?*’ 

A^pplica^lt, “I SAID A JOB. I NEVER SAID A JOB O’ WORK.” 


nofc ‘express your indignation? En- 
thusiasm is far better than lethargy,” 

“ Mr. Johnson feels very strongly on 
the subject,” said Mrs. Benham, I had 
never said a word about it before her in 
my life. 

That night she surveyed me carefully. 
“I can see you’ve a headache, Mr. 
Johnson,” she said. "You had better, 
not go to church ,* there is nothing 
worse than a hot church for headache.” 

After all, Mrs. Benham is not with- 
out tact. _______ 

Another Impending Apology? 

"The Bank now gives employment to .6,000 
persons, 2,000 of whom are women. In order 
to accommodate them outside premises have 
been acquired from time to time. The chief 
of these new establishments is St. Luke’s 

Hospital fop Lunatics. I! 


MAGNANIMOUS MOTTOES. 

L A WRITER in The Evening Standard 
[ calls attention to the latest ornamenta- 
tion of the fine old Elizabethan Hall of 
Gray’s Inn, in the shape of the arms of 
Lord Birkenhead, who as a past Trea- 
surer of the Inn is entitled to this 
armorial distinction in his lifetime. 
But, he goes on, " it was not so much 
the arms as their motto which attracted 
me--the motto of a man who began his 
brilliant career as plain Mr. E, E. Smith. 
Now the Latin for ‘ smith,’ as an arti- 
pn, is faber (artificer or fabricator 
I in the primal sense); so, with a fine 
democratic courage. Lord Birkenhead 
has chosen as his family motto: ‘ Faber 
mece Fortune ’ (Architect of mv own 
Eortune).” 


We agree; but it must not be sup- 
posed that Lord Birkenhead has an 
entire monopoly of this frank spirit. 
Other eminent men who have recently 
been ennobled or decorated have shown 
a similar frankness. Thus it may not 
be known that Lord Eiddell has 
adopted a motto which reveals the 
comparatively modest beginnings of 
his greatness. Lord Eiddell was, and 
we believe still is, the proprietor of The 
Neivs of the World, Now the Latin 
for news or newness is novitas (novelty 
or unfamiliarity in the primal sense) ; 
so with a noble democratic courage he 
has chosen as his family motto: Scecul- 
omm vetiistati prcestat novitas mundi ” 
(The news of the world surpasses the 
antiquity of the ages). It is rather a 
long motto, but it is eminently Cicer- 
onian in its cadence. 

Then there is the case of Lord North- 
CLiFFE, who began his brilliant -career 
as simple Mr. Haemswoeth. Now the 
Latin for "harm ” is damnum (loss or 
sacrifice in the primal sense), and for 
"worth ” dignus. So, with a fine loyalty 
to his antecedents, Lord Noethcliffb 
has adopted the heroic and pleasantly 
alliterative motto: "Per davnia ad 
dignitatem ” (Through sacrifices to 
worthiness). 

Even more ingenious is the motto 
chosen by Lord Beaverbrook, who 
began his coruscating career as a native 
of New Brunswick. Now the Latin for 
" beaver” is castor (not to be confounded 
with the small wheels attached to the 
legs of arm-chairs), and in Greek myth- 
ology Castor was the brother of Pollux, 
who was famed as a boxer. " Boxer” 
is a synonym for "prize-fighter”; 

" prize - fighter ” recalls " Wells ” ; 
“wells” contain "water,” and "water” 
suggests " brook.” So Lord Beaver- 
BROOK, with a true allegiance to Canada, 
coupled with a scholarly mastery of the 
niceties of Classical etymology, has 
chosen for his family motto: "H Castore 
Pollux ” (Brook from the Beaver). 

THE DEVIL IN DEVON. 

The Devil walked about the land 
And softly laughed behind his hand 
To see how well men worked his will 
And helped his darling projects still, 
The while contentedly they said : 

" There is no Devil; he is dead.” 

I But when by chance one day in Spring 
Through Devon he went wandering 
And for an idle moment stood 
Upon the edge of Daccombe wood, 
Where bluebells almost hid the green, 
With the last primroses between, 

He bit his lip and turned away 
And could do no more work that day. 

E. P. 
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THE HEDGER. 

“Wot be goin’ to win the two-thirty race, varmer?” 

“Well, young eellbr, there be nine ’os^es runnin’, an I ’as three fancies an’ eour sneafin’ fancies. But, mark my 

WORDS, I SHAN’T BE A BIT SURPRISED IF ONE O’ THEY OTHER TWO DON’T DO THE TRICK.” 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE, 

{By Mr. Bunch's Staff of Learned Gkrks.) 

Thebe has recently been a notable output of books of 
“personalities"’ and critical appreciations, contemporary, 
historical and (for the most part) iconoclastic. One may 
therefore say that Mr. Hobaoe Hutchinson is distinctly 
of the movement in compiling his Bor traits, of the 'Eighties 
(Unwin). This is certainly a volume that anyone can dip 
into with instruction and entertainment, even if (to be quite 
honest) the former is likely to predominate. The fact 
is that one has become so used to the satirical method in 
portraiture, in which the attack is all and the subject 
emerges only as a beriddled target, that an ordinary pen- 
picture, however faithful, is apt to seem heavy by contrast. 
Mr. Hutchinson certainly is not of the slingers ; he will just 
“ tell you about ” the notable persons of his period, setting 
down nothing in malice, omitting little however banal, and 
rejecting no aphorism or anecdote as outworn, Perhaps his 
nearest approach to the popular method is a very occasional 
touch of gentle irony, as when he permits himself to say of 
G. W. E. Kussell (to whose Bortraits of the Seventies the 
present volume is intended as a sequel) that he “ used to 
drive about London in a carriage picked out in colours that 
did not suggest that he sought seclusion.” I have no 
space for the barest list of the sitters in Mr. Hutchinson’s 
crowded picture of a time rich in character, his treatment 
of which aims rather at covering a wide ground than at 


intimacy of detail. To mention but one, it is interesting 
to compare his General Gobuon with the recent present- 
ment of him by another hand. If the result is more 
creditable to Mr. Hutchinson’s kindliness than to his wit, 

I it may serve as an apt comment on the whole book. 

Beanty mid Bands (Constable) is not, as you might 
excusably suppose, a treatise on syncopation or the decline 
of Jazz, but takes its title from a verse in the Book of 
Proverbs., Beally what the' story most illustrates is the 
extent to which a clever and experienced writer can clothe 
a wildly impossible plot"” with some aspect of reality^ Miss 
Ellen Thobneycboft Powlbb assuredly does not lack 
courage ; having thought out a “ good situation ” (which it 
certainly is) she Was not going to be put off by any con- 
siderations of probability. I can’t resist some sketch of it, 
even at the risk of spoiling your pleasure. Suppose a lovely 
but selfish wife, bored to the point of flight from a well- 
intentioned husband, then involved in a railway smash 
which disfigures her beauty, destroys her memory and inci- 
dentally reforms her character ; let her by plausible circum- 
stance be mistaken for another traveller in the wrecked 
train and under a new name and personality meet her 
husband, fall in love with him, but be compelled to reject 
his suit by the presumption that his vanished wife may 
still be living — as I hinted, the result in situations is enough 
to satisfy *the most -exacting, the only real drawback being 
that hot all'Miss Eowlbr’s pleasantly persuasive efforts can 
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make me believe a word of it. If she had dared a little 
more, and inflicted the husband with blindness, impaired 
hearing and slight mental decay, I would have stretched 
a point and supposed that, during a protracted courtship, 
he might never have recognised his own wife. Lacking 
these concessions I can only report an entertaining but 
preposterous absurdity. 

Those of us who read With the Fersian Expedition know 
something about the Hush-Hush Army; enough, at any 
rate, to whet our appetites for more. Let me then recom- 
mend The Adventures of Dimsterforce (Aenold) to your 
notice, and assure you that it is a most lively account of 
as strange an enterprise as any that the War brought 
forth. Briefly, the object of General Dunsterville’s 
mission was to prevent German and Turkish penetration | 
in the area of the Caucasus, Baku and the Caspian Sea. In I 
January, 1918, he set~ 


out from Baghdad with 
what he calls “the lead- 
ing party.'* Continually 
hampered by lack of 
men, the mission failed 
to achieve its original 
object ; but what it ac- 
complished in most 
difiScuIt circumstances 
was of great value to 
the Allies. The condi- 
tions at the time when 
the author sailed from 
Enzeli with his “ Dun- 
sterforce ** to raise the 
.siege of Baku were de- 
lightfullycosmopolitan. 
He describes himself as 
** a British General on 
the Caspian, the only 
sea unploughed before 
by British keels, on 
board a ship named 
after a South African 
Dutch- President and 
whilom enemy, sailing 
from a Persian port un- 
der the Servian flag to 
relieve from the Turks 
body of Armenians 


while the historic fight between Oarmania, in Prussian 
blue, and Gap Trafalgar^ mostly crimson, competes for 
lurid splendour with the Mauretania in “dazzle *’ costume, 
staged with a sky to match. Incidentally Mr. Archibald 
Hurd has acted as showman for the collection. One might 
have found his exposition rather more substantial but for 
Sir Julian Corbett's first volume of Naval Operations, 
w^hich has set an uncomfortably high standard in sea 
history. Frankly, the deeds of the men of our merchant 
fleets, of the Cunarders no less than others, ’were so magni- 
ficent that a book to be worthy of them must be in itself as 
modest and unpretentious as they w^ere. This book is not, 

The Tall Villa (Collins), by “Lucas Malet," has a 
strange theme — no less than the deliberate wooing, by a 
sensitive unhappy woman, of a more unhappy ghost. Lord 
Oxley had lived in this odd villa on Primrose Hill a hundred 

years ago with 'a noted 



When people do posters- 


I WISH THEY wouldn’t- 


MAKE THE WORDING — 


in a revolutionary Eussian town.” “ Let the reader,” he 
adds, “pick his way through that delirious tangle, and 
envy us our task who may.” After pursuing the tricky 
course of this astounding adventure I confess myself lost, 
not in its mazes, thanks to an excellent map, but in pro- 
found admiration for “ Dunsterforce ” and its leader. 

In A Merchant Fleet at War (Cassell) it takes nearly a 
hundred pictures to illustrate the fighting effort and ex- 
periences of the Cunard Steamship Company. Quite a lot 
of them are from snap-shot photographs actually taken 
while in action with submarines, and where through an 
unfortunate oversight these have not been available^ some- 
vivid brush and imagination has done wonders to 
fiE the gap. Certainly such a subject as the passing of the 
^mtania, her decks stiE packed though her great bulk is 
three-quarters gone, the sea crowded with boats and, pre- 
sumably, drowning Englishmen, is perhaps a little poignant 
to,, be handed in this fashion; but no one can object to 
seeing a U-boat nose-diving at the instance of S.S. Phrygia, 
or another being messed up by a shell from, the Valeria; 


stage beauty who had 
finally jilted him. One 
of his descendants, 
Frances Copley, ban- 
ished from Grosvenor 
Square by her hus- 
band's financial failure 
and conscious of the 
growing rift between 
them, detaches herself 
more and more from 
the world of sense till 
she is — weE, till she is 
in just the right mood 
for seeing ghosts. First 
it is a mere shadow that 
stands by her piano ; 
next a faceless figure, 
exquisitely dressed, sits 
brooding in her chair ; 
then she hears a pistol 
shot; later — but this 
will spoil your enter- 
tainment. I cannot say 
I was quite convinced, 
but I certainly was held 
to the end by a tale very 
skilfully, almost* too 
carefully, told, and by 
the cleverness of the 
four Frances herself, the adorable Lady Lucia her 

cousin, Charlie Montagu the passionate bounder, and, alittlc 
less definite, Morris Copley the stockbroking husband. 

Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton have beaten up varrious 
American magazines afid shepherded a few Waifs and Strays 
of short stories by the late “ 0, Henry ” (William Sydney 
Porter) into a final volume of their excellent edition of 
his works. They have also included appreciations by 
various American and British critics of the author's 
achievement, together with some sparse biographical details'. 
The stories are of varying value, exercises on a sentimental 
motive cloaked by humorous or bizarre exaggeration of 
language, with those unexpected but ingeniously plausible 
endings which are of the essence of “ 0. Henby’s ” method. 
Of the criticisms, English readers will be most affected 
by Mr. Stephen Leacock’s "The Amazing Genius of 
O. Hbnby,” an analytical appreciation in the most hand- 
some terms, deploring English neglect of this master of 
one of the most difficult of art-forms — a neglect which w6 
have done something of late to remedy, ’ 



GO ALL ROUND LIKE THIS. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

Some idea of the heat experienced in 
this country last week can be deduced 
from the fact that several bricklayers 
were distinctly seen to wipe their brows 
in their own time. 

i'fi * 

i\i * 

It is all very well for Lenin to talk 
about Great Britain recognising Eussia, 
while his followers are doing their best 
to render the place almost unrecognis- 
able. - 

* 

Normally, says Dr. Geoffrey Keynes, 
a person has fifteen thousand 
millions of blood corpuscles 
circulating in his body. Peo- 
ple suffering with insomnia 
might try counting them in 
bed. 

'I: 

According to " a scientific 
journal, tests recently made 
show that microbes cannot live 
long on coins. “ Middle Class ’’ 
writes to say this is nothing 
new to him, as no germ could 
live on his salary. 

s;« Vfi 

* 

The promoters of the Milk 
and Dairies Bill hope to en- 
sure clean milk for the public. 

They seem to have thought out 
an improvement on the present 
system by which certain dairy- 
men are in the habit of wash- 
ing their milk. 

* J' 

* 

It took nature several million 
years, says The Neio York 
World j to make' a ton of coal. 

It looks as if she has arranged 
to charge us retrospectively by 
the hour for the stuff. 

❖ 

A gold wedding-ring has been 
found inside a large doerahbit 
which was shot recently in a 
wheat-field near Wilbury. The 
question arises, “ Do modern rabbits go 
through the marriage ceremony? ” 


in a local concert hall. It- is rumoured 
that a performer was at the time re- 
citing a chapter of Lord Pisher’s 
autobiography. ^ 

A strike of incubator-makers is threat- 
ened and many grocers who stock break- 
fast-eggs fear that a lot of chicks may 
come out in sympathy. 

According to an evening paper a 
young lady who was chased by a bull 
in a provincial meadow ran a quarter 
of a mile and jumped a stream sixteen 
feet wide before gaining safety. Not 



J-H -Down ao 
CHAGRIN OF MEMBER OF ADVAlNGED ART GROUP 
AT NECESSITY OF MAKING THE LETTERING OF HIS 
POSTER INTELLIGIBLE. ' 


in order to^obviate a recurrence of this 
sort of thing a movement is on foot 
to increase the number of runs in a 
century to a hundred and fifty. 

We are informed that man ar- 
rested hy Dutch fishermen in the belief 
that it was the Crown Prince making 
his escape turned out to be a notorious 
jewel thief.” The ^*ror seems to have 
been excusable. ... 

The case of the dock labourer who 
appeared at a County Court in a tail 
coat and white waistcoat is now ex- 
, plained. The man’s valet, who 
usually looks after these things 
for him, had gone on strike for 
more wages. ^ 

Charged with taking one 
hundred and forty-five pounds 
of his employers’ money a 
Newcastle office - boy was 
stated to have been reading 
trashy novels. It was thought 
to be only fair to the finan- 
cial papers that the public 
should know where he got 
the idea from. 

* !lC 

“ I reckon I can dnnk fifty 
pints a day, easy,” a witness 
told the Portsmouth magis- 
trates. He may do it for a 
while, but sooner or later his 
arm is bound to go back on 
him. ^ 

“Under British guidance,” 
says a contemporary, “Pei’sia’s 
future is bright with promise.” 
We know nothing of its future, 
but its present seems to be 
scintillating with performance 
under Bolshevik direction. 


The latest fad of the American golfer 
is to have a small painting made of 
himself in the act of driving. We feel, 
however, that it will be some tim-e 
before English golfers will place orders 
for plaster easts of their language. 

Nearly all the extra firemen required 
for the London Eire Brigade have been 
engaged. Clients are assured that ar- 
rears of fires will now be worked off 
with all speed. ^ 

'fi 

According to a daily paper a severe 
thunderstorm which recently visited 
Luton was not heard by the audience 


much of a jump, surely, considering the 
long run she took. 


^ * 

“ Whilst ruotoring between Baldock 
and Grantham one is struck by the 
greenness of the growing wheat and 
barley,” states a writer in a motor 
journal. The regularity with which 
these cereal grasses adopt this colour 
is certainly worthy of attention. 

Our heart goes out to the American 
travellers who set foot on our shores 
at Southampton one day last week just 
five minutes after closing-time. 

In their recait match against Sussex 
the first four Middlesex batsmen each 
scored a century. We understand that 


“ Cave exploration,” declares 
a writer in The Daily Mail, 
“is a most fascinating sport.” 
There is always the thrilling possi- 
bility that you may find another Liberal 

principle bidden away somewhere. 

;;; 

■ ;js 

Owing to the increased cost of living 
it is said that burglars will now only 
booktjewel robberies of two thousand 
pounds and over. 


“NEW POLICY IN IRELAND. 

No Trials Without* Arrests,” 

Dublin Paper. 

A good idea, but it was anticipated in 
the matter of jugged hare. 

“ Register as a regular reader of The Daily 

, and you at once disqualify for £3 a week 

during disablement ,” — Daily Paper. 

We shall be careful hot to register. 
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ODYSSEUS AT THE DERBY. 

[Eacing men will not need to be reminded that Polumetis (many 
counselled) is named after a common epithet of the hero of the Odyssey. \ 

At times the pulse of memory is stirred 

Out of a chronic .state of coma 

By just a poignant tune, a rhythmic word, 

A whiff of some refined aroma, 

And lo I the brain is made aware 

Of records which it didn’t know were there. 

So in a sudden moment I was shot 

Back to my boyhood and the highly 

Instructive works of Homer, long forgot. 

And with the late Odysseus (wily) 

Ploughed once again the wine-red deep 

On drawing Polumetis in a sweep. 

Oh, “ many-counselled ’* hero ! if a horse 

Your attributes may also borrow, 

Lend him your cunning round the Derby course, 
Teach him a thing or two to-morrow, 

That at the end it may be said: 

** He did a great performance with his head.** 

As you contrived by tricks of crafty skill 

Ever to down your foes and flatten ’em, 

So may he lie low going up the hill. 

Secure the inside iDerth at Tattenham, 

And do a finish up the straight 

Swift as your shafts that sealed the suitors* fate ! 

Eortune attend his name, though some deplore 

Its pedantry, and I assume it is 

Likely, from what I know of bookies* lore. 

That on the rails he’ll be Poloometis ” ; 

Eor me, I do not care two pins 

How they pronounce him, if he only wins. 0. S. 

THE SERENE BATSMAN. 

It is a common fallacy among cricketing coaches and their 
pupils that when the young batsman has mastered all the 
strokes that can be imparted to him at the nets his educa- 
tion is complete. So far from that being the case, it has 
barely begun. Under the prevailing system, the psycholo- 
gical factor, the most important of all, is entirely neglected. 
The most trying moment of a cricketer’s life is when he first 
steps forth alone from the pavilion of a publid" ground. In 
that moment all that the old pro has taught him of cuts and 
drives, forward play and back play, will not prevent his knees 
from weakening as he totters to the wicket, whereas the 
following hints may enable him to face the occasion with 
confidence if not contempt. 

Eemember that for a public performer a good entrance 
is more than half the battle; the first impression on the 
spectators is -the most lasting. 

. Nothing looks worse than a batsman hurrying out at a . 
furtive trot, as if he were going to pawn his bat. When 
your turn comes to go in, take care to be just within the 
regulation two minutes, but school yourself to emerge irom 
thepavilion at a leisurely stride with more than a suspicion 
of swagger in it. The bat should not be carried as a shy 
curate carries a shabby umbrella, but either boldly across 
the shoulder, like a rifle, or tucked under the armpit, so that 
you may do up your batting-gloves in your progress across 
the greensward. Ah excellent effect will be produced if 
you pause half-way and execute a few fancy strokes at an 
imaginary ball. Besides, you may not have another oppor- 
tunity of displaying your accomplishment. ( 

Having, as it were, reported yourself at the wicket, it is t 

a good plan to discover that you need a new batting-glove. 
This will afford you an excuse for a return journey to the 
pavilion, during which your gait will lose nothing in stateli- 
ness if you can manage to adopt the goose-step. On your 
return to the wicket you will probably find, if the weather 
is mild and the grass dry, that the fieldsmen are reclining 
on the ground ; it will enhance your reputation for non- 
chalance and good-fellowship if you can contrive to give one 
of them a playful pat with your bat in passing, especially 
if he is a total stranger to you and much your senior. 

On your second arrival at the wicket, you might get the 
wicket-keeper to take his gloves off and adjust the straps of 
your pads. This is one of many subtle ways of demoralising 
the fielding side and whetting the interest of the onlookers. 

After taking middle with such scrupulous exactitude as 
to imply that you suspect the umpire’s eyesight, take one 
of the bails and scratch a, block deep enough to plant 
something in. Then beckon to the square-leg umpire to 
come and replace the bail. In this you will be strictly 
within the law, and nobody can suspect you of the surrep- 
titious use of a little cobbler’s wax. 

Your next move should be to summon the other batsman 
to a whispered conference in the middle of the pitch. It 
doesn’t much matter what you say to him ; a new funny 
story or the plot of a play you saw last week will serve to 
make him assume an air of thoughtful attention. 

After a chat of about five minutes, you will return slowly 
to your crease, there to scrutinise the slip fieldsmen, and 
then to gaze all round the ground as if to make sure that 
the other side is not playing more than eleven men. 

When taking your stance you will do well to give full 
effect .to some such mannerism as Mr. Warner’s trick of 
hitching up the left side of the trousers and tapping the 
ground seven times. And just as the bowler is about to 
start his run you can disconcert him by suddenly whipping 
round to see if 'they have moved another man over to the 
leg side while your back was turned. 

As soon as the bowler has covered half his course to the 
wicket you should raise your hand to arrest his career. 
Then you must stroll about a third of the way up the pitch 
and give the ground a good slapping with the face of 
your bat. 

If you feel so inclined, there is no reason why you should 
not repeat this manoeuvre. Nothing is more calculated to 
upset a highly-strung bowler. And when the ball does 
come down the chances are that it will be a wide, in 
which case you will have earned one run for your side. 

If, on the other hand, it should happen to knock your 
middle stump out of the ground, there is nothing more to 
be done, but you will have the satisfactory feeling that your 
little turn in the limelight has not been utterly inglorious. 

5n /Dbemorfam, 

Cecil Clay. 

Athlete and wit, whose genial tongue 

Cheered and refreshed but never stung ; 

Maker of mirth and wholesome jokes ; 

Fit mate of dear Eosina Yokes ; 

Creator, to our endless joy, 

Of priceless Arthur Pomeroy — 

Light lie the earth above his head 

Who lightened many a heart of lead ; 

Courteous and chivalrous and gay, 

In very truth no common Clay. 

^ We learn with regret of the death of Mr, A. Chantrey 
^ORBOULD, whose work as a sporting artist was familiar 

0 an earlier generation of Punches readers. 
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THE EISE AND FALL OF 
AMATEUE EXAMINEE. 

I’HB Nabobs is, I suppose, one of the 
best girls’ schools in England. Any- 
how it is perhaps the most exclusive 
unless you have money enough. sBufc, 
as the prospectus says, “ it commands 
an extensive view of the English 
Channel,” and I suppose these things 
have to be paid for. At all events there 
^ no doubt that the principal. Miss 
i enn-Cushing, has her heart in her 
work and is a splendid disciplinarian, 

' ^ sent my niece MoUie there to 

' be fimshed.(her mother being in India), 
nr ,!• times that it is 

Molhe who will finish Miss Penn- 
Cushing, but I try to preserve a bene- 
volent neutrality confined with a regu- 
lar supply of food parcels to my niece 
•Miss Penn-Gushing is LL.A. of one 
University and LL.B. of another, and, 

I think, LL.C. of a third, so that she 
ought to be more than a match for six 
Mollies, 

Mways had. the impression 
that Miss Penn-Gushing regarded me 
IS a humble entomological specimen 


her academy, and each class in turn 
goes up to her room to receive its daily 
dose. Mollie says that when she grows 
up she is going to give up English 
literature for ever and read something 
interesting. 

I am glad that the revered Principal 
IS never present to hear Mollie’s blas- 
phemies, at which I as an uncle have 
to shudder. Since the publication of 
Tke Cambridge History of English 
Literature Penn -Cushing has 
been steadily absorbing it, to help her 
in her daily task, and has apparently 
reached the chapter in which is suit- 
ably acknowledged the debt of English 
literature to Punch, 

^ So at least I judge, for she gave the 
gills a long serious talk on humour in 
literature, how to detect it and what 
should be done about it. One rather 
sensitive child began to cry, but Ivlollie, 
who has never kept a secret in her life 
and in fact loves to drag her uncle’s 
skeletons out of cupboards, blurted out 
“ Uncle writes for Punch ! ” 

I was somewhat alarmed when I 
of this, for I did not know how 
Miss Penn-Gushing, who keeps all the 


.Ate 


invitation to examine Mollie’s form in 
literature at the forthcoming Christ- 
mas examination. I felt uplifted in 
spirit; I felt that people were beginning 
to understand me. I even entertained 
an hallucination that perhaps Mollie 
might now treat my intellect witli 
respect and stop calling me “ Old dear.” 
Three inches taller I sat down to my 
desk and, thanking Miss Penn- Cushing 
for the honour paid me, 1 promised I 
would do my best, Mthoiigh it would 
be my first appearance in the role, ' ’ 

I determined, however, not to allow 
this distinction to make me overbearing* 
to my inferiors at our next speech-davL 
I would be affable to ordinary uncles, 
common parents and suardiaus of tbe 
other girls, but I would lead tbe con- 
versation artfully on to other literary 
critics and examiners of tlie past. As 
n preparation I read up Matthew 
Aenold. 

It is not easy to be an examiner, I 
found. _ I would rather write ten lead- 
ing articles than one examination-paper 
It appeared that I had to set themes for 
essays as well as questions in litera- 
ture. We never learnt literature When 
I -was young and I didn’t know you 
eouH, but I borrowed a' text-book from 
Molhe and did'niy best. ’ ’ 
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The result was a crushing letter 
from the lady principal. She said that 
“ The Ten Points o£ a good Doll ” 
seemed a preposterous subject for senior 
students of literature to write' about, 
and “My Favourite Elopement'in Fic- 
tion ” would be outside the purview of 
any of her girls. She would substitute 
instead (with my permission), “The 
Debt of Literature (as well as Science) 
to Daewin ” and “ My Favourite Piece 
of Epic Poetry.*’ In fine, if I did hot 
really mind, she would herself set all 
the questions and I should examine the 
answers. She thought that the more 
fructiferous course. 

How to mark was my chief difficulty. 
How many marks should one give a 
darling with brown eyes and a musical 
laugh (Mollie has brought her to tea 
often) who signs herself “ Norah 
O’Brien,” and winds up delightful irre- 
levances about Daewin and her abhor-* 
rence of reptiles with a personal appeal 
to the examiner,' I do not know what 
other examiners do in such cases. It 
was a beautifully worded and most re- 
spectful appeal. I decided to give her 
forty for Norah and forty for O’Brien. 
Both names have always appealed to 
me. 

This made it necessary for me to give 
eighty marks to her sister Kathleen, 
who wrote really an excellent essay on 
a subject we had stupidly forgotten to 
set. It was an excellent subject, and 
she has even browner eyes than Norah, 
but as an examiner one must be rigid 
and impartial. 

Eunice came next. This name re- 
called dear memories of the past and of 
what might have been. But as an ex- 
aminer I could not let old dreams weigh 
down my impartial scales, so I refused 
to give her more than eighty. Finally, 
for they are really charming girls and 
know far more about literature than I 
do, I gave eighty to everybody except 
Mollie, and for being Mollie I gave her 
eighty-two. 

I forgot. There was one perfectly 
horrid little girl called Katie de Pin- 
nock. She never shared her chocolates 
wufch anyone ; the fact was notorious. 
She wrote in a copperplate hand senti- 
ments like these: “Milton awes me; 
Shelley thrills me ; Blake, the pro- 
phet of self-sacrifice, is ever my conso- 
lation and my guide. I ask for nothing 
beyond.” I gave her nineteen. 

And now comes the tragedy. Miss 
Penn-Oushing's letter of thanks was 
icy. She feared I had been “ a thought 
nepotic,” and (with my permission) she 
would revise my marks. 

She dealt me the final blow at our 
Speech-Day. “I have decided,” she 
gave out, “ to award the first prize in 
Literature to Miss Katie de Pinnock. I 


am sure, though, that you will not be 
surprised to hear that Mr. Marcus 
O’Eeilly, our examiner, was so im- 
pressed with the literary excellence of 
all your papers that he has presented 
the whole class with consolation prizes. 
We tender him our heartiest thanks.” 


Commercial Candour. 

Extract from a Canadian business- 
circular : — 

“What intelligent car owners have been 
looking for is a tire that will give them a mini- 
mum amount of service for a maximum 
amount of expenditure. You can get that 
tire from us.” 


“THE MASSACRE OF THE INNOCENTS. 
ByiTHE Rt. Hon. 0 . F. G. Masteeman. 

‘ Die, thou children of stormy dawn,’ cries 
the Prime Minister to-day, as he stamps out 
the life of his little land taxes .” — Daily News. 

According to his critic Mr. Lloyd 
Geoege seems to have done great 
violence to his syntax as well as to his 
little land taxes. 


“The bride, a tall brunette, looked a vision 
of golden beauty as she advanced up the aisle 
on the arm of her father .” — Evening Paper ^ 

We do not think that this was the 
right occasion for an exposure of 
feminine camouflage. 
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THE ART OF POETRY. 

I. 

MA^’Y people have said to me, “I 
wish I could write poems. I often try, 
but ” They meao, I gather, that 

the impulse, the creative itcii, is in 

1 them, but they don’t know how to 
1 satisfy it. My own position is that I 
j know how to write poetry, but I can’t 
; be bothered. I have not got the itch. 
The least I can do, however, is to try to 
help those who have. 

A mistake commonly committed by 
novices is to make up their minds what 
it is they are going to say befme they 
begin. This is superfluous effort, tend- 
ing to cramp the style. It is permis- 
sive, if not essential, to select a subject 
— say, MUD — but any detailed argument 
or plan which may restrict the free de- 
velopment of metre and rhyme (if any) 
is to be discouraged. 

With that understanding, let us now 
w'rito a poem about mud. 

I should begin in this sort of way : — 

^lud, nmd, 

Notliing but mud, 

0 my God ! 

It will be seen at once that we arc 
not going to have much rhyme in this 
poem ; or if we do we shall very soon 
be compelled to strike a sinister note, 
because almost the only rhymes to 
fund are bhod flood ; w’hile, as the 

authors of our hymns have discovered, 
there are very few satisfactory rhymes 
to God, They shamefully evaded the 
difficulty by using words like road, but 
in first-class poetry one cannot do that. 
On the whole, therefore, this poem had 
better be vers litre. That will take 
much less time and be more dramatic, 
without plunging us into a food of 
blood or anything drastic like that. 
W'e now go on with a little descriptive 
business : — 

Into the sunset, swallowing up the sun, 
Crawling, creeping, 

The naked flats 

Now there ought to be a verb. That 
is the worst of vers litre; one gets 
carried away by beautiful phrases and 
is brought up suddenly by a complete 
absence of verbs. However sit a pinch 
one can do without a verb ; that is the 
best of ve7's litre : — 

Amber and gold, 

Deep-stained in mystery 

And the colours of mysteiy, 
Inapprehensible, 

Golden like wet-gold. 

Amber like a woman of Arabia 

That has in her breast 

The forsaken treasures of old Time, 

Love and Destruction, 

Oblivion and Decay, 

And bully-beef tins. 

Tin upon tin, 

Old boots, and bottles that hold no more 
Their richness in them. 

And I 

'We might do a good deal more of 
this descriptive business, bringing in 
something about dead bodies, mud of 
course being full of dead bodies. But 
we had better get on. \Ye strike now 
the personal note : — 

And I, 

I too am no more than a bottle, 

An empty bottle, 

Heaving helpless on the mud of life, 

Without a label and without a cork. 

Empty I am, yet no man troubles 

To return me. 

And why? 

Because there is not sixpence on me. 

Bah ! 

The sun goes down in the West 
(Or is it the East ?) 

But I remain here, 

Drifting empty under the night, 

Drifting 

When one is well away with this 
part of the poem it is almost impossible 
to stop. When you are writing in 
metre you come eventually to the 
eighth line of the last verse and you 
have to stop; but in vers litre you 
have no assistance of that kind. This 
particular poem is being written for 
instructional purposes in a journal of 
limited capacity, so it will probably 
have to stop fairly soon ; but in practice 
it would go on for a long time yet. In 
any case, however, it would end in the 
same way, like this : — 

Mud'' mud, 

Nothing but mud, 

0 , my God ! 

That reasserts, you see, in a striking 
manner, the original motif, and some- 
how expresses in. a few words the poig- 
nant melancholy of the whole poem. 
Another advantage in finishing a long 
poem, such as this would be, in the same 
way as you began it is that it makes it 
clear to the reader that he is still read- 
ing the same poem. Sometimes, and 
especially in vers litre of an emotional 
and digressive character, the reader has 
a hideous fear that he has turned over 
two pages and got into another poem 
altogether. This little trick reassures 
him ; and if you are writing vers litre 
you must not lose any legitimate 
opportunity of reassuring the reader. 

To ti'eat the same theme in metre 
and rhyme will be a much more diffi- 
cult matter. The great thing will be 
to avoid getting mud at the end of a- 
line, for the reasons already given. We 
had better have long ten-syllable lines, 
and we had better have four of them 
in each verse. Geay wrote an elegy 
in that metre which has given general 
satisfaction. We will begin : — 

As I came down through Ohintonbiiry Hole 

The tide rolled out from Wurzel to the sea. 

In a serious poem of this kind it is 
essential to establish a locality atmo- 
sphere at once ; therefore one^mentions 
a few places by name to show that one 

has been there. If the reader has been 
there too he wall like the poem, and if 
he hasn’t no harm is done. The only 
thing is that locally Ohintonbury is 
probably pronounced Chun’ bury, in 
which case it will not scan. One can- 
not be too careful about that sort of 
thing. However, as an illustration 
Ohintonbury will serve. 

It is now necessary to show somehow 
in this verse that the poem is about 
mud ; it is also necessary to organise a 
rhyme for ‘Hole’ and a rhyme for 
^ sea,’ and of the two this is the more 
important. I shall do it like this : — 

And like the unclothed levels of my soul 

The yellow mud lay mourning nakedly. 

There is a good deal to be said against 
these two lines. For one thing I am 
not sure that the mud ought to be yel- 
low; it wall remind people of Covent 
Garden Tube Station, and no one wants 
to be reminded of that. However, it 
does suggest the inexpressible bilious- 
ness of the theme. 

I think “levels” is a little w^eak. It 
is a good poetical word and doesn’t 
mean anything in particular; but we 
have too many w^ords of that kind in 
this verse. ‘ ‘ Deserts ’ ’ would do, except 
that deserts and mud don’t go very well 
together. However, that sort of point 
must be left to the individual writer. 

At first sight the student may think 
that “ nakedly ” is not a good rhyme 
for “sea.” Nor is it. If you do that 
kind of thing in comic poetry no editor 
will give you money. But in serious 
poetry it is quite legitimate ; in fact it 
is rather encouraged. That .is why 
serious poetry is so much easier than 
comic poetry. In my next lecture I 
shall deal with comic poetry. 

I don’t think I shall finish this poem 
now. The fact is, I am not feeling so in- 
spired as I was, It is very hot. Besides, 

I have got hay-fever and keep on sneez- 
ing. Constant sneezing knocks all the 
inspiration out of a man. At the same 
time a tendency to hay-fever is a sign 
of intellect and CLilture, and all the 
great poets w^ere martyrs to it. That 
is why none of them grew very lyrical 
about hay. Corn excited them a good 
deal, and even strawy but hay hardly ever. 

So the student must finish this poem 
as best he can, and I shall be glad to 
consider and criticise wdiat he does, 
though I may say at once that tbei'e 
will be no prize. It ought to go on for 
another eight verses or so, though that 
is not essential in these days, for if it 
simply won’t go on it can just stop in 
the middle. Only then it must be 
headed “ Mud : A Fragment.” 

And in any case, in the bottom left- 
hand corner, the student must write : 
Chintontury, May 28th, 1920, 

A. P. H. 
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Elizabeth may not have charm but Who Never Came Back.*’ He romped 
ELIZABETH’S TIP FOR THE DERBY. certainly has simplicity. “You outofElizabeth'sexistenceontheSuu- 

“ Talkin’ o’ the Derby,” began Eliza- don’t mean to say,” I cried, a light day preceding the Derby, 
beth. breaking on me, “that you got your “I waited for ’imfour-an’-an-’arf ’ours, 

As a matter of fact I was not talking next month’s wages in advance just to an’ ’e didn’t turn up,” she informed me 
of the Derby or even thinking of it at put it all on a horse? ” next day. 

the moment. 1 had just been telling “That I did,” she replied complacent- “Perhaps he was prevented from 
Elizabeth that the omelette which she ly. “You see, my young man ses that, keeping the appointment,” I suggested 
had served us at dinner was leathery, if you put it on some time before’and, to comfort her, though I felt the out- 
and her remark struck me as irrelevant. 3"ou get a better price, so I thort I’d look was gloomy. 

“ Master thinks the omelettes would give it to ’im to put on at once. ’E She shook her head. “ I ’ll never see 
be lighter if j’ou fried them in more promised ’e wouldn’t waste a minnit ’im no more. I know ’em,” she said, 
butter,” I continued. Of course Master over it.” ' . > drawing on the ‘depth of her experience 

had thought nothing of the kind. But “But this is most foolish of you — to of young men who do the vanishing 
nowadays complaints must be conveyed trust your money to an entire stranger,” trick; “ An’ my money gone too. It ’s 
to domestics in this indirect wav. I expostulated. ’eartbreakin’. But 1 might ’ave known 


to domestics in this indirect way. 
Elizabeth ignored the omelette. “ 


goin’ to win fifty pounds at least,” she man,” corrected Elizabeth, tossing her 
exclaimed, and in her excitement broke head. 

the cup she held — I mean to say the For the following few days she was 


sxpostulated. ’eartbreakin’. But 1 might ’ave known 

“ ’E isn’t a stranger — 'e’s my young that that there ’orse was a bad sign.” 
an,” corrected Elizabeth, tossing her “ What horse ? ” I asked, bewildered, 
sad. “ The one ’e told me to put my money 

For the following few days she was on. The name alone ought to have set 


cup came in two in her hand as she I radiant — but then anybody would be I me agen it; it was too true to life.” 


spoke. “I ’ve got a bit on 
an ’orse for the Derby.” 

I felt slightly shocked. 

It is always surprising to 
discover a latent sporting 
instinct in one’s domestics, 
unless they are highly 
placed and dignified do- 
mestics like butlers or ^ 
head-footmen; but in a ^ 
cook-general it seems pe- 
culiarly low. 

“I shouldn’t bet if I 
were you,” I advised; “I 
think— er—Masf^r thinks,” 

I added involuntarily — 
“that you might lose ^ 
money at it.” ^ 

“ But I ’m goin’ to win 
money this time,” an- ^ 
nounced Elizabeth trium- 
phantly ; “ my young man 

ses so, and ’e knows.” 












* Try ’im wiv a worm, Guv’noe ! ” 


“And what was the 
name of the horse?” I 
inquired as she drifted 
dismally to the door. 

“’E Goes,” said Eliza- 
beth mournfully. 

THINGS NOT GENERALLY 
KNOWN, 

[By our Lunatic Con- 
tributor,) 

That the notorious King 
Belshazzar 

Was noted as the earliest 
Jazzer ; 

That, on the contrary, 
Zerubbabbl 

Was most exclusive and 
unclubbable ; 

That Eomulus and brother 


phantly ; “ my young man « ! ^ I Eemcjs 

ses so, and ’e knows.” ^ ^ who was certain of the winner of the Were not so tall as Polyphemus ; 

“Which young man?” I inquired. Derby a week before the race. In That the one weakness of Calypso 
Elizabeth, I ought perhaps to explg^n, addition to this she had got a young Was what is briefly known as “ dipso ; ” 
is uncertain about her young men. She man. Those brief periods when Eliza- That Clodius, very long ago, 
never has any lack of them ; but they beth’s young men are in the incipient First bore the nickname of “ Old Olo ; ” 
are like ships that pass in the night stages of paying her attention are That the illustrious Palestrina 
(her night out as a rule) and one by one agreeable to everybody. Elizabeth, feel- Did not invent the concertina ; 
they drift off, never stopping to cast ing no doubt in her rough untutored That Wagner’s methods in Tannhduser 
anchor in her vicinity. You know what way that God ’s in His heaven and all ’s Never appealed to 3Irs. Poyser ; 

I mean. Elizabeth can’t keep a young right with the world, sings at her work; That the Albanian Prenk Bib Doda 

charm she shows extraordinary activity when Prefers his whisky mimes soda ; 
which Barrie describes as “ a sort of a going about her duties. She does un- That good Professor Flinders Petrie 
bloom on a woman. Or if she has any usual things like remembering to polish Did not discover Sacha Guitry. 

of that bloom it must be swamped in the brasses every week — indeed you _ 

the moist oleaginous atmosphere of have only to step into the hall and glance " 

washing-up which seems to cling per- at the stair-rods to discover the exact Journalistic Sleuths, 

manently about her. ' stage of her latest “ affair.” I remember circumstances underwhichthede- 

“ It ’s a new young man,” said Eliza- that, when one ardent swain “ in the fly- are shrouded in 

e s got work in a lacin^ stable, so that s mg her marriage before he flew away, body had shot him.”— Paver. 

ow e knows wot s goin’ to win. It ’ll she cleaned the entire house down in — 

® which makes it her enthusiasm, and had actually got “Would Persons present in Eestaurant in 
all the better for me.” to the cellars before he vanished out Shipr<^W '<^u Saturday Night, when dispute 

“ All the better for you ? ” of her life. .regard to sixpence, please oom- 

“ Yes, m. You see, the more you puts The follower from the racing stable ^^^^^^s^^h^Paper 

on the more you wms.” might aptly be described as “ The Man Who heard the bang ? 


mg ner marriage before he new away, body had shot Indian Paper. 

she cleaned the entire bouse down in — 

her enthusiasm, and had actually got “Would Persons present in Eestaurant in 
to the cellars before he vanished out Shiprow .on Saturday Night, when dispute 
of her life regard to sixpence, please oom- 

The follower from the racing stable ^ Scotch Paper. 






[Week-end, llostes^es are now giving “Lend-a-hand” parties, at whicli every guest is expected to do some lioiiseliold service.] 

Wife. “I’m asking Dolly Ditchwatee this week-end. Bit dull, but she doesn’t drop the china.” 

Husband. “Don’t forget Beetie Bunt. Bit op a bounder, but he’s an ace at cleaning boots.” 


■ AMBEIOA AGAIN. 

A SITUATION of extreme international 
ddicacy has recently arisen. We under- 
stand, with regard to the impending 
strike of Italian organ-grinders and ice- 
cream merchants in the Metropolis, that 
Signori BimboihboFurioso and Bagiuolo 
Antico, representing the Amalgamated 
Society of Itinerant Instrumentalists 
ancl the National Union of Eefrigerated 
Tuck Sellers, have lately been invited to 
a conference with Dr. SIacnamara, and 
tlieir economic grievances are now under 
the consideration of the Minister op 
Labour. These, briefly, are as follows : 

(1) The high price of sugar. 

(2) Eestricted hours and insuflScient 
emoluments, ’ 

(3) Undue interference by the police. 

(4) Inadequate supplies of monkey 
.nuts. 

It now appears that in order to make 
a bid for the large Italian vote in the 
forthcoming Presidential elections in 
tlie U.S.A. a violent anti-British pro- 


paganda compaign is raging on the 
other side of the Atlantic, and that an 
enormous amount of spurious sympathy 
is being manufactured’ on behalf of the 
purveyors of rotary music 'and frozen 
confectionery in Soho. Beautiful Italian 
girls are daily besieging the British 
Embassy at Washington with placards 
bearing such inscriptions as — 

SHOULD HOKEY POKEY SUFFEK? 

ENGLAND COERCES HER TRAVEL- 
LING ORGANISTS. 

AMERICANS! HELP THE DUMB APE! 

The agitation is the more uncalled for 
since, as a matter of fact, both Signor 
Euribso and Signor Antico, like most of 
their compatriots in this country, are 
pronounced Irredentists and filled with 
aspirations for a larger Italy, so that 
they have little or nothing in common 
with anti-imperialistic America. N ever- 
theless, so bitter is the feeling which 
has bebn aroused that large subsidies are 
being sent overseas and Black. Hand 
gangs organised to resist the London 


I police. All over the outer suburbs 
I organ-grinders are refusing to move on, 
and insist on playing well into , the 
early hours of the morning. Deleteri- 
ous substances of an explosive nature 
are being mingled with the ice cream, 
or else it is being supplied in such' a 
watery condition that it is impossible for 
customers to lick it out of the receptacle 
without ruining their shirt fronts and 
waistcoats. Monkeys are being trained 
to give violent manifestations of fero- 
city, and, should the present heat-wave 
continue, rabies is anticipated. ’ 

The latest development is a rumoured 
suggestion from the U.S.A. Govern- 
ment that a representative should ' ’be 
sent over to take part in the Conference, 
and the names of Mr. Joe Dempsey 
and Mr. CHARLES Chaplin' have been 
put forward as possible rhediatofs. 

“All is not plane sailing yet for tfie jGeiunan 
in search of fpreign markets .” — Evening Palter, 

But wait till their flying bagmen get to 
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hairdresser in Ancient Assyria, “Don^t go, Sir. I 


SHALL BE FINISHED WITH THIS NOBLEMAN IN THREE OR POUR HOURS.’ 


PRACTICAL ZOOLOGY. 
There is nothing which distinguishes 
your true Briton so much as the syste- 
matic study of the ways of wild animals, 
and there is no kind of instruction which 
Ian :^glish child so eagerly accepts. 

‘‘The* addax'or Nubian antelope, 
bow frequently one may hear a father 
say to his small son in tlie schoolroom, 
has horns very similar, to those of the 
l^ian antelope, but is a larger ahirhal.'’ 

Yes, father,’ responds the boy brifThtlv"^ 
“it has a tuft of long hair on the fore- 
head and large broad hoofs, adapted for 
I treading on fine and loose sands." 

But it is easier perhaps to make 
■these nice points in naSural histbry in 
the comparative calm of the home than 
in^ the more frenzied atmosphere that 
reigns ia the iioological Gardens them- 
plves. It IS for ‘that reason that' I 
pave put tqgether the few notes which 
toUow, hoping that' they may assist 
I the reader tp adopt a definite system 
in dealing with this great national'in- 
stitution and educatb'the yountr mind 
on a reasoned and scientific pkn. 
i Take the order of visiting the cages 
first. I do not complain of your natural 
wish to begin with the giraffe, because 
It has such an absurdly long neck and 
may possibly mistake Pamela’s'straw- 
fiatforabunch of hay and try to eat it 




and because you will be able to see the 
hippopotamus on the way. As a matter 
of fact you will find that the giraffe is 
not standing near the bars at all, but 
close to its stable, where it is mincing 
and bridling exactly like a lady in a 
Victorian novel, and'asTor the hippo- 
potamus you cannot see the pretty pink 
part of him because he is giving his 
famous imitation of a submarine. But 
never mind that. Your difiSculty now 
will be, “ What shall we* do next ? ” 
and in order to assist you I have con- 
structed a logical order for visiting the 
various cages. Here it is:— 

!• The lions, because you can hear 
them already roaring most horribly 
fiercely. - •' 

■ 2. The sea-lions, because they are 
saying “ Ock, ock.” 

3. The lions,- because the tiger- may 
be roaring too this time. 

T Elephant House. No, Pamela, 

. 1-1 fie is swaying about 

like j)hat. 

5. The lions, because Tony did not 
really see the black panther, which was 
asleep in one corner of its cage. 

6. The Monkey House. I suppose 

we Wijwt. . , , , 

7. The lions, to wait there till they 

are fed. . ... •' 

The only trouble about this order is 


that you may not have much time to 
visit the Mappin Terraces, and it is of 
course very important that you should 
go there b^ause of the h'ears. The 
bears by rights should be fed on um- 
brellas, because they suck the stick and 
the ribs of the frame for all the world 
as if they were pieces of asparagus, and 
tear the silk part very carefully into 
tiny little shreds. But umbrellas are 
very expensive just now and the keeper 
does not think they are very good for 
the bears either. It is better to give 
them oranges, but oranges are expen 
siye too, so you must make quite cer- 
tain that you do not waste them on the 
grizzlies which are not on the Mappin 
Terraces at all. It is no use giving an 
orange to a grizzly bear, because it goes 
down with one quick motion, like the 
i^d into the right-hand top pocket. 
But if you give it to one of the Hima- 
ayan bears he opens it and scoops out 
all the inside and guzzles it up and 
then sits down and licks his paws ex- 
actly like a Christian, and while he is 
doing tliat the other Himalayan bear 
comes up and is so annoyed at not 
having an orange too that he lies d6wn 
and groans with rage and flaps himself 
with his paws. So you have to get 
another orange. 

Another thing that you have missed 
au this time and ought th- see if pos- 














sible is the Antelope House, where the 
telephone is. I don’t know why the 
antelopes want a telephone more than 
all the other animals, but they do. Of 
course if they knew how bad the tele- 
phone is they would realise that with 
their long legs they could get there and 
back again in much quicker time than 
it takes to get a call through. 

And then there are the Small Birds. 
It is not known to everybody, least of 
all, 1 think, to poets, that the nightin- 
gale sings best of all in a cage in broad 
daylight and amongst a lot of other 
birds,' all twittering away like any- 
thing. We should like to take Mr. 
Egbert Bridges to the Small Birds’ 
House. We should like to take Mr. 
Egbert Smillie there too, and intro- 
duce him to the bird just underneath 
the nightingale, which is called the 
Talking Mynah. 

But you are not very much interested 
in coal or poetry, and will probably 
like the Sugar Birds best, for, if there 
is anything more delightful than being 
a bird, especially a tiny little bird, blue 


or green underneath, it must be living 
on sugar and having grapes stuck in 
the bars of your cage. 

The snakes of course are slimy sort 
of creatures and their house is a long 
way off, and, though we fully agree 
with you that the monkeys were just 
like real persons, we think we really 
ought to be starting home now. 

No, there is no time to see the lions 
again. . . . Evoe. 

THE CAP THAT FITS. 

“Gerald,' dear,” said my wife the 
other evening, “I wish you’d write 
and order some more notepaper ; we ’ve 
hardly any left.” 

“ All right, Margaret. What sort do 
you want ? The last lot was beastly — 
too thick to make into spills and not 
large enough for drawing up the fire.” 

“Well, here’s a list of the different 
kinds they have in stock at Jones and 
.Eobinson’s.” 

I took it from her and glanced through 
it. “ What do you say to ‘ Cream Laid,' 
Margaret? I like the sound of that. 


It will make me feel so nice and cool 
in the hot weather to think of the rows 
of fresh-faced country girls, in their 
spotless white overalls, pouring the 
cream delicately over the paper. I 
wonder how they get it to stop exactly 
at the edge ?,” 

“It wants a very cool head and 
steady hand, I expect,” said Margaret ; 
“they’d all be picked cream-layers, of 
course. But how would you like * thick 
hand-made paper with deckle edges’? 
What are deckle edges, I wonder ; and 
how is paper hand-made ? ” 

“Eatherlike treading grapes, I fancy, 
only that ’s done by foot, I mean they 
smash up the pulp with a very heavy 

pestle in a huge ” 

“ Mortar ! ” cried Margaret triumph- 
antly, 

“ Yes ; but am I telling this story or 
are you ? Well, and then they put it 

through a mangle ” 

“ Wurzel,” said Margaret. 

“ Wrong — just a mangle, and roll it 
out flat, after which they deckle the 
edges.” 
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“But how do they do that, Gerald ?” 
‘-Oh, they just call in the edge-deck- 
lei and say, ‘See to’t that yon edges 
be decMed ere set o’ sun,’ and lie sees 
to L His is a most; important post, I 
believe.” ^ 

Marg^et came and sat on a tuffet 
by my chair. 

“ Sorry about wurzel,” she said. 
iMow tell me all about machine-made 
paper, there’s a dear. It will be so 
nice to be able to explain all this to 
Nat when he ’s older.” 

Pa^r-making by machinery, my 
dear, I said graciously, “is a most 
compheated process. I won’t puzzle 
you with all the details, but roughly the 
idea IS to pulp up the-er— rags and 
so on in a huge sort of-er-bowl, and 
then to roll it out thin in the roll'no- 
out machine.” ° 

Margaret thought this over. “It 
sounds just the same as the hand- 
made,'’ she said. 

“Oh, no," I said quickly; ‘iifs all 
done by jnachtnery, you see. Pistons 
and rollers and — er — mechanical edge- 
decklers and so on.” . 

‘Linen Wove’ mean ? ” 
They employ people to thread the 
paper with linen threads, my dear. A 
very delicate performance ; that ’s why 


Linen Wove is so expensive. Azure 
W ove is, of course, done with blue flaxen 
threads. Silurian Bond is made by a 
fellowship of geologists, and for Chelsea 
Bank they have a factory on the bank 
of the Thames at Oheyne Walk. That ’s 
all I need tell you, though I know a 
lot more.” 

_ “ I never realised before how awfully 
interesting paper- making could be,” 
said Margaret gratefully. “ Write and 
order me a good supply of Chelsea 
Cream Wove, will you, dear ? Oh, and 
some other kind for yourself, to write 
your stories on. Don’t forget.” 

“Very well; Chelsea Cream Wove 
for you. And what shall I have ? ” 
Margaret’s mouth twitched a little. 
“Poolscap, I think, dear,” she said. 


ANALGESIA. 

(With Mr. Punch’s best wishes for the 
speedy recovery of the French Pbbsi- 

[ j^esident Desehanel . . . was compelled 
to take several analgesia cachets. (Analgesia 
I IS a condition in which there is incapacity of 
feeling pain) .«] Paper. 

When haply through excess of cake, 
In childhood’s days of fun and frolic, 
i sutferea from that local ache 
Known to the Faculty as colic ; 


Or if across the foam I fared 
And was (invariably) sea-sick. 

How much distress had I been spared 
Just by a simple analgesic. 

In the Headmaster’s awesome den, 

His cane poised o’er me palely bend- 

iiig, 

A lozenge deftly swallowed then 
Had eased the smart of its descend- 
ing. 

Thus might I have indulged in “rags,” 
Immune from every sore corrective, 
Nor need I then have stuffed my bags 
With notebooks, often ineffective. 

Henceforth, in any sort of fuss 

Life s little incidental dramas, 

As when one boards a motor-bus 
Or leaps from trains in one’s 
pyjamas — 

I 11 take a tabloid. Deschanel ! 

^ So much to me your agile feat meant ; 
L dxem2Jle 2Jrdsidentiel 
Lends quite a cachet to the treat- 
ment. 

“59 ACCIDENTS IN 5 YEARS. 

PROPOSED ROAD WIDENING TO INCLUDE 
CEMETERY CORNER.” 

’ . Evenincj Paper. 

I he only alternative would appear to 
be to enlarge the cemetery. 
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AN ERROR OF JUDGMENT AT EPSOM. 

I AM not attending the Derby this year. 
Nor was it my original intention to go 
last year, but since my beneficent em- 
ployers, unasked, offered me a day off, 
Selina insisted we ought to go. It was 
a national institution, a sight everyone 
should see once in a lifetime, and so 
forth. I protested it was an extrava- 
gance ; that to be married was really 
more than we could afford, let alone 
race-meetings. But Selina \vas firm. 
She would pay, if necessary, out of the 
house-keeping money. Besides it need 
cost nothing. We might win enough 
money to cover our expenses. 

Thus the idea of betting was intro- 
duced. Gambling in all forms is against 
my principles ; and how I came to give 
in on the point I scarcely know. Prom 
the way Selina argued one might have 
supposed that a bet on the Derby was 
a prudent investment, something in 
the nature of a life-insurance which no 
careful husband would neglect to make. 
So I yielded, merely stipulating that 
our stake was not to exceed one pound ; 
and this amount fortunately satisfied 
Selina’s conception of recklessness. 

So upon the appointed day we found 
ourselves at the famous Heath, or is it 
the Downs ? The selection of a horse 
to bear our fortunes to victory was not 
made without anxious debate, since 
Selina’s choice was based upon the 
colour scheme of the jockey’s coats, 
and mine on the romantic associations 
of the animals’ names. In the end we 
compromised on a horse called Grand 
Parade. 

Next, equally momentous, we selected 
a bookmaker who was to oblige us by 
opposing our fancy at the most advant- 
ageous rate. I was in favour of picking 
a man whose abundance of chin and 
paunch would, should he default, pre- 
vent his attaining more than four miles 
an hour on the fiat. I had already dis- 
covered one that answered this descrip- 
tion. He was soliciting clients in a 
voice that made one think a vulture 
might be rending his liver. Selina, who 
pretends to read character from faces, 
declared his eyes were too close together 
for those of an honest man. She had 
singled out a more suitable individual, 
and she indicated to me a slender 
gentlemanly man dressed' in a grey 
frock-coat with a tall hat of the same 
colour just pathetically beginning to 
grow shabby. He also invited custom, 
but in a refined, almost confidential 
tone which, in comparison with the bray-, 
ing of his rival, resembled the cooing 
of a dove. His features, which to me 
denoted weakness of character, Selina 
asserted to be those of an honourable 
man struggling with adversity. It was 
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“ So YOU ABSENTED YOUESEDF WITHOUT LEAVE, AND WENT TO EpSOM. WhAT HAVE 
YOU GOT TO SAY?” 

“That it was wobth it, Sib, even ip it do mean the loss op my pension.” 


to support an ailing wife, she felt sure, 
that he toiled at his uncongenial voca- 
tion. I should have liked to explain, 
though I knew it was useless, that our 
object in dealing with him was not to 
contribute to the support of his wife; 
that our success, indeed, might mean 
that the unhappy lady would be de- 
prived for many a week to come of 
those little delicacies that are essential 
to the comfort of an invalid. 

Against my better judgment I gave 
in and our little stake was deposited 
in his hands. I almost felt inclined 
to apologize for its smallness, but his 
courtesy in accepting it rendered ex- 
cuses unnecessary. Nevertheless I 
should have preferred, when taking up 
a position to view the race, to have 
chosen a spot from which we could 
at the same time have kept an ey^ on' 
his gentlemanly tall hat. Selina how- 


ever poohpoohed the idea. We there- 
fore walked some little distance to a 
point on the bill whence, some ten 
minutes later, we had the satisfaction 
of seeing Grand Parade gallop homo a 
winner. 

In the moment of triumph I had 
almost forgotten my apprehensions as 
to our bookmaker. Selina however 
had not, for, as we caught sight of his 
elegant grey-clad figure on our return, 
she could not resist exclaiming, “ See 
how wrong your suspicions were.” 

The crowd, set loose after the tension 
of the race, impeded our progress, so 
that by the time w^e reached him he was 
alone. Apparently he had paid off all 
the other winners, and we were the last 
claimants to arrive. 

“ Ah, I was waiting for you,” he said 
in his easy well-bred fashion. “Yoii 
will think it very strange, perhaps, but 
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for the moment I am unable to pay 
you. Most absurd. My losses have 
been rather more than I calculated, and 
I have unfortunately disbursed all rny 
available cash. You need be under 
no apprehension, however; if you will 
kindly give me your address you shall 
have a ciieque by the first post to- 
morrow.” 

I tried to recall what one did to 
welshers. I seemed to remember that 
one raised a liue-and-cry, that one 
tarred and feathered them, and rode 
them on a rail to a pond. I am, 
however, constitutionally timid about 
making my voice heard in public, and 
I was as short of tar and feathers 
as he was of ready cash. I had there- 
fore no alternative but to draw out my 
pocket- case and present him with a 
card. 

“Ah, thanks,” he said, and with a 
neat little silver pencil he scribbled on 
the back a hieroglyph of some sort, 
doubtless to jog his inemoiy. Then he 
wished me good- day with many apolo- 
gies and, politely taking off his hat to 
Selina, sauntered leisurely in the direc- 
tion of the railway-station. 

I confess that this contretemps some- 
what dashed my spirits. Nor was rny 
chagrin lessened by observing, during 
the remainder of the afternoon, my 
corpulent friend, notwithstanding the 
closeness of his eyes to each other, 
paying off regularly, at the end of each 
race, a host of customers with the great- 
est good grace, enlivened by coarse 
jocularities. I followed the rest of the 
sport with little zest, and my cup of 
enjoyment was not filled to overflow- 
ing when, possessing first-class return 
tickets, we had to stand, Selina as well 
as myself, in a crowded third-class 
smoker. 

Selina however preserved both herj 
spirits and her confidence. Book- 
makers, she had heard, were, as a class, 
most honourable. Their losses could 
not be recovered by law, but they re- 
garded them as debts of honour*. There 
were exceptions, of course, but the 
gentleman in grey was not <?ne of them. 

! Something told her so. I should see 
that she was right. 

At breakfast next morning we scanned 
our post for a letter in an unfamiliar 
handwriting. There was none. 

“ It was really rather early to expect 
one,” said Selina. 

On the following morning, however, 
amongst others there lay a letter in a 
’Strange writing, addressed moreover in 
precisely the same style as the de- 
scription of me on my visiting cai'd, 

“ What did I tell you ? ” said Selina. 

“ Well?” she asked, as I tore open 
the envelope and read the letter. ' 

“ This must be some mistake,” I said. 


“ It is a demand fi'om the railway for a 
first-class fare from Epsom to London. 
They state that I was detected travel- 
ling without a ticket. Eidiculous. I 
shall pay no attention to it.” 

In the evening, Iiowever, as I started 
home from the City, I thought better. 
It would save trouble if I looked in at 
London Bridge. 

“ You have come to pay ? ” said the 
chief clerk, as I showed him the note. 

“Indeed I have not,” said I. “On 
the contrary -the Company should re- 
fund me the difference between first 
and third-class fare.” 

“Do you deny, then, that you trav- 
elled back from Epsom without a 
ticket ? ” 

“Indeed I do.” 

“You will not deny, perhaps, that 
this is the card you handed the in- 
spector with a promise to pay ? ” 

I took the proffered card. I could 
not deny it, for the card was mine. I 
turned it over. There, faintly legible 
! on the back in pencil, was the hiero- 
glyph that the bookie had scrawled 
on it. 

I explained to the clerk. I also ex- 
plained to Selina when I got home. 
She, however, sticks to her original 
contention. She was not deceived. 
Fundamentally the man was honest. 
Only the expenses of his wife’s long 
illness had caused him to deviate from 
the path of probity. 


METHODIC MADNESS. 

{By our Medical Correspondent.) 
The newspapers have recently de- 
voted a certain amount of space to the 
American millionaire who, while con- 
fined in a psychopathic ward of a pri- 
vate lunatic asylum, by his clever finan- 
cial manipulations added in the course 
of six weeks five hundred thousand 
pounds to a fortune “conservatively 
estimated at three million pounds.” 
In spite of this achievement the mis- 
guided millionaire pleaded earnestly for 
his release. But the verdict of the 
New York Sheriffs’ Court was adverse. 
The expert “ alienists ” admitted that 
he possessed an extraordinary memory 
and undoubted genius, but held that he 
was none the less insane. Accordingly 
he is to remain in the psychopathic 
ward to which he was consigned “at 
the request of his aged mother.” A 
simple s'utn in addition establishes the 
fact that, if the patient maintains his 
present average, he will considerably 
more than double his fortune in a year. 
Yet none of the newspaper com men.-, 
tators have realised the tremendous 
possibilities underlying this achieve- 
ment. ’ 

We are threatened with national in- 


solvency, and here is an infallible remedy 
ready to hand. Lord Fisher’s panacea 
for our discontents was to “ sack the 
lot ” — to dismiss all our rulers and ad- 
ministrators. But he had only a glim- 
mering of the truth. Our cry should 
rather be, “ Lock up the lot.” Experi- 
ence lias taught us that if complete 
latitude is given to eccentrics and in- 
competents, if, in the words of Professor 
SoDDY, F.E.S., the destinies of the coun- 
try are entrusted to people of archaic 
mental outlook,, the result is bound to 
be disastrous and chaotic. But if you 
treat them as lunatics, there is a strong 
presumption of their mending their 
ways and proving valuable factors in 
the economic reconstruction of the 
Empire and the world. 

Grave evils call for drastic treat- 
ment, and in view of the hectic con- 
dition of the Stock Exchange and the 
“ vicious circle ” round which indus- 
trialism is now unhappily revolving I 
cannot but think that the temporary 
seclusion of the Ministry in a psycho- 
pathic ward might be fraught with 
economic consequences of the utmost 
importance. Even if they were only 
! able to reduce our indebtedness at the 
* same rate as that attained by the Amer- j 
! ican millionaire, their combined efforts 
! would represent a magnificent total. 

, Perhaps it would be wiser to proceed 
tentatively and not commit ourselves 
for more than six weeks to start with. 
It is just conceivable that; the treatment 
might stimulate extravagance instead 
of economy. Financial thrombosis is 
not unknown as one of the obscurer 
forms of megalomania* Still, as I have 
said, the experiment is worth making. 

In other spheres of activity the results 
achieved are most encouraging. For 
example, an extremely Cubist who 
wasrecently consigned toapsychopathio 
ward at the instigation of liis grand- 
mother, developed a remarkable talent 
for painting in the manner of Marcus 
Stone ; while a neo-Georgian composer 
under similar treatment has produced a 
series of etudes indistinguishable from 
the pianoforte music of Sterndale 
Bennett, though he had previously far 
outstripped the most unbridled and 
exacerbated aberrations of Scriabine in 
his latest phase. 


Commercial Candour. 

“YE OLDE TEA HOUSE 
(Opposite the Church). 
Home-Made Cakes. Antiques.” 

» iocal Paper. 

“TO BE SURE. 

‘ Why do you call that performing poodle 
Sidius?*- 

‘ He ’s a dog star, ain’t he now ? ’ ” 

Canadian Paper. 

Still we don't see it. 
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the P.D.V. will, on the word ‘ Pour,’ 
put on another beard andliave the I.C. 


m wm, m . « UIJO Y, W lil, VIX UiJLO W Ui. U. JLUU.J., i . — ^ I ■ ^ ^ m 

AT THE PLAY. pub on another beard and have the I.G. CUTCHERY CATS. 

Che Mystery OF THE Yellow Eoom.” thrown into prison.” And so forth. 0 ^^®^ to check the depredations of 

Gentlemen of the Press haying been I have no serious fault to .find with 

etfully requested not to give away these tactics. On the contrary. But public office (“Cutehery”). Bations do not 


“The Mtsteuy op the Yellow Boom.” thrown into prison.” And so forth, 


tactfully requested not to give away these tactics. On the contrary. But public office (“Cutehery”). Bations do not 
this awesome mystery, I am barred by I rather think that in the first Act an err on the side of over-abundance, and the 
the fastidious sense of honour which incident was introduced (no doubt in ®^ts in consequence are not always the most 
distinguishes our profession from spoil- the spirit of the little girl’s explanation favourable specimens.] 
ing your pleasure in this matter — a d 2 )ropos of her riddle, “That was just What time five notes on the cutehery 


course which otherwise I should natur 
ally have preferred. 


put in to make it more difficult ”), which 
was not quite cricket as it is played 


gong 

The aged orderly rings, 


Not that I have any too clear idea of by the best people in .these stage And he who calleth the waiting throng 


what it was all about or why an inno- shockers. 


Striketh his work and sings, 


cent’ gentleman should be apparently But I am on dangerous grounds. Let There cometh a man with broken 


going to be guillotined for it. For there me say that Mr. Hannapord Bennett . meats, ^ ^ . 

was no question of anyone having been has been distinctly ingenious in his Cheerily cailling, and him there greets 

murdered, the only tangible crime be- adaptation from M. Gaston’s Leroux’s With wailing of souls that are tried 

fore the Court that I could see being hectic feu illeton; that Miss Sybil Thorn- ^ too long, 

the abstraction of some scientific papers. , A bevy of Fearsome Things. 


However don’t imagine that this vague- 
ness will deprive you of the pleasures of 
shock. Only don’t go thinking about 
it. Eemember Bosamund and her Pur- 
ple Jar, 

I think I am free to tell you that a 
young journalist possessing (character- 
istically) “ fantastic humour and ex- 
uberant gaiety,” a famous amateur de- 
tective to boot, outwits all the official 
police, robs the law of its prey and 
finds a long-lost mother for himself. 

If this doesn’t excite you sufficiently 
you can extract fun from subsidiary de- 
tails. It is always diverting to the un- 
spoilt soul when the principal lady goes 
to turn up one lamp and the other 
promptly glows instead; or when, a 
particulariy obVious and commonplace 
knock assaulting the ear, she exclaims 
in tragic accents, ** There ’s someone at 
the door ; ” or when the detective drags 
from the bottom of the lake a pair of 
the driest of dry old boots. 

Or, if you are superior to this kind of 
thing, you can amuse yourself by de- 
ducing from the practice before you the 


lectic feu illeton; that Miss Sybil Thorn- . long, 

A bevy of Fearsome Things. 

f M Eibbed as railings and lank as rods, 

> Stark as the toddy trees, 

ifflOLinlllllfr Swarming as when from the bursting 

jJfiillM I fi l\ Scatter the ripened peas, 

aiWlilllli vv / \1 Flaming pupil and naked claw, 

IMIll 11 W Gaunt and desolate, maimed and raw, 

MF jflfflill li /M courtesy, but, ye gods ! 

Iwilw F' 1 i\ Never were cats like these. 

W ay ^ verity these be souls 

il l|\ Such as in life were vile, 

I ' ‘l\ ®isen again from the nethermost coals 

1 ' 1 IaJ harry the earth a while ; 

I mil 1 1 ^ Versed in wickedness, old in sin, 

I HI 11 HKMIIII' Never was hell could hold them in, 

I lil II ffliif hasten in droves and 

I '' 111 I Ui i To desecrate and defile. 

. I Here where the shadow of Ancient Lies 
^ Falleth athwart the room, 

Where the Angel of Evil Counsel plies 
)sep7i RouletaUlLe (]Mr. Abthub Pusey) to His chariot through the gloom, 
Frederic Larsan (Mr. Peanklin Dyall). Where the Lost Endeavours and Faded 
“Fathbb, I am a jouenalist; I cannot Hones 

TELL A LIB. YOU DID IT 1 ” n^ i. Vl i? 'j. • j.i 

Cluster like fruit in the mancfo-topes. 

' in ... -TT. ?n A.. Xr» 


Joseph JRouletabille (]Mr. Abthub Pusey) to 


io^wous Buies for Bevolvei’s, 'whiahy mu- ^ much finer quality of Here is the perfectest paradise 

iatis mutandis y are as old as the Aris- than is usually supplied with this h'or the damned to work their doom, 
totelian unities and, for aU I (or, pro- kind of heroine; that Miss Daisy Maek- * ^ j , -rr. 

bably. you) knoiv to the contra^were her friend played very gaily.and name of the M.nlT.S 

laid down at the same time % the same Prettily as long as the situation aUowed 3 * 1 ^ ^ ’ f 

hand. . it. and that Messrs. Feanklin Dyall, >^i!eth despite reproof 

Bwfe 2. “All Innocent Characters ex- Casson, Nicholas Hannbn, That at when 

peering murderous assault from Par- Aethce Pusey, Majoe Jones, Colston ^ ^.t ^ n ght, when the giaves give up 

ticularly Desperate Villains will provide Mansell and the Prompter all did And the tV>nT,.qA-r t, j 

themselves with revolvers. Before re- notablework. T. the thunder belloweth overhead, 

riring for the tragb S^ht fbey wUl. ■' -— ' 

grasping the revolver firmly in the ri^hfc Erudite. Contemporaries. ^ rupees ! 


themselves with revolvers. Before re- notable work. T, 

tiring for the tragic night they will, . * 

grasping the revolver firmly in the right Erudite. Contemporaries, 

hand, place it carefully (as Professor doubt the inhabitants of the seaside 

Leacock would direct) on the revolver- grateful as they turn theii 

stand The PT)V will thor. faces to the trippers and the sun. LikeNiobe, 

what to do aboS RD.^JX s ^ne.,’-l>rovinoial Pa^r. 


No doubt the inhabitants of the seaside mu/'kiv/r *2.2.1 • 

resorts are duly grateful as they turn their ^^g^strate S risen and eke the Sub 


And bicycles homeward spin ; 

The clerks depart with a shrill hubbub 
And the snores of the guard begin ; 


not^earry revolvers. They don’t need to.) “It certainly was a heavy sweU, but the Ah lockve Xe «trnr,« = 

Bztle a. “LO.’s actually attacking 8°°^ ship ‘ Onward ’ had, so to speak, got its ye the stiong-room sure and 

P.D.V.’s will on no account fire, but ad- the party aboard ; and _ . , , 

v«.mg,te.Ithilr,wiU offer thcirpfatol. *SSt 

wrist to the enemy, who will at once Me of Man Weekly 24m. ' MasterH will swsv tn th. m.,K ' 

After a brief It is on occasions like these that the ¥ 0 X 0 W oTtL Lt ' 
‘srisi«^„sjvaymg 7 this :way^ that, Manxman finds his third leg so useful A -B 






OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

[By Mr, Pu7ich*s Staff of Learned Clerics,) 
Although Madeline of the Desert (Unwin) is published in 
the First Novel series, it by no means follows^ that Mr. 
Aethur Weigall can be considered a beginner in author- 
ship, his various activities already including some volumes 
on Egyptology that have made for him a wide circle of 
appreciative readers. You will therefore be correct in 
guessing that the Desert of the title is Egyptian; also that 
the story is one in which the setting and the local colour 
are treated with expert knowledge and an infectious 
enthusiasm. Of Madeline herself I should say at once 
that nothing in her life, as shown here, became her like 
the beginning of it. ■ Her entrance into the tale, arriving 
out of the desert to consult the recluse. Father Gregory, 
whose nephew she afterwards marries, does very strikingly 
achieve an effect of personality. Madeline was a product 
of Port Said and, when we first meet her, an adventuress 
of international reputation, or lack of it. Then Bohin 
rescues, marries and educates heif. It was the last pro- 
cess that started the trouble. Madeline took to education 
more readily than a duck to water ; and the worst of it 
was that she was by no means willing to keep the results 
and her conclusions therefroncto herself ; indeed she devel- 
oped the lecturing habit to an extent that almost (but not 
quite) ruined her charm. Mr. Weigall is so obviously 
sincere in all this that, though I cannot exonerate him from 
a charge of using Madeline as the mouthpiece of his own 
sociological and religious views, I must acknowledge his 
good intentions, while deploring what seems to me an 
artistic error. But, all said, the book is very far from being 


ordinary; its quality in the portrayal both of place and 
character is of the richest promise for future stories, in 
which I hope the author will, give us more .pictures of the 
land he understands so well. 

I* certainly admit that the publishers of The Strangeness 
of Noel Carton (Jenkins) have every justification for 
speaking of it as “ a new note in a novel.’^ Indeed that 
clever writer, Mr. William Caine, has here sounded as'new, 
original and (for all its surface humour) horrible a note as 
any I have heard in fiction for some time. My trouble is 
that I can hardly indicate it without giving away the whole 
business. Very briefly the tale is of one Noel Carton, who 
has married beneath him for not quite enough money to 
'gild a detestable union, and,' being an unstable egoist and 
waster, presently seeks consolation (and pocket money) by 
writing a novel founded in part on his own position. One 
may note in passing that Mr. Caine seems to have but a 
modest idea of the mental equipment required for such a 
task. Still I suppose he knows, and anyway that isn’t the 
point. The point is that, once Noel has got himself properly 
projected into his novel,* all sorts of the queerest and most 
bogie coincidences begin to occur. Again to quote the puff 
preliminary, as the book develops the reader has a sus- 
picion which becomes almost a certainty, until the great 
and astounding climax is reached ; ” concerning which you 
may justly remark that no reader with a certainty would 
regard its verification as astounding.” But this takes 
nothing from the craft with which, on looking back, you see 
the climax to have been prepared, I could hardly, call tho 
tale altogether pleasant/ but it is undeniably new and 
vastly original 
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The good Sioux glories in his scalps, and Mr. Isaac F. 
Marcosson, of Louisville, must surely be the Great Chief 
of interviewers. Interviewing, he tells us, is, after all, only 
a form of reporting, and so are history, poetry and romance. 
What, he asks, were Mommsen and Gibbon, \V oedswoeth 
and Keats but reporters, and I can only answer, What 
indeed? To have been found worthy of tonsure by Mr. 
Marcosson it is necessary to be very eminent, and to win 
his highest praise it is essential also to be a good “ imparter,*’ 
though he has a kind of sneaking admiration for the pale- 
face who insists on handing him a written statement- and 
declines to speak. Such a one was Sir Edward Caeson. 
Hanging to Mr. Marcosson's girdle are the chevehires of 
Mr. Lloyd George, Lord Haig, Marshal Foch, Sir James 
Barrie and Mr. Eoosevelt, to name no more. Naturally 
Adventures in Interviewing (Lane) is full of side-lights on 
the I'ecent war. How could it be otherwise when so many 
celebrated brains are laid bare ? One quotation 1 cannot 
refrain from giving. 

Speaking of Lord Bea- 
verbrook be says, “He 
had come to London a 
decade ago, to live ‘ the 
life of a gentleman,’ but 
was drawn irresistibly 
into politics,” I chal- 
lenge our literature to 
produce a more beau- 
tiful “but.” 


Mistress, “Norah, do you ever repeat anything you hear the master 
AND myself say TO EACH OTHER WHEN WE HAVE A SLIGHT DIFFERENCE OP 
OPINION ? ” 

Doimstic, “The Saints forbid, Mum!” 


Miss Edith Dart 
has grouped against her 
Dartmoor setting in 
Sareel (Philip Allan) 
just the characters to 
act out the well-worn 
story of the mutual in- 
fatuation of a young 
man of birth and an 
ignorant country maid. 

Kut though Sareel, the 
little workhouse-reared 
servant at the farm, 
falls in love in the ac- 
cepted fashion with the 
best-lcokingof thethree 
young men who lodge there on a reading tour, and 
though he duly falls in love with her, the innocence of 
her soul keeps their passion on the highest plane. What 
is more, when Alan, as such young gentlemen in fiction 
generally do, changes his mind Miss Dart provides a 
happy ending, without even a suicide to spoil it, and with- 
out inconsistency either in her own point of view or in 
that of her characters. I don’t really believe that Devon- 
shire people say that they, like things “ brave and well ” 
quite as often as Miss Dart makes hers, and I wish she 
had not so great a fondness for the word “such ” that she 
must invent phrases as weird as “ though he had not sought 
such ” in order to bring it in ; but apart from these trifles 
Sareel, as something like a feminine version of a book by 
Mr. Eden Phillpotts arranged for family reading, will 
certainly please a great many people. 

If you would l;ke to see a white lady ride on a white 
horse to Banbury Cross and elsewhere with a body-guard 
of men in tin hats, carrying The Banner (Collins) and pro- 
claiming the League of Youth (against war and other evils) 
and foi’cible retirement from all offices of profit or power 
under the Crown at the age of forty, get Mr. Hugh F. 


Spender’s new and, as it seems to me, rather ingenuous 
novel. Love is not neglected, for a peer’s son, deaf and 
dumb through shell-shock, so responds to the counter- 
irritant of seeing this modern J oan riding through Piccadilly 
that he recovers both speech and hearing and promptly 
uses them to put her a leading question and understand 

her version of “But this is so sudden. However ” 

There is a people’s army ;'’a rose-water revolution with the 
King accepting it as all in the day’s dull work ; a fight or 
rather an arming of a dew last-ditchers of the old order, 
and much else that is not likely to happen outside Euritania. 
Also candid expression of the opinions of (I take it) the 
“ Wee Frees ” concerning Glamorgan Jones, 

If Mr. Alan Graham does not unsettle my conviction that 
it is easier to begin a story of hidden treasure than it is to 
finish it, I can nevertheless promise you a good day with 
the sleuth-hounds, should you decide to Folloiv the Little 

Pictures (Blackw'OOd). 
For some not too lucid 
reason I went to the 
meet with a fear in my 
heart that theeommand 
in the title referred to 
the “movies,” and my 
relief was great- on dis- 
covering that it was 
taken from a cipher 
containing the key to 
the treasure. The scene 
of this hunt is laid in 
Scotland, and the most 
notable figure among 
its followers is a cer- 
tain Laird Tanish . Th e 
pecuniary fortunes of 
the Tanish clan were 
at a low ebb, and in 
his determination to 
improve them by win- 
ning the prize the Laird 
broke all the rules of 
the game and gave way 
to terrific outbursts of 
rage in the manner of 
those explosive gentle- 
men with whom Miss Ethel Dell has familiarised us. 
There is both ingenuity and originality in this story, and I 
should be doing the author and his readers a great disservice 
if I disclosed the details of the plot. Anyone with a bent 
for treasure-hunting will be missing a fine opportunity if he 
refuses to have a day (or a night) with Mr. Graham’s hounds. 

A Sympathetic Auditor. 

“Dr. R. C. Ghostley, of Edmonton, was in the city last week and 
attended Sir Oliver Lodge’s lecture.’ Fa^h\ 



“W. W. , the Rugby Inteniational forward, won his third 

success in four days at Chesham Oddfeilow^s’ and Pores ters’ sports 
yesterday, when he took first prize in the 10 yards open event, with 
yards start, in 9 2-5 sec .” — Daily Paper, 

His strong point, we gather, is not speed but staying-power. 

A propos of the Db Keyher case : — 

“ Unfortunately, the Dora reguhition.s against free speech and 
printing were never taken before the High Court, and our ancestors 
will wonder at our timidity .” — Daily Herald, 

We understand that Sir A. Conan Doyle iias already 
received several urgent messages on the subject. 
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CHARIVARIA. 

O^wiNG to heavy storms the other 
day one thousand London telephones 
were thrown out of order. Very few 
subscribers noticed the difference. 

* ^ ❖ 

A camera capable of photographing 
the most rapid moving objects in the 
world is the latest invention of an 
American. There is some talk of his 
trying to photograph a bricklayer whiz- 
zing along at his work. 


Signor Maeooni has failed to get into 
touch with Mars. At the same time 
we are asked to deny the rumour that 
communication has been established 
between Lord Northcliffe and the 
Premier. ^ 

“Comedians,” says a stage paper, 
“ are born, not made.” This disposes 
of the impression that too many of 
them do it on purpose. 

s;: slJ 
Hi 

It has been established in the Court 


Perjury is now rampant 
in all our Courts and there 
seems to be no way of pre- 
venting it,” declares a well- 
known judge. Surely if 
they did away with the oath 
this grievance would soon 
disappear, ^ 

“ With goodwill on both 
sides,” said Lord Eoth- 
SCHILD recently, “ the Jews 
will make a success of col- 
onising their own country.” 
There will have to be assets 
as well as goodwill, it is 
thought, if they are to be 
made to feel thoroughly at 
home. ^ ^ 

* 

Mr. Gborob Bber, the 
man who built the first 
glass houses in this country, 
has died at Worthing. The 
man who threw the first 
stone from inside has not 
yet been identified, but 
suspicion points to Sir 
Frbdbrick Banbury. 

5|C 

When the police order you 
to move on’, said the Thames 
magistrate, it is better to go 
in the long run. Others de- 
clare that it is quite suffi- 
cient to melt from view at a 
businesslike waddle. 



Flapper. ‘-'Oh — and I want some 

CLEANINO HAIBBRTJSHES. ISN’T IT?” 


PEROXIDE. Er — it’s FOR 


^ >!« 
* 


“The only way to get houses,” says 
the Marylebone magistrate, “ is to build 
them.” The idea of knitting a few 
seems to have been overlooked. 

Sl« 

We understand that the Scotsman 
who was injured in the rush outside the 
post-office on the last night of the three- 
halfpenny postage, is now able to get 
about with the help of a stick. 

New motor vehicles to take the place 
of the “ Black Marias ” are now being 
used between Brixton Gaol and Bow 
Street. Customers who contemplate 
arrest should book early to avoid the 
congestion. 


of Appeal that the farther north you go 
the larger are people's feet. Surprise 
has been expressed at the comparatively 
small number of Metropolitan police- 
men who hail from Spitzbergen. 


jji 


Sydney Eichardson, the London 
messenger-boy who went to America 
for Mr. Darbw^ski, has just returned. 
It is said that one American wanted to 
keep him as a souvenir and offered him 
a job as a paper-weight for his desk. 


❖ ❖ 


The Trafalgar Hotel, Greenwich, 
famous of old for its whitebait dinners, 
has been turned into a Trades tlnion 
Club. The report that the Badja- 
mentary Labour Party has decided to 


preserve the traditions of the place by 
holding an annual red herring supper 
there is not confirmed. 

ilt 

'.i 

A certain brass band in Hertford- 
shire now practises in the evening on 
the flat roof of a large factory. We 
understand that the Union of Oat 
Musicians are taking a serious view of 
the matter, ^ 

sf; 

A vagrant was before the magistrate 
last week, charged with tearing his 
clothes and destroying all 
the buttons on them whilst 
in a workhouse ward. It 
is not known at what laun- 
dry he served his appren- 
ticeship. ^ ... 

After announcing that 
the fox which had been 
causing severe losses to 
poultry had at last been 
killed a local paper admits 
that the wanton destruction 
of fowls is still going on. 
It is thought that another 
fox of the same name was 
killed in error. 

“The Irish will take 
nothing that we can offer 
them,” say a Government 
official. Outside of that 
they seem to take pretty 
much what they want. 

We think that the atten- 
tion of the N.S.P.C.C. 
should be drawn to the fact 
that several stall-holders on 
the beach of a popular sea- 
side town are offering ices 
at twopence each, or twelve 
for one-and-six. 

A man was charged at 
the South Western Police 
Court with throwing a sand- 
wich at a waiter. Very 
thoughtless. He might have broken it. 

A new instrument for measuring 
whiskey is announced. The last whis- 
key we ordered seemed to have been 
squirted into the glass with a hypo- 
dermic syringe. 

The Bull-dog Breed. 

“H.‘Prew, b Staples, c L. Mitchell, o Ey- 
land, b Eajendrasinhji, 17.”— Dai??/ Paper. 

The gallant fellow doesn’t seem to have 
known when he was beaten, 

Wanted, tborongbly capable Woman, to 
tabe management of canteen ; one with know- 
ledge of ambulance work preferred.” 

Provincial Paper, 

A “ wet ” canteen, presumably. 


VOL. CLVm. 
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“ UNIVERSITY INTELLICENCE.” 

A Skilled Labourer,” writing to The Tmws, 
speaks of the extremists ” among the working 
classes as “cherishing a belief that the intelli 
gence of educated persons is declining.”] 

Doubtless, my Masters, you are right 
As to the lore 'which they delight 
To teach at Cambridge College; 
Contented with a classic tone, 

Those useful arts we left alone 
By which we might have held our own 
Against the Newer Knowledge. 

Even if I could still retain 
The ethics which my early brain 
Imbibed from Aristotle, 

It would not serve me much to speak 
His views on virtue (in the Greek) 
When buying table claret (weak) 

At ten-and-six the bottle. 

Or when my tailor claims his loot 
Of twenty guineas for a suit 
Of rude continuations, 

I must remain his hopeless thrall, 

Nor would it move his heart at all 
Could I from Juvenal recall 
Some apposite quotations. 

If I engaged a working-man 
To mend a leaky pot or pan 
Or else a pipe that 's porous, 

He would not modify his fees 
For hours and hours of vacant ease 
Though out of' Aristophanes 
I said a funny chorus. 

I am a failure, it appears ; 

I cannot cope with profiteers 
Nor with enlightened Labour ; 

Too late I see, on looking back, 

Where lies the blame for what I lack ; 
Why was I never taught the knack 
Of beggaring mv neighbour ? 

: 0. s 


A CONNOISSEUR’S APPRECIATION. 

Sharp Eise op Great Britain in the 
Estimation op U.S.A. 

The first-class carriage was empty. 
I threw my coat into a corner and 
settled myself in the seat opposite. 
Just as the train started to move, the 
door was flung open and a tall lean 
body hurled itself into the compartment 
and dropped on my coat. He was 
followed instantaneously by a leather 
bag which crashed on to the floor. 

“Say, these cars pull out pretty 
dick/\ 

My intelligence at once conjectured 
bat this was an American, one of the 
housands who have lately taken ad- 
antage of the exchange to spy out the 
akedness Of our land. 

I must admit that I understand 
merican only with great difficulty. I 
y to guess the meaning of each sen- 
nce from the unimportant words which 


I can interpret. I surmised somehow 
that his speech referred to the bag on 
the floor. 

So I answered, civilly enough, 
hope your bag is undamaged. Excuse 
me, I will relieve you of my coat.” So 
saying, I pulled it from beneath him 
and with a single movement flung it 
on the rack over my own bead. 

The stranger spoke again after some 
moments. He appeared to have spent 
the interval in repeating my words to 
himself, as though to grasp their mean 
ing. Yet, heaven knows, I speak 
plainly enough. 

This time he said, “ Guess my grip ’i 
O.K. But I ain't plunkin' my bucks 
on the guy that says the old country 'i 
in the sweet and peaceful.” 

After this most extraordinary and un 
intelligible communication be began to 
feel his pockets and his person all over, 
as though searching for something, 
felt myself at liberty to resume my 
study of The Spectator. 

However, I was not to be left alone, 
Again he addressed me. “Guess 
gotta band it to you.” 

I beg your pardon,” I observed 
lowering my paper. 

“ You *ve got ’em all whipped blocks, 
he went on, his absurd smile still per 
sisting. “ You 're a cracker jack, you 're 
a smart aleck. You've done to me 
what the fire did to the furnishing 
shack. You've dealt me one in* the 
spaghetti joint. Oh, I gotta hand it to 
you.” 

I could understand little of the words, 
but I gathered from his manner that he 
was congratulating me on something in 
the extravagant but interesting fashion 
of the North-American tribes, 

“ You sure put the monkey-wrench 
on me,” he continued. “ You make me 
feel like I couldn’t operate a pea-nut 
stand. I’m the rube from the back 
blocks, sure thing. I ain’t going to 
holler any — not me, I 'm real pleased 
to get acquainted. Shake.” 

I took his hand with as little self- 
consciousness as possible, not yet hav- 
ing been able to understand what praise 
worthy act 1 had accomplished. I must 
admit none the Jess that I felt vaguely 
pleased at his encomiums. 

There was a guy way back in 
Nevada used to have a style like 
yours. They called him Happy Cloud 
Sim, and he had a hand like a ham. 
See that grip? Well, Sir, Sim 'ud 
come right in here, lay his hand some- 
wheres about, and that grip ’ud vanish 
into the sweet eternal. You could 
search the hull of the cars from caboose 
to fire-box and nary a grip. He was 
an artist. Poor Sim, he overreached 
himself in Albany, trying to attach a 
cash-register. The blame thing started 


ringing a bell and shedding tickets all 
along the sidewalk. The sleuths just 
paper-chased him through the burg. 
He was easy meat for the calaboose 
that Fall.” 

I was at a loss to understand the 
relevance of this extremely improbable 
narrative. It did not appear, on the 
face of it, complimentary to connect 
me with a declared thief and gaol-bird. 
Still it was my duty to be courteous to 
one who was for the time a national 
guest. 

“ A .most interesting story,” I re- 
marked, “ and one which has the further 
advantage of conveying a moral lesson.” 

“But you got Sim beat ten blocks,” 
he resumed. “The way you threw 
your top-coat up made Sim look like a 
last year’s made-over. I never set eyes 
on a dry-goods clerk as could fix a 
package slicker. I ’ll have a lil some- 
thing to tell the home town.” 

He looked out of th e window. “ Guess 
this is Harrow,” he remarked, “ and 
we ’re pulling into the deepo. I may 
as well have my wad back.” 

So saying he put his hand into the 
folds of the coat over my head and 
withdrew a roll of notes fastened with 
a rubber band. This roll he then 
stuffed into his hip-pocket. I began to 
see the meaning of his insinuations. 

“ If you think,” said I indignantly, 
“that I saw you drop your notes 
and deliberately rolled them up in the 
coat ” 

“Nix on that stuff,” he retorted 
jovially. “I know them dollar-bills ; 
they kinder skin theirselves off the 
wad and when you come to pay the bar- 
tender they've hit the trail and you 
stand lonesome with a bitter taste in 
your mouth, like Lot’s wife.” 

The train stopped ; the man stepped 
out with the unnecessary haste of his 
kind. 

“ Well, I ’m pleased to have met you,” 
he concluded, still smiling amiably 
through the window; “if ever you 
strike Eapid City, Wis., you ’ll find me 
rustling wood somewheres near the 
saloon. I’d like to have got better 
acquainted, but I promised the folks 
I’d stop off* here and get wise as to 
bow boys is raised in your country. 
They sure grow up fine men. I reckon 
we ’re way behind the times in Eapid 
City ” 

The train passed out leaving me 
speechless with indignation. 

It took me some moments to recover 
my normal balance. Tlien I confess I 
as delighted to notice that the fellow, 
m his enthusiasm over the alleged 
lightness of my fingers, had left his 
precious “grip ” behind him. 

It travelled with me to my destina- I 
tion. I hope it is still travelling. ; 
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"ntiv CArcKis DIFFER. 

Diamoiid^s Phtob Aa ^ race— six furlongs— home gone xorong). “ Theee-didn’t I tell yer 


eontinuecf John bitterly, -i 
say again what I said just now: How 
the world progresses.” 

“ WeU, there’s no need to keep on 
saying it, dear old cauliflower,” I said • 
“ we know it progresses. What are we 


ON APPROVAL. 

John looked up from his paper. 

“Ah!” he sighed loudly, “how the 
world progresses.” 

“ 1 “ we know it progr 

I . “r«“ 4 

I Cecilia and I continued reading. 

! L7Shlj.‘ * 

! . “Where do the flies go in the winter- nosin^fn^^i, are pro- 

. ?ime? "murmured Cecilia without look- Em o^ ^ 

! ing up. system of temporary marriages which 

I ' I was weak enough to laneh Fn.- o®'? « “ssolyed if either party is dis- 

some reason it annS John ■ ® ‘rial. I only 

! “Co on, go on, llugS” he splut W of it- ^ 

tered ; “ you ’re a good pair, you^and ■— eight years ago.” 

your sister. Say something else funny ® Ifw dropped. I chuckled. 

Oeciha, and make httle brother laugh righf °°® ^ii 

I What a crowd to have married iXf X*’ ° ^ ®aid. “Can’t 

; Shrieks of laughter at every feeble joke' for XhX ^ ’ ^ry. sister, 

[ but as for intelligent conversation— »’ ro^she honour of the family." 

“ Well, we ’re reading ” i^®rself together, 


“ re reading,” said Cecilia ; 

tiOT^”^°° ^ intelligent eonversa' 

“ There ’s no need to tell me that. 
I know It only too well. I haven’t been 
mamed to you for all these years witL 
out seeing that.” ^ 

“ ' .Ml th^e years,’ ” repeated Cecilia ' 
aghast. “The vindictive brute.” 


“Eetort?” she said in surprise. 
Why on earth a retort, my dear Alan ? 
When my husband makes his first really 

f E® ^®“t? ^ ^°ri’t retort! 

I aplaud. H only I- had known the 
sort of man he is before I tied myself 


gvuu. iui yo 

1 encouraged. “ Go on, Cecilia.” 

‘ ‘ Don’t interrupt, Alan— nothing 

too good for me. Afterwards ?■ 

“Last year’s blouses and a yearly 
tnp to the Zoo. Shame ! ” I said ^ 
_ “And what about me?” said John. 

Haven 1 1 been deceived ? Didn’t you 
all conspire to make me think she was 
sweet and good? I remember somebody 
telling me I was a luclry man. I realise 

ri 7 offir.”®'® g®* 

“ Alan ! How can you let him ? ” said 
Oeciha with a small scream of rage 
“Come, come,” I said, “this family 
wrangling has gone far enough. You 
are married and you can’t get out of it 

Keids.’’®®^ 

late now. I must try to bear up ; but 

stirie^a scheme had been 

started a few years earlier. If only I 

coMd have taken her on approval.”^ 
80% ^ moment and smiled 

scene,” he resumed. 
Oeciha, I should say, ‘I have given 
you every chance, but I am afraid you 

fuff ‘ y®“s I ha?e 

suffered fro m your rotten cooking, your 
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. . . extravagance . . . and so on . . . 
et ccBtem . • . and I regret that I must 
give you a month's notice, to takp effect 
as from four o’clock this afternoon. You 
have good qualities. You are honest 
and temperate and, to some extent, not 
bad looking— in the evening, anyway. 
Your idea of keeping household ac- 
counts is atrocious, but, on the other 
hand, you look rather nice in a ham- 
mock on a hot summer day. But that 
is all I can say for you. You have not 
given me the wifely devotion I expected. 
Only last week, when I came home feel- 
ing miserable, you sat at the piano play- 
ing extracts from some beastly revue, 
when a true wife would have been sing- 
ing** Parted ’ ’ or even * * Eoses of Picardy. ” 
Again, you invariably put our child in 
front of me in all things, such as the 
last piece of cake or having an egg for 
tea. I am not jealous of the boy, mind 
you, but I hate favouritism, and I won’t 
play second fiddle to Christopher or 
anyone else. 

“ * In fact, my dear Cecilia (I use the 
phrase in its formal sense only), not 
being satisfied that you do all that was 
promised in the advertisement, I have 
decided to return you without further 
liability and ask for a refund of the 
cost of carriage. That will be all, 
thank you. You may go.’ ” 

There was a few moments’ ominous 
quiet, and then Cecilia went over the 
top with a roar of artillery and the 
rattle of machine guns. John put up 
a defensive barrage. Cecilia raked him 
with bombs and Lewis guns. He re- 
plied with heavy stuff. The air grew 
thicker and thicker. 

“ Shush ! ” I shouted through the din 
of battle. *‘Man and wife to wrangle like 
this! Think of your good name. Think 
of the servants. Think of the child.” 

Cecilia caught the last phrase and 
the noise subsided. 

^ *• Yes,” she said, breatliless but calm, 

** there ’s the hitch in your plans, Master 
John — the child. If I go I take Chris- 
topher with me.” 

“That you don’t. Christopher be- 
longs to me. He is part of my estate 
— in law. You can't take him.” 

** Can’t I?” said Cecilia. ** Am I 
his mother or am I not ? ” 

“Who pays his school-fees?” said 
John. ** What’s his name? Whose 
house does he live in? ” 

Cecilia was gathering herself for an- 
other offensive when the door opened 
and Christopher came in. 

We looked at him and he paused in 
embarrassment. 

‘*What p.re you all looking at me 
for?” he asked, smiling uneasily; *‘I 
haven’t done anything.” 

“He belongs to me,” said Cecilia 
suddenly. 


** He belongs to me," said John with 
decision. 

Christopher knows his parents fairly 
well. ** Whatever are you doing ?” he 
asked with a chuckle. 

** Come here,” said John. 

Christopher advanced and stood be- 
tween. his mother and his father. 

*‘I don’t know what I’m inspected 
to do,” he said, 

** Christopher,” said John, “to whom 
do you belong — to your mother or to 
me ? Think well, my child.” 

Christopher wrinkled his nose obedi- 
ently and thought for a moment. 

**Why,” he said, his face clearing, 
** we all b’long to each other.” 

** * The Heart of a Child,-* ” I said ; 
**the beautifullest love-story evelr told. 
Featuring Little Bandolph, the Boy 
Wonder.” 

They took no notice. They were all 
three busy rehearsing the final recon- 
ciliation scene. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 
From a special golf correspondent : — 
**I cannot remember the Latin for a daisy, 
but most emphatically ‘Delanda est.’ ” 

0 Carthego 1 

** * Pol-u-me-tis.’ The Greek brings back 
the thundrous verse of Virgil, Echoes from 
the twilight of the gods .” — Daily Pamper. 

Poor old Gotterdammerung. 

Another Sex-Problem. 

** White Milking Shorthorn Bull for Sale, 
£50.” — Farmers' Gazette^ 


“A Good Canvasser wanted for Credit Gen- 
tlemen^s wear; ready to wear and made to 
measure clothing .” — DaAly Paper. 

** One,” in fact, ** that was made a shape 
for his clothes, and, if Adam had nofc 
fallen, had lived to no purpose.’’ 


To-morrow afternoon, theDansant, 3 p.m. 
to 6 p.m. Tickets inclusive 3s. 6d. Dansant 
(only) 2s. 6d .” — Provincial Paper. 

The ‘*the ” seems Cheap at a shilling. 
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Tucr ADT nc* oncTTov It is more difficiilf; to finish a Limerick like that. But we are limited to 
THE ART OF POETRY. ^<5 finish anything in the world, sniff, tiff and whiff » And what can 

II* You see, in a Limerick you cannot you do with those ? Students, I hope, 

T 4.* .*«<•*>% 1 :•. ***. * I TTTllI Ci TTtI*. n 4 4Vl An IV /Tw* 


this lecture I propose to explain begin: — will see w’^hat they can do. My own 

how comic poetry is written. There was an old man of West Ham tentative solution is printed, by arrange- 

Comic poetry, as I think I pointed ment with the Editor, on another 

out in my last lecture, is milch more . , • • 7 (4:58). I do not pretend that it 

difiScult than serious poetry, because , Who formed an original perfect; in fact it seems to me to 
there are all sorts of rules. In serious finishing the last line with limb or hen strike rather a vulgar note. At the 

or bun. A serious writer could do that ao.mo firrKa if: le rpKf; vvino4 


how comic poetry is written. There was an old man of West Ham 

Comic poetry, as I think I pointed 

out in my last lecture, is milch more . , . . , , 

dfffipnlf. ■HAofv.r WancA Who foimed an original jpZ(2n, 


tered with impunity as soon as they more exacting traditions of I have left little time for comic poetry 

become at all inconvenient. Ehyme, Limerical composition insist that, hav- other than Limericks, but most of the 
for instance. xA well-known Irish poet fixed on Ham as the end of the first above profound observations are equally 
once wrote a poem which ran like this : must find two other rhymes applicable to both, except that in the 

‘‘Hands, do as you’re bid, Ham, and good rhymes too. This is case of the former it is usual to think 

^awthebaUoonof themind why there is so large a body of un- of the Ziz^Hine first. Having done that 

completed Limerieks. For many years you think of some good rhymes to the 
Thi.! was nrintp.dT. 3 spHnns nnnpr- ? iiavaj’sen ^ying to flmsh the foUow- last line and hang them up in mid-air, 

humorous paper (as he might weU have wpu 

done) the Idftor would have said. - Do ^ Liteenoks, only 

you pronounce it shid7'\ and the poet : was composed on the Gallipoli start at the other end ; indeed it 

would have had no answer. You see I^®^lj^sula; in fact it was composed is much easier than Limericks, though, 
he started out. as serious poets do. with I remember now I am glad to say, nobody believes this, 

every intention of organising a good *0P *^® ®'^®“ harder 

rhyme for or perhaps for shscL time. Dut in the ^uiet days of Fence money out of Flditors than it is 

but he found this was more difficult ^ ^®* I* ™®y- 

than he expected. And then, no doubt a We wiU now write a comic poem 

somebody drove aU his cattle on to than to end it. about Spring Gleaning. We will have 

his croquet-lawn, or somebody else’s *^^® s’lhtle phrasing of verses of six hnes, five ten-syllable lines 

croquet-lawn, and he abandoned the this poem is noteworthy and one six-syllable. As a last line for 

struggle. I shouldn’t complain of that ; because it is cast in the classic form, the first verse I suggest 
what 1 do complain of is the deGsitfiil- best Limericks are about a young Where have they put my hat? 

?jejs of the whole thing. Ifam'ancan’t or else an old one, who saM some We now require two rhymes to hat. 

find a better rhyme than shed for a ®hort ^arp monosyllable in the first in the present context flat will ob- 

simple word like Ud, let him give up ™®- sample : viously be one, and cat or drat will be 

the idea of having a rhyme at all ; let There was a young man who said « Jf another. Our resources at present are 

him write — How what are the rhymes to »/? Look- therefore as follows : — 

Hands, do as you ’re sonn, ing up my Bhyming Dictionanj I see Lino 1 

^ they are— „ 2 _ . . , flat. 


jina sk Dcinier rnyme t;nan snea lor a m tuo maibi 

simple word like hid, lefc him give up example : 

tihe idea of having a rhyme at all ; let ^ There was a young man who said If 

him write — How what are the rhymes to if? Look- 

Hands, do as you ’re told^ ing up my Rhyming DicUonam I see 

or theyarer— 

Into its narrow HUT (or even HANGAja). 

mu 4 4 T i. T V hieroglyph hippognff 

Inat at least would be an honest con- skiff sniff stiff tiff whiff 

fession of_ failure But to write bid Of these one may reject Uppoqriff at 
and shed is Simnlv a s mister • 4 u/ ^ -J-i 


therefore as follows : — 

Lino 1 

„ 2 — . , . flat. 
a 3 

„ 4 — , . , cat or drat. 

>? 5 

„ 6 — Where have they put my hat ? 

As for the blank lines, wife is certain 


n^A 1 ’ i ri 7 uxxooo U4LD Luay mvvoQ'nTT ar J? o— vvJiere nave mey put my nat? 

and shed is smply a sinister attempt once, it is in the wrong metre Eiero- As for the blank lines wife is c^rfc.in 

“pi,, ..Si J ■ Ih,„ no „th» rh^,.:' „.ep, 4, 

the King,” with the coWet Having, however, no very clear idea of which is a useless word. 

•ptvu ^ X- nature of a hieroglyph I am afraid We now hold another parade : — 

Full dress (with decorations) will be worn fhof vxtITI 4U i i ^ 

When General Officers are shot at dawn, ^ ® ^^st of Terumti— urn ti—umti— unit i— wife, 

the Editor wrnfA ^hi^ished masterpieces; Personally Terumti—umti— umti—umti— flat ; 

» ni ^ J should incline to something of this Teroodlc-oodle-oodle --What a life ! 

gm - Do you say dorn f Terumti-^ood]c~umti-oodle->cat(ordrat): 

Ihe correct answer would have been, mi. Teroodle— umti— oodle— luuti—knifcforstrifc): 

I of course, “ Well, as a matter of fact I mre^^m seif cliff Where have they put my hat? 

41 ? Cl answers of ?do^S\ehe^^ ^ ^ ^^^at remains now is to fill in the 

that kind to Editors; they don*t under- 0?^ person would grieve ” umti-oodles, and I can't be bothered 


it vx 

unhmshed masterpieces.’ Personally 
I should incline to something of this 
kind : — 

There was a young man who said “ If 
I I threw myself over a cliff 
I do not believe 
One person would grieve ” 


rSf T yoy- to the Now the last line is going to be very 

real drawback of comic poetry; it means difficult. The tragic loneliness the 
nn^br] Editors. But I must utter disillusion of this young man is so 

fWi^ T discussion about vividly outlined in the first part of the 

Store/ ^ anticlimax a 


Terumti—umti— iimti— uinti— flat ; 

Teroodlc— oodle— oodle —What a life ! 

Terumti— oodJc— umti— oodle— cat (or drat) • 
Teroodle—umti— oodle— luuti— knife (or strife) • 

Where have they put my hat? ’ 

All that remains now is to fill in the 
umti-oodles, and I can't be bothered 
to do that. There is nothing in it. 

A. P. H. 


yo“„73r"L°a°&‘° 


ILL any geutleiiiau requiring a House- 
keeper accept two decently brought up bov'^ 
a age 12 and 8 years? Excellent cook and 
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The Visitor. “But you spou. the place by ha^osg the public rtrciNEEATOB on that hill oveb thebe.” 

T^cr,E!‘t Clerk. “Pabdon mb, Sib— that is mt idba. It completes the besemblanoe to the Bay op Naples, which we 

INSIStl; ON IN ALIi OUR ADVERTISEMENTS. ’ 


THE LOQUACIOUS INSTINCT, 

Don’t you ever know the impulse, 
when you are idly turning the pages 
of a telephone directory, to ring up 
some total stranger and engage him in 
light conversation ? 

I do, quite intensely. In moments of 
ennui, when there is really nothing to do 
in the office, the fear of discovery alone 
restrains me, I ’m not sure that I can 
rely on the professional secrecy of the 
girl at the exchange. Has she strength 
of mind to refuse a righteously indig- 
nant subscriber who demands to know 
(with imprecations) what number has 
been talking to him ? 

I could take her into my confidence, 

I suppose. Only the thing oughtn’t to 
be elaborately premeditated ; it should 
be sudden and spontaneous, the matter 
of a happy moment, 
number and say : — 

‘‘ Hullo 1 Is that Barefoot and Hum- 
page, the architects ? Can I speak to 
Mr, Barefoot — or Mr, Humpage ? ” 

“Mr. Humpage speaking. Who is 
that, please ? ” 

“ Well, I want you to design me a 


Ely, and— well, probably you’ll know the point is that at Pipton there’s a 

what I mean. Now, as to details ” belt of about two miles of sand, even 

“ Who are you ? ” at high-tide — several hundred yards, 

“I? Oh, I’m a collector of these anyhow— and it spoil the bathing 

buildings in^ a small way. But about so. Now if you could arrange to have 
this one we ’re discussing. Something this sand contracted to half or a third 
m the pre-Eaphaelite manner, do you of its present width ? Perhaps you ’ll 


think — with arpeggios dotted about 
here and there ? ” 

Of course I don’t know what Mr. 
Humpage would say at this point. 
Therein would lie the fascination of 
these experiments — to discover just 
what different people would say at that 
kind of point. 

Take Mr. Absalom, for instance, who 
is described in the Directory as a corn- 


quote me terms. Thank you so much.” 

Then there ’s the Steam Packet Com- 
pany at a neighbouring port. One 
might ask them to supply half-a-dozen 
small packets of steam for the un- 
gumming of envelope-flaps. 

I find also in the Directory two or 
three gentlemen with the surname of 
“George.’’ I could profess to be an 

earnest Liberal opponent of the Prime 

mission agent. How would he express Minister, accustomed to refer to him 
himself, I wonder, if I were to ring by that disrespectful abbreviation : — 

him im n.n^ c. Qh, is that Mr. George ? Well, Sir, 

I wanted to have a word with you on 
your handling of the European situ- 
ation, Now, it ’s surely obvious that 

the Jugo-Slavs ” 

It seems possible that your victim 
now and then miglit enter into the 


Just 


him up and request him to dispose, on 
- . the most advantageous terms, of my 

You get your commission in the Army ? 

' Messrs. Wheable Brothers too. 
the people I Ve been looking for. 

“ You ’re the sand and gravel con- 
tractors, aren t vou ? ” I should bep'in 

Well, I know of some sand that badly spirit of the thing and do his best to 
wants contracting.” make the dialogue a success. Con- 

cathedrai. By^to’lmorrowTfto^^n h t v ™ seeking violent 

ifposs ” ^ aiCernopn, Perhaps I had better explain. You excitements, you would ask a retired 

» To design you a what ? ” Sol • f 

- • r year, m fact, I ’m question ” Do flappers put their hair 

1 1 going there in two or three weeks’ time, up too soon?” or some such urgent 
Earher holidays— asplendid movement, problem of the day. How ioUy these 
what . See railway posters. In J une promiscuous exorci,se 3 in conversation 
the average snowfall IS only But! might be! 


jrwM. VV. 

“A cathedral. C-a-t-h but 

expect you heard me that time. A 
massive structure, you know, chiefly 
built of stone. As at Salisbury, and 



TO THE NEW POLICEMAN. 

[“Increased remuneration is attracting to 
the force a more intellectual and better class 
of recruit. . . . Police administration here is 
now organised in a more humanitarian spirit 
than formerly, and a policeman is as much 
encouraged to prewent the necessity of an 
arrest as to effect an arrest.” — Sir Williau 
Gentle {retiring chief of the Brighton Police 
Force, unofficially knoion as ^^ 'Sir William 
Gentle's Gentlemen^'), intervi&md by “ The 
Daily Sketch/'^'} 

0 Eoberfc, in our hours of crime 
Certain to nab us every time, 

Or, failing, fill a dungeon cell 
With someone who does just as well ; 

Now you’re a gentleman in blue 
Provided with a princely screw, 

More is expected of you still ; 

You must lorevent us doing ill. 

No longer is it deemed enough 
To slip the hand within the “ cuff,” 

To trap road-hogs and motor-bikes, 

Or merely to arrest Bill Sikes. 

Thus, when you take position at 
The window of an empty flat, 

And Bill arrives to burgle it, I 

Urge him his evil ways to quit . ■ 


Or, posted in a public bar. 

Where men drink too much beer by far. 
Before them you might firmly put 
The arguments of Pussyfoot ; 

Or, summoned to a scene of strife. 
Persuade the fellow with the knife 
By means of tactful reasoning 
That murder is not quite the thing. 

The world would profit if you took 
A leaf from out the Parson’s book, 
Becoming a judicious blend 
Of “ guide, philosopher and friend.” 

Discard your truncheon for a tract ; 
Strive to admonish ere you act ; 

In Virtue’s force enrol recruits 
And stamp out Belial with your boots. 


ITEMS EEOM ANTWHEEE. 
{After the model of most of the dailies, by 
our specially unreUahle 7ieius service.) 

It is reported that, owing to the 
present high price of labour, a German 
Zeppelin is to be loaned to the Govern- 
ment to carry out the demolition of the 
nineteen unnecessary Cii^ churches. 

S}c . 

Arrested on a charge of loitering with 


felonious intent, Thomas Wrott, aged 
forty, of Featherleigh, Beds, stated that 
he was building a house. 

^ sic s|c 

Though the titles of all the pictures in 
a recent Vorticist exhibition were placed 
by a printer’s error opposite to the 
wrong numbers in the catalogue, hone 
of the visitors discovered the mistake. 

:]c Jlc sji 

Strike action is threatened in Man- 
chester by the Amalgamated Society of 
Tyldesleys, several Lancashire wickets 
baying been taken by non-union labour. 

m' Jlc 

It is reported that Lord Eishee was 
recently traversing The Times with a 
belt of Biblical sentences when a cross- 
feed occurred, causing the action to jam. 

>\> Jlc 1 :i|c 

A silver salver is to be presented to 
the Eoyal Automobile Club in token of 
gratitude by octogenarian villagers of 
Sussex, 


“ Experienced Cook-General Wanted ; com- 
fortable home; liberal outings; wages ^40; 
policeman handy.” — Welsh Pap&t\ 

Would it not have been more tactful to 
say, “ Copper in kitchen ” ? ' ^ 




FOE EEMEMBEANCE. 

In sfeone perdurable and bronze austere 
We have bequeathed the memory of the dead 
Unto the yet unborn; “‘their name/ " ve said, 

“ ‘Livefch for evermore'; each happier year 
Shall see, we trust, beforo the unmossed stone 
Love and Eemembrance wed/' 

Though from dim hosts that narrow and recede 
Dear unforgotten eyes salute us still, 

Look back a moment, make our pulses thrill 
With the old music, though the festal weed 
Of Spring be cypress-girt, oblivion 
Will come; as Winter will. 

Ah," not oblivion drowsing love and pain 
Into dull slumber ; still we can retell 
How young blithe valour broke the powers of hell; 
We grope for hands that will not stir again 
In ours, hear still in every carillon 
The cadence of Farewell. 

Not these things and not thus do we forget ; 

But the informing spirit, the dream within 
And the high ardour that was half-akin 
To ancient faiths and half to hopes not yet 
Coherent, unperceived are surely gone, 

Like stars that dawnward set. 

Though“theirnameliveth/'thedream they died to bring 
Unto fruition eludes our fumbling hold ; 

The Othman riders gallop to their old 


Eed revels, and the seas are darkening 
Bound all the Asian shores, while one by one 
' Depart the sweets of Spring. 

0 you whom yet we mourn, for whom the song 
Of victory and sorrow dies not away, 

Well is it with you if beyond the grey 
Islands of sleep that you are met among 
No world‘born memories win. May there be none ! 
We have not remembered long. 

Yet if beyond the sunset's golden choir, 

Instead’ of one august enduring sleep, 

There waits a life where memory shall keep 
Her ancient force and hope her old desire, 

Now, even now, on altars cleft and prone 

Eekindle the pure fire ! D. M. S. 


“SCOUNDREL AND MAN OF LETTERS. 

Ono of the Prizewinners in Our Article Oompetifcion /’ — Weekly Paper , 
But ought an editor to give away his contributors like this ? 

“M. Deves, the leading French amateur [tennis] of the day, who 
was beaten in 1914 after ‘ uno tutfce a charn^*,* as the French say, 
will be competing .” — Daily Paper. 

The French have a lot to learn about their own language. ; 


I “Dr. will extract a tooth free from the person who will bo kind 

enough to secure him an office in the Central district.” 

North China Daily News. 

This is presumably meant as an inducement, but it sounds 
like a threat. 
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coctTMrc nr PARI lAMPMT discussion on the Navy Esti- matesRear-AdmiralSirEEGiNALnHALL, 

tSotlMUb Uh rAKLiAlYit IM I , mates was chiefly conducted by Lieut- resisting a proposal to hand over the 
Tuesday, June 1st . — Tempted by the Commander Kenwobthy, who made coastguards to the Board of Trade, sur- 
fine weather a good many Members had half-a-dozen set speeches, besides any prised the House with the apparently 
evidently determined that the country number of informal interjections. To reactionary statement that “we do not 
was good enough for them and that place them in order of merit would be want to run the Navy in water-tight 
Westminster could wait. But Viscount impossible, but of single passages that compartments.” 

OuBzoN was not of their number. Was which perhaps carried most conviction Commander BeIiLAibs, enforcing the 
it not on the glorious point that adminis- 

Eirst of June, a hun- tration must depend 

dred and twenty -six policy, recalled 

years ago, that his the fact that in his 

repiy!^ bat breathed ^ weirder if th jre had 

again when Mr. Hope left to right : — The Whirlpool of Chary bdis; The First Lord op the been a revival of the 

announced that “No Admiralty; The Bock of Scylla (Sir Edvtard Carson). Saturnian days when 

fried flsh shops are ' ^ Lord Eloho used an- 


it not on the glorious 
First of June, a hun- 
dred and twenty -six 
years ago, that his 
great - great - great - 
grandfather won vic- 
tory for his country 
and immortal fame for 
himself? On such an 
anniversary he was 
obviously bound, no 
matter at what per- 
sonal inconvenience, 
to show a like public 
spirit. Accordingly, 
with a full sense of 
responsibility, he ad- 
dressed to the appro- 
priate Minister this 
momentous question: 
“Whether any fried 
fish shops are now the 
property or under the 
control of the Ministry 
of Munitions ; and if 
so how many ? ” The 
House paused in awed 
anticipation of the 
reply, but breathed 
again when Mr. Hope 
announced that “No 
fried flsh shops are 








From left to right : — The Whirlpool of Charybdis; The First Lord op the 
Admiralty; The Bock of Scylla (Sir Edward Carson). 


now nor, so far as is known, were with his audience was the description nually to mount his favourite hobby and 

ever ^ conducted by the Ministry of of the pre-war Navy as “ a sort of witch the House with noble horseman- 

Munitions.” pleasant service into which the fools ship. But oh this occasion the adjourn- 

No other episode of Question-time of the family could be put.” ment lasted only half-an-hour, and had 

rose to this high level. Next in im- In the discussion on the Navy Esti- nothing to do with Epsom. Chivalry, 


rose to this high level. Next in im- In the discussion on the Navy Esti 
portance to it were Mr. Baldwin's 

revelations on the subject of “con- / 'Ejx 

science-money.” It seems that in one ^ 

particular instance it cost the Treasury 

eleven shillings to acknowledge the > 

receipt of half-a-sovereign ; but that 

was because the dilatory tax-payer in- 

sisted that the depth of his remorse 

could only be adequately exhibited by. 

a notice m*the “agony-column.” In 

ordinary cases no charge is incurred. 

Any conscientious Sinn Feiner who i \ A 

may have been fearing lest the recent ^ 

destruction of Inland Revenue offices \\\\\\\\\M 

in Ireland should prevent the authori- 
ties from sending out the usual demand- 

notes, may now forward his contribution .. mmm mm 

direct to the Treasury without hesita- I WUmU S 

tion. Mr. Baldwin is doubtless relying I 1 

upon the wide adoption of this practice, 1 ‘ 

for he stated that, although the damage 

might cause delay in the collection, it - ' 

w^as not expected that the ultimate yield THE CHIEF SECBETABY FOB IBELAND 
of the tax would be seriously aflected. “No arrests have been made.” 


ment lasted only half-an-hour, and had 
nothing to do with Epsom. Chivalry, 
not sport, was its motive. The House 
merely wished to do honour to its 
Leader by assisting at the presentation 
of its wedding gift to Miss Bonab Law 
(now Lady Sykes). 

At Question-time Lord OuBzoN sought 
information regarding the British N aval 
Mission recently captured at Baku, and 
inquired whether the Government in- 
tended to continue negotiating with 
people who were keeping our men in 
prison. Sir James Cbaig could not say 
-anything on the question of policy, but 
to some extent relieved the anxiety of 
the House by stating that the last news 
of the prisoners was that they were seen 
playing football. 

The complications of the Peace Settle- 
ment continue to increase. Thus Pre- 
sident Wilson has consented to delimit 
the boundaries of Armenia, although 
the United Sbates shows no desire to 
underbake the mandate for its adminis- 
tration. No doubt it is with the kindly 
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^‘OH, EAST IS EAST/^ 

McGhmical Officer, “I told you not to dbive fast thbodoh the bazaab.” 

Lorry Driver. *^Bdt, Sahib, these be only yeey ionobant peoples. ME mota dbivbbI If dbive slow, these peoples 

THINK ME OOMSION PBSSON.” 


iDfeention of helping those dilatory 
Americans to make up their minds that 
Turkey has asked for an extension of 
time before signing the Treaty. 

The placid progress of the Govern- 
ment of Ireland Bill through Com- 
mittee was broken this afternoon when 
Captain Colin Coots proposed to hand 
OTer the control of the armed forces of. 
the Grown in Ireland to the new Par- 
liaments. His argument was in brief 
that these bodies must be given serious 
j responsibilities which would compel 
: them to unite. He wanted, as he said, 
to infuse blood into their veins at 
whatever risk — Ooote que ooMe, 

The idea of providing a probably Sinn 
Fein Parliament in Dublin with sub- 
marines and aeroplanes did not appeal 
to tbe Fiest Loed of the Admiealty, 
who was hotly rebuked for his lack of 
imagination by Captain Elliot. The 
fact that two young Coalitionists should 
have advocate suchrevolutionary ideas 
inspired another of Sir Edwaed Cae- 
son's gloomy variations on the theme 
that any form of Home Eule must lead 
ultimately to separation. 

Thursday, Jtme §rd.—Sii: Hamae 
Gebenwood, who took his seat on 
Tuesday, answered Irish questions for 
the first time. His manner was as 


, direct and forceful as ever, but his 
matter, unhappily, consisted chiefly in 
the admission of unpleasant facts re- 
garding recent attacks upon the police, 
with the invariable addition that no 
arrests have been made.” 

Thehon. baronet who sits for Notting- 
ham is so much impressed with the 
necessity for economy that he ought to 
be known as Bees angiistce. But he has 
no luck. Mr.FiSHEB offered the frozen 
face '' to his complaints that the State 
is giving free education at the Ministries 
I to ex-Service men ; and Mr. Shoett was 
no more sympathetic to his plea that the 
new policewomen should be abolished. 

Mr. Lloyd Geoeoe, looking delight- 
fully cool in a new grey suit, made 
a welcome reappearance after some 
weeks’ absence. He gave a version of the 
Keassin negotiations — which, accord- 
ing to his account, had followed exactly 
the course marked out by the Supreme 
Council in Paris and San Eemo — very 
different from that presented in a section 
of the Press, and he implied that the 
alleged perturbation of French public 
opinion only existed in the imagination 
of “certain newspapers which are try- 
ing to foment ill-feeling between two 
countries whose friendliness is essential 
to the welfare of the world/’ His most 


satisfactory pronouncement was that 
British prisoners must be released be- 
fore tradewith Eussia would beresumed. 

In spite of the absence of the regular 
Opposition the First Lord op the 
Admiralty is finding the Government 
of Ireland Bill a rather unhandy vessel 
to steer. He dares not concede too many 
powers to the new Parliaments lest he 
should be putting weapons into the 
hands of our Sinn Fein enemies; on 
the other hand, he cannot reduce them 
overmuch lest the Bill should cease to 
have any chance of conciliating Irish 
sentiment. 

The dilemma arose acutely over the 
clause relating to the Irish police. 
When, if ever, should they be handed 
over to the new Government? The 
Bill said not later than three years after 
the appointed day. An amendment 
suggested “not earlier.” Sir Edward 
Carson thought the only fair thing 
would be to allow the police to retire on 
full pay direcdy the Bill came into force,, 
instead of leaving them with a divided 
allegiance and control. Eventually, 
on the Government undertaking to 
modify their proposals, the clause was 
passed ; but with so many matters to 
be adjusted on Eeport it looks as if it 
will be a Long, Long way to Tipperary. 
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PEECE MUEGATEOTD, MASTBE 
BEIGKLAYEE. 

By One who knew Him. 

By the untimely death of the late 
Mr. Percival Murgatroyd we suffer the 
irreplaceable loss of our youngest and 
perhaps most talented master brick- 
layer. The story of his life is yet an- 
other example of genius triumphing over 
adversity. Perce Murgatroyd was born 
in a mean street. His father was a poor 
hardworking physician. Lacking the 
influence necessary for the introduction j 
of his boy to some lucrative commercial 
calling he contrived at great self-sacri- 
fice to educate him for the Civil Service. 

The long hours of grinding toil and 
the complete lack of sympathy at home 
could not extinguish the divine fire of 
genius in the youthful Murgatroyd. 
Exhausted and hungry as he often was 
at the end of the day*s workj he devoted 
his leisure to the study of bricks and 
mortar, and out of his scanty pocket- 
money he bought for himself first a 
trowel and later a plummet. 

When I first made his acquaintance 
he was already, at the age of twenty- 
five, assisting a bricklayer's helper, and 
was fairly launched on a career of un- 
broken success which was to culminate 
in a master bricklayership at the record 
age of thirty-eight. 

Some of the finest things Murgatroyd 
did are to be found in and around 
Tooting, a quarter which is becoming 
known as Murgatroyd's -London ; but 
there is scarcely a district which does 
not cherish some gem from his trowel. 
At Wanstead Elats, during some re- 
parations to ** Edelweiss Cottage,” 
there was discovered under the plaster 
a party-wall which proved to be a 
genuine Murgatroyd. It is one of his 
early works, executed with his studied 
reserve of power, and is marred only by 
suggestions of the conventional haste 
of the early Georgian School, from 
which Murgatroyd had not in those 
days completely broken away. It is 
also worth while to make a pilgrimage 
to Walham Green, where^ aU that is : 
best and most typical of the Master — 
that effect he obtained of deliberate 
treatment of each individual brick — . 
may be seen in a perfect little poem — : 
an outhouse (unfinished). 

The fame of Perce Murgatroyd is 
founded on the quality rather than the 
quantity of his output. To our eternal 
loss he suffered from a temperament. 
He worked only by fits and starts. He 
never overcame a superstition that 
** Monday was a bad day for good 
work.” And he was too conscientious 
an artist to attempt anything on days 
whon the sky was overcast and the light 
bad. Often too, when he had actually 



Gioendoline. “ 'E ain’t agoin’ to get up fob no bun. ’B ’d ’ave such an obpul 

LOT OP UP TO GET.” 


made a start, he would stand, smoking 
furiously, in front of his work waiting 
for an inspiration. 

This habit of his was the primary 
cause of his premature end. Emerging 
from some such fit of abstraction he 
became aware that it was after twelve. 
Convivial spirit that he was, he hurried 
to join his colleagues at their dinner, 
displaying remarkable agility as he de- 
scended the scaffold. But the effort 
caused him to perspire, and he took a 
chill, from which he never recovered. 

The keynote of Murgatroyd's char- 
acter was simplicity. Unaided he rose 
to he pre-eminent as a bricklayer, but 


in private life he never became accus- 
tomed to the exclusive society to which 
by his genius he had won admittance. 
He never quite lost the mincing speech 
of the class from which he sprang, nor 
could he acquire facility in the vigorous 
mode of expression proper to his new 
and exalted station. ‘^Not *arf” and 
“ 'Strewf ” ever came haltingly to his 
tongue, and to the last he struggled 
painfully with the double negative. 

But the same indomitable courage 
which brought him to the top of his 
profession eventually served him in his 
adopted social sphere,' and in the end 
he won through. 
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THE BRAIN WAVE. 

I HOPE William likes ib, for he broiighl 
it on himself. As soon as the sad event 
was announced to me I discussed, the 
matter most seriously with Araminta. 
“A situation of unparalleled gravity has 
arisen/' I said, “with regard to the 
wedding of William. It is going to be 
carried out at Whittlehampton in top- 
hats. Picture to yourself the scene. 
Waterloo Station full of lithe young ath- 
letes of either sex arrayed for sports on 
flood and field, carrying their golf-clubs, 
their diabolo spools and their butterfly 
nets, and there, in the midst of them, me 
with my miserable coat-tails, the June 
sun glaring on my burnished topper, 
and in my hands the silver asparagus- 
server or whatever it is that I am going 
to buy for William. I tell you it isn’t 
done. They will come round and mock 
me. They wdll titter at me through 
their tennis-racquets.” 

“Couldn’t you wear a common or 
Homburg hat and carry your other in 
a hat -box?" she suggested in that 
bright helpful way they have. 

“ Amongst the severe economic con- 
sequences of the recent great war," I 
replied coldly, “ was, if you will take the 
trouble to remember, the total loss of 
my top-hat box," 

“Well, why not a white cardboard 
box, then?" 

“ No power on earth shall induce me 
to stand on Waterloo Station platform 
dandling a white cardboard box," I 
cried. “ Waterloo indeed ! It would 
be my Austerlitx, my Jena. I should 
never dare to read the works of * Man 
about Town’ again. Besides, what 
about my morning-coat ? " 

“ Well, I could pin the tails of it up 
inside if you like. Or what about wear- 
ing an overcoat? " 

“Your first suggestion makes me 
despair of women’s future position in 
the economic sphere. The second I 
would consider if -I could settle the 
hat problem.” 

And still thinking hard I rang up 
William. " 

“I suppose you couldn’t possibly 
cancel this wedding of yours ? ” I asked 
when I had explained the im'passe. 
Self-centred as usual, he flatly declined. 

“Honestly,^! don’t see the difficulty 
at all,” he went on. “ I expect you '11 
look a bit of a mug anyhow, and pro- 
bably there ’ll be lots of people on the 
platform dressed in morning-coats and 
top-hats." 

“ Nobody leaves London on a Satur- i 
day morning wearing top-hats,” I as- 
sured him, “nobody. If I were coming 1 
in to London it*would be quite a dif- 
ferent matter. I might be an officer in i 
the Guards, or M. Kbassin proceeding 

to a deputation in Downing Street ; bul 
going out — no. Look here, why not make 
it a simple country wedding — sports 
coats and hayseed in the hair, and al 
that sort of thing ? " 

“ Spats and white vest-slips will be 
worn by all the more prominent guests,” 
he replied firmly. 

“ Well, hang it, have the thing in 
London, then,” I implored, “ and I '11 
promise to add the price of the return- 
fare to the cost of your wedding pre- 
sent.” 

‘ ‘ The bride’s parents reside at Whittle- 
hampton, and the wedding will take 
place from the home of the bride,” he 
answered. 

“You got that little bit out of The 
Morning Post'' I said. “ Couldn’t you 
persuade the bride’s parents to take a 
house in London? There’s one just 
opposite us at only about thirty pounds 
a week. Stands in its own grounds, it 
does, and there ’s a stag’s head in the 
hall. There’s nothing like a stag’s 
head for hanging top-hats on.” 

It was no good. You know what 
these young lovers are. Immersed in 
their own petty affairs, they can pay 
no proper attention to the troubles of 
their friends. 

William rangoff and leftme once more 
a prey to harrowing despair. There 
were only three nights before the 
calamity took place, and I had terrible 
nightmares on two of them. In one I 
attended the wedding in a bowler hat 
and pyjamas, with carpet slippers and 
spats. In the other my top-hat was on 
ray head and my vest-slip was all right, 
but I tailed off into khaki breeches and 
trench boots. On the third day a gleam 
of light broke apd I rang up William 
again. 

“I haven’t quite settled that little 
hat problem I was talking to you 
about,” I told him. “ Look here — can 
you lend me your old top-hat-box ? ” 

“ Haven’t got one,” he replied. “ In 
the chaos consequent upon Armageddon 
ifc somehow disappeared." 

I breathed a sigh of relief. 

Happily the morning of the wedding 
was cloudy and dull. I wore my oldest 
squash hat and coat and wenfc to 
Whittlehampton carrying my present 
in my hand. As the train arrived the 
sun broke through the clouds, and I 
also emerged from my chrysalis and 
attended the ceremony in all the pano- 
ply that William’s egotism had de- 
manded. If it had not been too late to 
get into the list you would have seen 
this entry amongst the wedding gifts : — 
“Mr. Herbert Eobinson: Leather 
aat-box." i 

Perhaps if it had been a very full list 
t would have gone on : — 

“Containing unique specimen of i 

dappled fawn trilby headwear slightly 
moth-eaten in the crown." 

As I explained to William, it is cus- 
tomary to give useful rather than 
ornamental gifts nowadays, but I could 
not refrain from adding a small senti- 
mental tribute. Evoe. 

THE WESTERN LIGHTHOUSES. 

Flashed Lizard to Bishop, 

“ They ’re rounding the fish up 
Close under my cliffs where the cor- 
morants nest ; 

The lugger lamps glitter 

In hundreds and litter 

The sea-floor like spangles. What news 
from the West? ” 

Flashed he of the mitre, 

“ The night ’s growing brighter, 
There ’s mist over Annet, but all ’s clear 
at sea ; 

Lit up like a city, 

Her band playing pretty, 

A big liner ’s passing. Ay, all ’s well 
with me,” 

Flashed Wolf to Eound Island, 

“ Oh, you upon dry land, 

With wild rabbits cropping the pinks 
at -your base, 

You lubber, you oughter 

Stand watch in salt water 

With tides tearing at you and spray in 
your face." 

The gun of the Longships 

Boomed out like a gong, “ Ships 
Are bleating around me like sheep gone 
astray ; 

There ’s fog in my channel 

As thick as grey flannel — 
Boom-rumble! — I'm busy; excuse me, 
I pray.” 

They winked at each other 

As brother to brother, 

Those red lights and white lights, the 
summer night through, 

' And steered the stray tramps out 

Till dawn snuffed their lamps out 
And stained the sea-raeaclows all purple 
and blue. Patlandeb. 

“Advertiser has Stole Skin, Russian Sables, 
for Sale.” — Pml?/ Pajicr. 

This is what comes of opening up trade 
relations with the Bolshevists. 

A provincial firm announces tliafc it 
supplies “ distinctive clothing for men.” 
And a very necessary thing, too, in 
these days of sex equality. 

“Ex-Soldier requires Loan of £100. What 
interest? No lenders. "’—Daily Paper. 

We should have thought “ No interest 1 
What lenders ? ” would have been more 

50 the point. 


Squire. 


Almshouse inmate, iate SQumi?. 


Second under tweeny at the hall 
(See Squire). 




Ol-BEST INHABITAZJ^T. PaRSON. ‘ J BiRD SCARER (D.S.O., M.O,). 

[Among .the Americans who will visit us this summer there may be some not familiar with our countryside types. Mr. Punch hopes 
the above will he useful.] . . . . - 
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The JSx-Plunger, “Chuck 'orses, my son — they ’ll be the buin of yer, I 

LORST A FORTUNE ON THE DURBY.” 

HOW TO PAOTW TPPr ANO mother to the woman, and 

ilU\¥ 10 PACIFY lEELAND. those of us who have been gradually and 

{By Of SUideoit of mti-Cocblition Political conscientiously convinced of the tofcal 
Psycho-Analysis,) inadequacy of the Government's policy 

The announcement that a child of towards Ireland, cannot but recognise 
ten years old, recently described by the in this experiment an example which 
Willesden magistrate as “ a remarkable might be profitably followed in dealing 
example of a child kleptomaniac," has with what — with all due deference to j 
been handed over to an eminent spe- Hibernian susceptibilities — we are re* 
cialist in psycho-pathology, has not luctantly driven to call the irregular 
yet received the attention that it un- conduct of certain sections of Irish 
doubtedly demands. It is true that, in society. 

the beautifully alliterative phrase of one With the exception of a penchant for 
I of our contemporaries, “ with the ex- petty pin-pricks at the expense of the 
ception of a penchant for petty pecula- police, Ireland's behaviour has been 
tions " the young offender “ has always exemplary in its industry and humanity, 
been a model girl, industrious and So averse were a large number of her 
truthful, thus justifying the belief of sons from the employment of violence 
the^ eminent specialist, that he could in any form that they refused to parti- j 
“wipe out the original sin "in her. But cipate in warlike operations against} 


the enemy that threatened our common 
Empire. So magnanimous was their 
charity that they found it impossible to 
credit the harsh and unchristian allega- 
tions levelled at the Kaiser and his 
countrymen. But it could hardly be 
expected that so high-spirited and 
energetic a race could indefinitely pur- 
sue a course of inaction. The relentless 
logic which has always been a distin- 
guishing feature of the Celt has impelled 
them, since the cessation of formal 
hostilities, to express their disapproval 
of a war waged in their interests by in-J 
dulging in demonstrations — if so harsh 
a term may be permitted — directed 
against the regime which has secured 
them immunity from invasion, devasta- 
tion and conscription, and at the same 
time afforded them exceptional oppor- 
tunities for amassing wealth. 

It must be reluctantly admitted 
that some of these ebullitions have 
bordered closely on what we may be 
forgiven for describing as indecorum. 
But the motive was undoubtedly a 
generous instinct of self-assertion. Ever 
since the days of Cain, the first great 
self-expressionist, ‘ there have always 
been richly-organised natures to whom 
even fratricide is preferable to the dull 
routine of agricultural life. 

None the less it is at least arguable 
that an indefinite extension and ex- 
pansion of the conduct now prevalent in 
the Sister Isle might be fraught with 
consequences not altogether conducive 
to the longevity of the minority. And 
while sad experience has proved the 
futility of legislative panaceas there still 
remain the fruitful possibilities inherent 
in an application of the princi;ples of 
psycho - pathological treatment based 
on the discoveries of Freud. For our 
own part wo are convinced that herein 
lies the only solution of Ireland’s dis- 
content. 

Therefore let the Government at once 
withdraw all troops and munitions of 
war from Ireland, disband the E.I.O* 
and invite the leaders of the Sinn Fein 
movement and of the I.E.B. to submit 
to a course of psychiatric treatment 
conducted by an international board 
of specialists, from which all repre- 
sentatives of the belligerent Powers 
should be excluded, with possibly the 
exception of America. It seems in- 
credible that such an offer should be 
refused. If it is we can only patiently 
acquiesce in the optimistic view of the 
famous Celtic clironicler, Giraldus 
Oambrensis, that Ireland will bo ulti- 
mately pacified just before the Day of 
J ndgment---vix 2 ya 2 do ante diem judiciu 


THE ART OF POETBY, 
Solution to Problem on facis 440 , 
“It comas of my having a sniff," 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks.) 

Ebom what is known of the tastes of Sir Ian Hamilton 
it might have been supposed that be wrote his Gallipoli 
Diary (Abnold) leat his pen-hand should lose its cunning 
while wielding the sword. Indeed he tells us of a rumour 
among his officers that I spend my time composing poetry, 
especially during our battles.’* But that he did not write 
for the sake of writing must be clear to anyone who reads 
the book, even if the author had not declared his motive in 
the preface. Here he admits that, though ** soldiers think of 
nothing so little as failure,” it was in fact the thought of pos- 
sible failure that determined him, at the very start, to pre- 
pare from day to day his defence. Perhaps this is not quite 
the attitude of one who stakes all upon the great chance. 
In another significant passage of self-revelation he tells us 
how, on a tour of inspection in Egypt, he met Eupeet 
Bbooke, “ the most distinguished of the Georgians.” He 
looked extraordinarily handsome . . . stretched out there on 
the sand, with the ofily world that counts at his feet.” 
Whether in ordinary times the world of art is or is not 
the *‘only world that counts,” I cannot say, but I am 
certain that to a soldier entrusted with an enterprise of so 
great moment the only world that should have “counted” 
at that hour was the world of war. If the chapter 
which describes the failure that followed the landing in 
Suvla Bay exposes the incapacity of some of his officers to 
inspire their men with that little more energy which would 
have ensured a great victory, it seems also to expose a 
certain want of compelling personality in the High Com- 
mand. But of the military questions here raised I make no 


pretence to judge, and in any case judgment has been passed 
on them already. The interest of the diary lies in its appeal 
as a human document. It is the apologia of a man who, for 
all his criticism, often apparently justified, of the authorities 
at home (there are passages which he must surely have sup- 
pressed if Lord Kitchenbe had still been living), sets down 
scarce a word in malice and but few in bitterness of spirit ; 
who appreciates at its high worth the devotion and gal- 
lantry of his officers and men ; who, whatever qualities he 
may have lacked for his difficult task, reveals himself as 
loyal at heart and generous by nature. 

Miss Euth Holt Boucicault (a name with a double 
theatrical association) has written, in The Bose of Jericho 
(Putnam), a novel of American stage life which I should 
suppose comes as near to being a true picture as such 
stories can. She derives her title from the convenient 
habit of the desert rose of detaching itself from uncongenial 
or exhausted soil, subsiding into a compact mass and 
travelling before the wind to more profitable surroundings. 
It will be admitted that the author has at least hit upon a 
picturesque metaphor for a touring company, which on 
this analogy becomes a very garden of (Jericho) roses. 
Actually, however, she no doubt intended it to apply more 
to the disposition of her heroine, and in particular to her 
power of transferring her young affections, flower, leaf and 
root, from one object to another, with undiminished enthu- 
siasm. ■ Sheelah's capacity for being off with the old and 
on with the new is almost preternatural ; her progress from 
stage-child to leading lady is accompanied by such various 
essays in unconventional domesticity that the reader may 
well experience; a sense of confusion, or at least feel some 
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difficulty in sustaining the first freshness of his sym- 
pathy. The story is at times almost startlingly American, 
as when the original betrayer of the heroine is excused on 
the ground that, being English, his morality would naturally 
not rise to native level (I swear I 'm not laughing — see 
page 168 ) ; and so full of the idiom of the Transatlantic 
stage as to be a perfect vade meciim for visiting mimes from 
this side. Eor the rest, vivacious, wildly sentimental and 
obviously written from first-hand experience. 

By calling her Potterism (Collins) tragi-farcical 
tract” Miss Boss Macaulay disarms our criticism that she 
conducts too heavy a discussion from too light a platform. I 
don't think the author of What Not is likely to write any- 
thing dull, anything I shan't be pleased to read. She has 
a keen eye, a candid soul, a sharp-pointed pen. She is 
deliciously modern. And she dislikes Potterism, which is 
sentimental lack of precision in 7 ; ^ 

thought. It is much more (or li , 

much less) than this, but I get | |j ijji |l “ 

the definition by inverting a I li i ' ' 

phrase of her dedication. Potter, | ' 

by the way, or Lord Pinkerton, 1 1! 

as he is now, owns a series of 
^ newspapers “ not so good as The ’ 1 1 

Times nor so bad as The Weekly ^ 

Dispatch ” (guileless piece of 
camouflage this !), and Mrs. 

Potter (I'Leila Yorke"') is a 
novelist who might have written ; 

The Bosary. Two of the young 1 ■ 

Pot ter $,Ja7ie2^ndi Johnny, though. . ■;*' j 

they both when up at Oxford i P 'A W 

joined the Anti-Potter League, '■ i"-'!] 

do not thereby escape being ■ ' 1 

Potterites. They cling to mater- ii''!!™!'* 'I 

ialistic Potter values. Whereas , ' j jl ^ 'f';| 

an aristocratic clergyman, a wo- ■ .''I flp \ 

man scientist, a Jew journalist j:F, 'i fflul I'f , 

(this last an admirable study) j' | ' ‘"' 'iICT '' nrioilln 

do in varying degrees contrive '' j 

to avoid the deadly infection. ‘‘ i: 

This tract needed writing, I 
have a feeling that it could 

be better done and by Eose Custojner , “But if these 
Macaulay. But it makes ex- selling 

cehent reading as it is . 

The pachyderm wiU win^a' eEi ii a 




than in “A Picked Eleven,” one of the most entertaining, 
and at the same time human, short stories that I have ever 
read. Further, his tales are essentially of the friendly order, 
and the public will be in fault if they do not also prove 
profitable, since we have none too many writers capable of 
getting such deft results with the same economy of means. 

In most stories constructed on the *EnoGh Arden principle 
one of the husbands or wives (whichever it may be of 'whom 
there are too many) is usually a very nasty person. Miss 
Sophie Cole, in The Cypress Tree (Mills and Boon), makes 
all three of her entangled characters quite attractive; in 
fact, though I fear she would not wish me to say so, I 
really liked the unsuccessful competitor better than the 
winner. Books made up of the little homely things 
which might happen to anybody and distinguished by their 
pleasant atmosphere have been Miss Cole’s speciality in 

the past ; this time she has, 

I f jj without abating a jot of her 

y pleasantness, added a touch of 
occult in the shape of - an 
I ij black-letter volume which 

^ infects everyone who gets pos- 

session of it with a mildly in- 
sane determination to keep it. 
An honourable man steals it, 
’ T and a nice woman smacks her 

' holding it, so you can 

really baleful its infiu- 
ence must have been when you 
^ consider that they were botli 

■ f Cole’s characters. A very 

■if- '' occult will excuse a 

good deal of improbability, and 
rTr^f small amount that has crept 
I • Ct/prcss Tree does not 

*livki.r'r 'u effect of a truly 

Shlfn .■ “moa’’tale. ^ 
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Oustojner , “But if these watches cost ten bob to 

MAKE, AND YOU AHE SELLING THEM AT THE SAME PBICB, 
WHEEE DOES YOUE FEOFIT COMB IN?” 

Watchmaker . “We get it eepaieing them.” 


As an admirer of the Spiid 
Tamson books it irks me to 
have to say that Winnie McLeod 
(Hutchinson) contains too much 
solid sermon to apjpeal to me. 
I gather that E. Campbell 
wants to show how dangerous 
life may be for a poor and beauti- 
ful girl, and as a warning Wmnie 


qbsilfA ^ — lui gii'i, anu as a Waiting m?zn2e 

I shake himself and be left grinning. can be confidently recommended. But sound and whole- 

Mr AiJwnTT. P.T,rr,T, -.^I^ ■ iu i-u T. ^ ,, somo as tfis preacWng Is ft ssems to ms moi'e suitaWo foi' a 

f P't-ofitabh tract than for a novel. Moreover it is not easy to feel full 

S t£ f ° with a hero who is frankly called an Adonis, who 


^Sdl? launching her wares, J “played a good bat at cricket,” and also in a strenuous 

’ 1 « , An rugger match dropped a beauty through the Edinburgh 

My Brofitable^Friends,^fareweU r ’ ’ ’ sticks.” Altogether the picture suffers from the prodigious 

which I fahA fn Ha 1 n amount of paint that has been spent on it; yet I am con- 

calling them pot-boilers.^ But fident it Wm afford edification to many people whose tas^^^ i 


m ri , 1 J- __ J * ni-zAAVA ui naHnn in wiii i 

calling them pot-boilers. But whether they were so in- I resuect but 
tended or not, there can be no question of the very agrel ^ 

able dexterity that Mr. Palmeh brings to the composition , • 
for a few experiments (which /should votSfeS 
collection) his formula is and the neutrals 
not the episodical » shoe of life,” with crumbly edges. His A mere cipher 
choice IS for the weU-made, with usually some ingenious 

httle twist at the finish, and (so to speak) a neatly tied bow »p • • 


I ^ 4. XT — wuhTW 

1 respect out cannot share. 

“Ninety-six per cent, of men employed in the gas undertakings 
voted in favour of a strike. Four per cent, wore against such action 
and tne neutrals formed an infinitesimal number.”— Dnih/ Prq^cr, 

A mere cipher, in fact. 

“Bequired, immediately, man with intimate knowledge of colours 
to call on consumers with ochres from the French Alps.” 

Daily Paper. 
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CHARIVARIAt was using. ^ 

“The Bolshevists,” says a gossip . 

writer, “do not always rob Peter to The Postmaster-Geneeal points out 
nav Paul.” No, they sometimes just that five hundred new telephones are 


Tweed inquires what bait the fellow brought round by whisky. The report 
was using. ^ that on being informed of this fact he 


again went off into a faint is happily 
The Postmaster-General points out without foundation. 


rob Peter. 


A Yarmouth report anticipates a this little friendly warning, 
shortage of herrings. It is said that 

the Prime Minister has a couple of It is reported that M. Krassin told 
second-hand red ones for disposal which the Premier all about Eussia. Mr. 
have only been drawn across the path Lloyd George was very interested, as 


I to be erected in rural districts. Local A man aged seventy- six was charged 
residents should at least be grateful for last week with threatening to shoot a 
this little friendly warning. West-End family of six. It is said that 

his parents intend to plead the baneful 
It is reported that M. Krassin told influence of the cinema. 


once or twice.' ^ 

5 l« 

“One of the Kaiser’s mugs,’ 
news item, “ has just been sold 
in New York for forty pounds.” 
We have suspected for some 
cime that he was a double- 
faced fellow. ^ 

“There should be no temp- 
tations to crime in so beautiful 
a spot,” said Mr. Justice Cole- 
ridge when presented with 
white gloves at the Anglesey 
assizes. The sentiment is 
thought to be as old as Adam. 

sis SK 

“If it is neceesary to 
strengthen the hands of the 
military in Ireland,’’ said Mr. 
Lloyd George, “ the Govern- 
ment will certainly do so.” 
Our .own view is that they 
should be protected even if it 
means sending the Eeserve of 
Special Constables to do it. 

S|< 

5 k 

According to the Ministry of 
Transport, there is only one 
motor-car to every one hundred 
and twenty people ’in Great 
Britain. The necessity of fix- 
ing a maximum bag of pedes- 
trians per car does not there- 
fore arise. 

5 k 

A purple-eyed fish, eleven 
feet long, with a horn on its 
nose and no teeth, has been 


says a I 




— 


LOYD George was very interested, as The fact that at least seven people 
I he had often heard of the place. have expressed their intention of swim- 

l ming the English Channel this year 

With the letter postage at twopence, draws attention once more to the lack 

accommodation on our cross- 

p- 1 Channel steamers. 

^ wheelbarrow has been 

^ present.^ parishioners 

?hey’eb talkin’ abaht doin’ Greek plays an’ * 

Jit’ ALL SOKIS O’ LOOPY sTuitTB AT ’Ampstbad ON anuoyance ig said to 

. T r ^ se-sore . „.T^. 1^76 boeQ oausod to 0116 brick* 

Lummb 1 It ’ll git the place a bad name.” , - -i tj. i.u 4. 

- ^ layer last week. It seems that 


J.>^.DOWD•ZO.. : 


^ Arry . “They’re talkin’ abaht doin’ Greek plays an’ 
PAGEANTS an’ ALL SORTS O’ LOOPY STUNTS AT ’AmPSTEAD ON 

Bank ’Olidays.” 

'Arriet, “ Lummb 1 It’ll git the place a bad name.” 


caught at San Diego, California. That we read, it is in many cases just as -just before the dinner hour somebody 
is the sort of thing that makes Pro- cheap to telephone. And in some cases kicked away the brick he had laid and 
hibition a secondary issue. just as quick. ^ ' the unfortunate fellow had to start the 


hibition a secondary issue, 

5 |: 5 ie 
5 k 

As the result of some remarks let 


’ Will Wilde meet Beckett? ” asks a 


drop by the crew and repeated by the headline. We can only say that we do 
ship’s parrot, several hundred bottles not intend to stand in their way. 

. A . n T I T ^ ak sfa ' 


of liquor were found on board the 
S.S. Curagao by the San Francisco port 


General von Kluok has been telling 


authorities. It is now suggested, in somebody that he lost the battle of the The Hire Education. 

the interests of philology, that* the Marne by a fluke.^ As we cant have ** Req^uired, an Assistant Teacher (Lady), 

parrot should be put back to hear how the War over again we must let the with option of purchase.” — Atcstralian Paper, 


the unfortunate fellow had to start the 
day all over again. 

- ^ 5 lC 

sk 

According to The Manila Bulletin 
the cost of living is going to fall. Not 
on us, we trust. 

F ■ ■ ' 

j The Hire Education. 

“Re(3[uired, an Assistant Teacher (Lady), 


the crew takes it. 


matter remain at that. 

5 k it 


Ex-Soldier’s Tale. 

A youn^J man while fishing on the According to an evening paper a Note to War Prisoner Hidden in Cheese.” 
Wye landed a wallet containing twenty- temperance speaker fainted during a National News. 

two one-pound Treasury notes. A cor- procession in a Kentish town, and was We should like to hear more ot the 
respondent writing from North of the I immediately carried into a shop and prisoner and his novel hiding-place. 


VOL. CLVTTI. 


B B 
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MAY-WEEK. 

[Addressed affectionately to tHe author of “ May- Week Then and 
Now ” in TJie Twies of last Wednesday.] 

Though forty years have done their worst 
To change us to the sere and brown, 

Since we in verdant freshness first 
Assumed the triple-chevroned gown, 

As I perused The Times this very day week 

Your statement thrilled me through and through — 

How people still go gathering nuts in May-week 
Much as they used to do. 

The courts their dun-grey habit keep, 

Their velvet-green the sacred lawns; 

The rooks that marred our matin sleep 
Still devastate the golden dawns; 

Beneath my westward windows still the same bridge 
Sags in the centre as of old; 

In fact, in all essential matters Cambridge 
Preserves its ancient mould. 

Slight innovations have occurred 
That rudely on your senses strike; 

Our innocence had never heard 
The hooting of the motor-bike; 

And though you might approve, with your rich tresses, 
The vogue of leaving oif your hat, 

I with a crust that loathes the wind’s caresses — 

I should revolt at that. 

But for the rest there’s little strange; 

Still Cam pursues his torpid way; 

’Tis we alone who suffer change 
(I could not stick the course to-day) ; 

New generations lash the same old river, 

Spurt up the Long Beach, bump and sup; 

What if we pass, through weight "of years or liver ? 

- Somebody keeps, it up. 

Time may have weaned us long ago 
With even sterner heights to win 

Than when the once resilient toe 
Was apt to dance the daylight in; 

No doubt we’ve grown in wisdom since we started, 
But I would give my head (with brain) 

Just to be back there, young and agile-hearted, 

Just for one June again. 0. S. 


AUTHORSHIP FOR ALL. 

[In this series Mr. Punch presents a few specimens of the work of 
his newly-established Literary Ghost Bureau, which supplies appro- 
priate Press contributions on any subject and over any signature. 
Terms and simple self-measurement form on application.] 

I. — The Eesponsibilities op Genius. 

By Mi^ Dinhie DevereuXy the renowned, Film Favourite, 

The Editor of The Weekly Newsbag has kindly asked me 
to write an article on the duty which we denizens of Elicker- 
land owe to the public. This, it happens, is a subject that 
has long given me “furiously to think,” as a witty French- 
I man once said in French. It may be of interest, by the 
way, to state that I anr myself partly of Gallic extraction, 
my mother having been a Lyons girl before she was en- 
abled to open a tea-shop* of her own ; and, although born 
and bred in what I am proud to call my native country, I 
can even now act just as fluently in a French film as in an 
all-British production. ^ 

But I must not let my thoughts run away with my pen, 
fascinating though such cross-country excursions may be. 
To return to my appointed topic, heavy indeed is the burden 


that is laid on the back of a cinema star. You who know 
me only as the reigning queen of countless Palaces may pos- 
sibly imagine that my life is spent in flitting butterfly- 
fashion from film to film, existing only for the golden 
moment. But one is not born a butterfly, nor does one 
remain so without constant effort. The strenuous nature of 
my labours indeed necessitates frequent periods of recu- 
peration, which I seek either in my Highland fastness, or 
on my Californian peach-farm, or amid the lotus-bushes of 
my villa on the Biviera. This, then, is one of my first duties 
to the public-r~to preserve that Heaven-sent talent which, 
in the words of mighty Milton, “ is death to hide.” (Mil- 
ton, I may say, is my favourite poet next to Geoegb<E. 
Sims, and “ Odont ” is my favourite mouth-wash.) 

But the intervals between pictures are not all play. When 
I receive notice of a forthcoming production in which my 
services are entreated (and I owe it to humanity not to re- 
fuse my co-operation provided certain bothersome prelimin- 
aries of a financial nature are successfully negotiated), I 
spend a considerable time steeping myself in the atmo- 
sphere of the part I am to fill. One of my most famous 
rdles, as I need hardly mention, is that of Lilian the Lift- 
Girl, in the great Solomonson six-reeler, Ujps and Downs. 
In order to prepare for this momentous undertaking I used 
to visit" Whifceridge’s Stores daily and devote an hour or so 
to travelling in the elevators ; only thus could I hope to 
attain the proper perspective. The attendants of course 
knew me well and used to ply me with gifts of choco- 
lates, etc.; but after a time I was compelled to refuse these 
touching offerings because my chauffeur has a tendency 
to biliousness. 

Then there is the sacred duty of looking after what my 
Press agent is good enough to call my “unearthly charm.” . 
1 do not agree with the dictum that “ we are as Heaven 
made us,” and I am sure no film enterprise could carry on 
successfully on those lines. Of course you must have some- 
thing to work upon, and for the bare edifice of my beauty, 
which in all humility I admit was raised by other hands than 
mine, I claim no special praise. But I think I may justly 
take credit for the structural alterations I have effected and 
for the self-sacrificing labours I have willingly undergone 
to maintain each of my features at its maximum effi- 
ciency ; to these the advertisement columns of the papers 
bear constant testimony. 

(In passing let me observe that I have always found 
[Mrs. Phipps’s Face -Fodder of invaluable assistance in 
! “that fierce light which beats upon the screen,” as dear old 
Tennyson— another great favourite of mine— so nearly said.) 

Naturally enough the public is always ravenous for in- 
formation concerning the minutest details of my life, and to 
prevent disappointment in this respect I send the Press 
a daily budget of my doings, entitled Dinkie Day by Day. 
That is another burden I cheerfully shoulder, and by this 
methpd my admirers are kept fully acquainted with what 
I may calLthe real me— with the heart that beats beneath 
the shadowed counterfeit. Nevertheless at times the most 
absurd rumours get abroad. Eecently, for example, I saw 
it stated in quite a reputable organ that my favourite jam is 
blackberry-and-apple ; as a'matter of fact I find all jams 
ruinous to the figure, and as a tea-relish I usually limit 
myself to the more ascetic bloater-paste, with salmon-and- 
sbrimp as an occasional variant. 

My pet hobby is collecting precious stones, and my 
favourites among these are pearls and diamonds, especially 
of the larger variety. Frequently admirers of my art who 
know of this harmless foible are good enough to add to my 
collection, and these ^ spontaneous tributes are among the 
compensations of a life dedicated at every moment of the 
day to the public service. 













li 'M^ 




'^^y, ////■'/> 


l.Vp'Vfi 


PIEECT REACTION. 


Laboub Extbbmist. “HE’S A BIT TOO ' QUICK ON THE REBOUND.” 

rMr Lloyd ttnoBaBi gave a very straight answer to the representative of those members of the National Union of Bailwaymen 
who W’ rX^ to handle munitions intended for the defence of the Boyal Irish Constabulary against murderous attack.] 
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ANOTHER DOG DISPUTE. 

As far as was revealed by the torn 
remnants of posters adhering to Farmer 
Pyke's bam, the only event of im- 
portance in Little Spudsey since the 
Jetting by auction of fifty-seven acres 
of summer keeping in April, 1918, was 
the Eural District Council Election in 
March, 1920. Conspicuous mention 
was made of Pyke, Cluttrel and Gedge, 
Coalition Candidates, who had appar- 
ently coalesced to crush one Winch, 
Independent, I was endeavouring to 
discover his fate when old William 
Trimble doddered along, 

“Marnin*, Mr. Lomax,” he said; 
you be back at last ? ” 

I could not deny the fact. 

“There be onlyHosea Bennett an’ 
George Eiley to coom now, an’ the toll 
’ll be complete.” 

“ Where are they now? ” I asked. 

“ George be in India, or leastways 'e 
was, an* Hosea *s at Oologny. They’m 
both expected back by Saturday fortnit. 


an* th’ question which on ’em really 
owns th’ Yarkshire tarrier’ll have to 
be settled once an* fpr all. Yon election 
hinged on it.” 

“I’m afraid I’ve forgotten the de- 
tails, William,” I confessed lamely. 

“You’ll surely remember th’ little 
Yarkshire tarrier as strayed into th’ 
village in the summer o’ *14,” said 
William. “ Hosea claimed it as his’n 
by right of hollering it first, but George 
rackened him givin* it a bit o’ bacon- 
rind from ’is lunch med ’im th’ rightful 
owner. It stayed a few days wu’ Hosea, 
then George ’ticed it away, an’ generally 
it hung to the one as happened to have th’ 
biggest bone. Feeling ran high atween 
them till, after the harvest ’ad bin got 
' in, Mr. Gedge, at The Chequers, axed 
George what about j’ining up. 

“ * What, an’ give Hosea a free run 
wi’ th’ tarrier?* said George. * Not 
blessed likely.’ 

“ Hosea for his part said ’e weren'*t 
going to budge while th’ village were 
infested wi’* dog - stealers ; so Mr. 


Gedge ’e says, ‘ Hand th’ dog to me. 

I ’ll howd it wi’out fear nor favour, an’ 
when you both cooms back we ’ll have 
it properly arbitrated on.’ 

“So Hosea j’ined the Infantry an’ 
George went into th’ Yeomanry. There 
was some friction when George first 
coom on leave an’ Mr. Gedge let ’im 
have th’ tarrier for a day’s ratting. Th’ 
Bennett family said it were breaking 
! the agreement, but Mr. Gedge said it 
were a patriotic duty to give th’ lads a 
bit of amusement when they came on j 
leave, an’ ’e *d undertake the Eileys ’ud j 
make no objection when Hosea coom 
home. But it made a lot ’o coolness 
atween th’ families, an’ when Hosea 
were wounded in ’16 the Bennettses as 
good as said th’ Eileys weren’t no 
better nor pro-Germans in not giving 
up their claim to th’ tari'ier. Public 
opinion were with Hosea at that time, 
but it veered round to George when ’e 
won th’ Military Medal in *16. 

‘ * However, Georgegot orders to go East 
in ’17, an’ Hosea had pretty frequent 
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Host {to guest, who is helping him to malte a pergola), Don’t lean on it, you silly ass I You ’ll have it down.” 


leaves and were alius parading th’ dog 
outside the Eileys’ cottage. About the 
end o' '18 owd Ephraim Eiley got tired 
of it and went to see Mr. Gedge on th' 
subject. 

“ ‘ Fair 's fair,' he says, * an' Hosea 
ain’t no right to be worming 'is way 
into that dog's affections while George 
can’t get home.’ 

“ ‘ There 's summat in that,’ said Mr. 
Gedge; an’ next time Hosea cooms 
home 'e finds the dog in pound, so to 
speak. 

“ ‘ Very good,’ says he ; ‘ I don’t coom 
home again till George is here.' 

“ In th’ spring of ’19, 'bout the time 
as the tarrier— which was getting owd 
and cantankerous— bit Wilfred Bro wit t 
in th’ leg, we heerd that George weren’t 
likely to be back for^ longish time, an' 
Hosea wrote to say in that case he 'd 
take on in th’ Army for another year. 
Then we had mower excitement, for it 
was said that Winch, a new-comer, had 
put up for th’ Council, an' it 'ud mean 
an election. Fowks were so used to 
Farmer Pyke an’ Mr. Gedge and Mr. 
Oluttrel setting that they rackened they 
didn’t need to be voted on, but would 


go in automatic. However, there were 
a meetin’ in th’ parish-room, an’ when 
Chairman axed if anyone 'ad any ques- 
tions Wilfred Browitt got up an' said : 

‘ Who owns tarrier, Hosea Bennett 
or George Eiley ? ’ 

“It were well known that Wilfred 
were a mean-sperrited crittur as only 
wanted to know from which one ’e ’d 
be likely to get compensation for th’ 
bite on his leg. So Mr. Gedge 'e rose 
an’ answered : — 

“ ‘ It ’s well known Mr. Pyke nor Mr. 
.Cluttrel nor self can't say anything on 
the matter, as it is sub-judish till th’ 
lads coom home.' 

“‘What do you say, Mr. Winch?’ 
persisted Wilfred. 

“ ‘ I declare for George Eiley,’ said 
Winch boldly, ‘ him being the first to 
give it sustenance.’ 

“ There were a great sensation at that^ 
an’ it showed the cunningness o’ Winch. 
He knew the Eileys were intermarried 
wi’ half th' village and all George’s 
relations 'ud be bound to vote for 'im 
after he ’d declared for them. And so 
it proved, for, though th’ Bennettses 
rallied everyone they could for th’ Coali- 


tioners, they weren’t strong enough, an 
Winch got in in place o’ Mr. Cluttrel.” 

“ Still,” I remarked, “ the question of 
ownership isn’t settled.” 

“ No, that ’ll be settled Saturday fort- 
nit. It ’ll be a rare set-back for Winch 
if the verdict goes to Hosea.” 

“But in any case the terrier is sure 
of a good home,” I said. 

“ Well, as to that,” replied William, 

“ it were the principle o’ the thing that 
were at stake. When th’ tarrier bit 
Wilfred Browitt in '19 he chased it out 
of th’ village wi’ his stick, an’ nobody 
ain’t seen it since.” 

Our Modest Advertisers. 

*‘To BE Let. — Charming Little Gentle- , 
man’s Pleasure Parm.” — Field, 

“ A Northampton Corporation report states 
that contractor’s workmen have applied for 
permission to work longer hours.” 

Daily Chronicle. " 

We understand that the Labour Party 
will at once order the Ministry of Health 
to take steps to isolate these cases, and 
that there is little danger of a spread 
of the epidemic. 
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_ table.) What a funny way to give your 
A PRISCILLA DIALOGUE. iamb tea, Priscilla. 

Theee is probably some way by whiob She, My lamb says he likes having 
a young female child can be led through bis tea like this. (A longish ^CLUse.) 
easy stages of Socratic dialogue to Please will you draw me a picsher ? 


the^'idea of ultimate truth in morals as L What kind of a picture ? /. J^ut why is your horse snorting 

well as art. There is probably some She, A picsher of a house. from his mouth, Priscilla ? 

way of talking to such a child without I. What kind of a house? She. He ^s snorting from his mouf 

being badly scored off. But I do not She {in 07ie long breath). A purple because I ’m sooing him on his back, 
seem to have the gift. This is the more house with a yellow roof and blue Well, there you are, you know ; what 
unfortunate because the thing usually curtains and a green door and rose-trees is one going to do about it ? There is a 
happens before I have finished my with red roses and hollyhocks and a sort of specious plausibility about these 
breakfast, and nothing is quite so dam- dear little pussy-cat and a motor-car replies after all ; I am no farrier, but I 
aging to my self-esteem as to be soundly coming up the drive. should think it quite likely that if you 


She {derisively). Ho I that isn’t paint. 
That ’s snorts. 

I {helplessly). Whatever do you mean? 
She. That’s snorts. Snorts from his 
mouf. White snorts. 

I. But why is your horse snorting 
from his mouthj Priscilla ? 

She. He’s snorting from his mouf 


She {in one long breath). A purple because I ’m sooing him on his back. 
DUse with a yellow roof and blue Well, there you are, you know ; what 


snubbed in my own house before the 
day’s work has begun. 

' Mind you I do not honestly believe 
that my logic is at fault. I believe that 
there is usually a flaw in the reasoning 
of the child. But you cannot very well 


say to an infant of three, ** You are now that isn’t a door. 


[Thisisexemtedincoloured crayons shoed a cart-horse long enough on the 
with a rapidity born of hunger back with a large enough hammer he 
and long practice^ and passed to looidd snort white snorts from his 
the Hanging Gommittee for in- mouth; and it’s no use telling the girl 
spection.] that she can’t jump from realism to 

She {examining it critically). Ho 1 romance in that disingenuous manner. 


Besides she might start hammering the 


being guilty of an undistributed middle J. Yes, it is, Priscilla. It ’s a very nice wheels again. Or else she would say 


or a petitio elenchi or whatever it is.” door. 


She would do what I have heard even She. I 
older women do in like circumstances, knocker. 
She would change the subject at once. [Af\ 
Perhaps the Montessoei system ... di 

But let us take a typical case. ai 

. I found her sitting at a large table She (s- 
by the dining-room window, in a high [J s 
chair that left her red shoes eighteen of 

inches from the ground, a complete a? 

doll’s tea service in front of her and a She. I 


or. that her horse said he was snorting, 

She. It isn’t a door. It hasn’t any and who am I to contradict a British 
LOcker. • horse ? I used to consider myself pretty 

[After allt %ohen is a door not a good at what are called back-answers 
door ^ I finish the joinery job and I still believe that with a little 
and carry on with my bacon.] practice I could hold my own in White- 
She (suddenly). There isn’t any sun. chapel or the House of Commons, but 
[J sketch in the 7'egulation pattern there are subtle transitions about Pris- 
of circxdar swi^ with eyes^ a nose cilia’s method of argument with which 
and a smile complete.] only a Prime Minister could cope. It 


and a smile complete.] 


She. That isn’t a sun. It hasn’t any carries too many guns for me. 


small stuffed lamb on her right-hand hair. 

side. The tea-pot appeared to contain J. The sun doesn’t have any hair, 
real water and the sugar-basin real Priscilla. 


sugar, and although she was supremely 
busy watering and sugaring and re- 
arranging her cups and jugs and spoons 
she greeted mewith the composure of an 
experienced chdielaine. ,Our conversa- 
tion went something like this : — 

She. Will you have any cup of tea? 
I {having drunk a small cup of waim* 
with a very little real sugar and a large 
quantity of real grit in it.) Thank you. 
How delicious 1 But I must go and have 
my breakfast now. 

She {taking no notice at all and offer- 
ing me a small fragment of moist toast). 
Will you have any piece of cake ? 

I. Thank you. What lovely plum- 
cake ! 


She {decisively). Nurse has hair. 
[This really seems unanswerable. 
Having amended Phoebus Apollo 


cramps my style. V. 

A COENISH COTTAGE. 

Beside the clock two spaniels stand, 
Two china spaniels golden-spotted ; 


I start in with my marmalade. 0^ ^ d’oyley (contraband) 

After a lapse of. a few minutes a • Beams a red-faced geranium (potted). 
low ha^nmering is heard from Framed portraits rest on woollen mats, 


sometvhere on the floor at the far 
side of the table.] 


Black-bearded smugglers with their 
spouses ; 


I. WJiatever are you doing, Priscilla ? The gentlemen wear bowler hats, 


Sooing my horse. The ladies sport their Sunday blouses. 

[She is discovered beating the ^ 
wheels of a grey wooden flat- pictures decorate the wall, 
hacked animal on a. stand loith _ Vesuvius spouting sparks and 


Vesuvius spouting sparks and ashes, 


a hammer procured from heaven Gahjpso in a squall, 


Will you have any piece of cake ? alom knows where.] • Full-sailed aespice cne iignt 

I. Thank you. What lovely plum- L Well, don’t hit him on the wheels, flashes. 

. .anyhow. {A pause, subdued Aloises and Without, the dark Atlantic flings 

She {with infinite sconi). Ho ! that a sigh.) What are you doing now, Against the cliff its booming si 
isnt plum-ceike. There isn’t any plums Priscilla? And, as a shell, the snug room ri 

in it. It ’s choclat cake. She. Sooing him on his’ back. With its reverberating dirges. 

I {hujniliated). Oh, well, J don’t J. Doesn’t that hurt him ? a • l i l • n 

think I will have any more tea, thank She. It hurts him very much, but he door the night winds 

yon. doesn’t say anyfing. 

She {coldly). I’m going to give my [I come round to give veterinary m * 4 . t t 

lamb tea now. o & l J J Triumphant over wind and wave^ 

[The method of giving tea to alamb, I. Don’t you love your horse, Pris- landlord s lusty snori 

' J 77 7 .■..A •' ’ A mr A TiT 


despite 


lightning 


Against the cliff its booming surges, 
And, as a shell, the snug room rings 
With its reverberating dirges. 


you. doesn 

She {coldly). I ’m going to give my [ 
lamb tea now. 

[The method of giving tea to a lamb, I. ] 

ill case it is not generally hioimi, cilia ? 
* is to plaster the Iambus nose loith She 
spoonfuls of sugar and then lick J. 
off the sugar with one's to7igue. that ; 
At least that is the way Priscilla [ 
does it.] 

I {reprovingly from the breakfast- 


She. Sooing him on his’ back. With its reverberating dirges. 

1. Doesn’t that hurt him ? 4.1 •t 4 .-t 

She. Ifc hurts him very much, but he 

esn’t say anyfing. ^’ 1 '® 

Triumph’ant overwind and wave 

I, Don't you love your horse, Pris- landlord s lusty snoring. 

uo Patlander. 


She. Yes, he ’s my friendly horse. n t 7 . v , 

T Wall “ There was one summer when he lived by 

I . bang him about like Himself in a lonely old houseboat on the 

at ; ail the paint S coming off him. Thame-s, from which he paddled himself ashore 

[The carpet is mfact bestrewn with ®very morning in a top-hat.’’— Paper, 
small flakes of grey pamt from The drawback to this kind of craft is 
the unhappy creature's flanks.] that it only accommodates a single skull. 
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MANNERS AND MODES. 

MR GILE4D P BLOGGS (U.S.A.) ORDERS EOR HIS NEW DINING-ROOM AT PITTSBURG A COLOSSAL 
PICTURE REPRESENTING A HOSPITABLE SIDEBOARD, TO KEEP ALIVE HIS MEMORIES OE “WET” AMERICA. 





Accused [just dismissed), thanks! What should I have done without you?” Counsel. about six months.” 


LITTLE BITS OF LONDON. 

Billingsgate. 

In order to see Billingsgate properly 
in action it is necessary to get up at 
half-past four and travel on the Under- 
ground by the first train East, which 
is an adventure in itself. The first 
train East goes at three minutes past 
five, and there are large numbers of 
people who travel in it every day ; by 
Charing Gross it is almost crowded. 
It is full of Bolshevists ; and I do not 
wonder. One sits with one’s feet up 
in a first-class carriage, clutching a 
nice cheap workman’s ticket and trying 
hard to look as if, like the Bolshevists, 
one did this every day. 

On arriving at the Monument Station 
one walks briskly past the seductive 
announcement that *‘The Monument 
IS Now Open,” and plunges into a 
world of fish. I have never been able 
to understand why fish is so funny. On 
the comic stage a casual reference to fish 
is almost certain to provoke a shout of 
laughter ; in practice, and especially in 
the mass, it is not so funny ; it is like the j 
Government, an inexhaustible source of 


humour at a distance, and in the flesh 
extraordinarily dull. 

Over the small streets which sur- 
round the market hangs a heavy pall 
of fishy vapour. The streets are full 
of carts ; the carts are full of fish. The 
houses in the streets are fish-dealers’ 
places, more or less full of fish. The 
pavements are full of fish - porters, 
carrying fish, smelling of fish. Frag- 
ments of conversation are heard, all 
about fish. Fish lie sadly in the gutters. 
The scales of fish glitter on the pave- 
ments. A little vigorous swimming 
through the outlying fisheries brings 
you to the actual market, which is even 
more wonderful. Imagine a place like 
Covent Garden, and nearly as big, but 
entirely devoted to fish. In the place of 
those enchanting perspectives of flower- 
stalls, imagine enormous regiments of 
fish-stalls, paraded in close order and 
groaning with halibut and conger- eel, 
with whiting and lobsters and huge 
crabs. Bound these stalls the whole- 
sale dealers wade ankle - deep in fish. 
Steadily, maliciously, the great fish slide 
off the stalls on to the floor ; steadily 
the dealers recover them and pile them 


up on their small counters, or cast; them 
through the air on to other counters, or 
fling them into baskets in rage or morti- 
fication or sheer bravado. 

The dealers are men with business- 
faces, in long white coats, surprisingly 
clean. Every now and then they stop 
throwing crabs into baskets or retriev- 
ing halibut from the floor, and make 
little entries in long note-books. I do 
not know exactly what entries they 
make, but I think they must all be in for 
some competition, and are making notes 
about their scores ; one man I watched 
had obviously just beaten the record 
for halibut-recovery. He recovered so 
many in about a minute that the tops of 
I his boots were just beginning to show. 
When he had done that he made such 
long notes in his book about it that 
most of the halibut slid on to the floor 
again while h« was doing it. Then he 
began all over again. But I expect he 
won the prize. 

Meanwhile about a million fish- 
porters are dashing up and down the 
narrow avenues between tlie fish-stalls, 
porting millions of boxes of fish . Nearly 
all of them, I am glad to say, have been 
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in the army or have had a relative in 
the army ; for they are nearly all wear- 
ing the Ml uniform of a company cook, 
which needs no description. On their 
heads they have a kind of india-rubber 
hat, and on the india-rubber hat they 
have a large box of fish weighing about 
six stone — six stone, I tell you. This 
box they handle as if it was a box of 
cigars. They pick it up with a careless 
gesture; they carry it as if it was a 
• slightly uncomfortable hat, and they 
throw it down with another careless 
gesture, usually on to another box of 
fish; this explains why so many of 
one’s herrings appear to have been 
maimed at sea. 

When they have finished throwing 
the boxes about they too take out a 
note-book and make notes about it all. 
This, it seems, is to make sure that they 
are paid something for throwing each 
box about, I don’t blame them. It 
must be a hard life. Yet if I thought 
I could pick up six stone of salmon and 
plaice and throw it about I should sign 
on at Billingsgate at once. It is true 
they start wiork about five ; but they stop 
work, it seems, about ten, and they 
earn a pound and over for that. Then 
they can go hpme. Most of them, I 
imagine, are stockbrokers during the 
rest of the day. 

And they are a refined and gentle- 
manly body of men. I hope the old 
legend that the fish-porter of Billings- 
gate expresses himself in terms too 
forcible for the ordinary man is now 
j exploded ; for it is a slander. In fact 
it is a slander to call him a “ porter ; ” 
at least in these days I suppose it is 
libellous to connect a man falsely with 
the N.U.B., if only by verbal implica- 
tion. But, however that may be, I 
here assert that the Billingsgate fish- 
porter is comparatively smooth and 
courteous personage, and, considering 
his constant association with fish in 
bulk, I think it is wonderful. 

At the far end of the market is the 
river Thames ; and on the river Thames 
there is a ship or two chockful of fish. 
Fish-porters with a kind of hlas6 ani- 
mation run up and down a long gang- 
way to the ship with six-stone boxes of 
fine fresh whiting on their heads. These 
boxes they pile up on a chute (carefully 
noting each box in their note-books), 
after which an auctioneer auctions the 
boxes. This is the really exciting part 
of the show. The dealers or the dealers’ 
agents stand round in a hungry ring 
and buy the boxes of fish as they slide 
dovm the chute. The dealers seem to 
detail a less cultured type of man for 
this purpose, and few of the bidders 
come up to tlae standard of refinement 
of the fish-porters. But the auctioneer 
understands them, and he knows all 


their Christian names. He can tell at 
a glance whether it is Mossy Isaacs or 
Sam Isaacs. He is a very clever man. 

They stand round looking at the 
boxes of fish, and when one of them 
twitches the flesh of his nose or faintly 
moves one of his eyelashes it means 
that he has bought six stone of whiting 
for thirty shillings. That is the only 
kind of sign they give, and the visitor 
will be wise not to catch the auctioneer’s 
eye, or bl6w his nose or do any overt 
action like that, or he may find that he 
has bought six stone of salmon and 
halibut, for forty-five shillings. At an 


auction of fish it is true to say that a 
nod is as good as a wink; in fact it is 
worse. 

The dealers are silent motionless 
men; but nobody else is. Everybody 
else is dashing about and shouting as 
loud as he can. As each box of fish is 
sold the porters dash at it and shout at 
it (of course in a very gentlemanly way) 
and carry it off in all directions. It is 
quite clear that nobody knows who has 
bought it and where it is going. The 
idea of the whole thing is to impress 
the visitor with the mobility of fish, and 
this object is successfully attained. No 




Good-bye. Now what can I do for yoxt, Sir ? ” benefit of my advice in the matter his lordship mentioned. 

OOMPLMELr OUI OE OEMS °s'iNCB*tStERDAV ^ tlNDEBSTAND FBOM TOGB LBTTBR TO US HAS BEEN 


doubt whon tbo visitors have gone away 
they settle down and decide definitely 
whom the fish belongs to. 

It is now about half -past six. Ksh 
is stih rushing in at one end from the 
ship and is rushing in at the other 
tom the railway- vans. The porters are 
throwing the fish at the dealers’ stalls 
(registenngeach hit in theirnote-books), 
dealers are thi-owing it on to 
the floor or throwing it at each other 
or trying to throw it at a retailer, who 
always puts on a haughty air and passes 
on to the next stall, till he too gets en- 
tangled in the game and finds that he ’ 
has bought twenty-four stone of wEit- 
ing at twopence a pound j then he throws 
It at some more porters, and the porters 
dash outside and throw it at the carts 
and the carts clatter away to Kensincf-’ ' 
ton, and my wife buys a whiting at ten- < 
pence a pound, and the circle of fish 
organisation is complete. 

At about this point it is a good thing 1 
' to pass on to Covent Garden and buy 
some flowers. A. P H T 


CAPUA. 

(A Bolshevist s IdTuentf designed to shozu 
that though we may appear to he giving 
way rather easily to the Bnssian Gov- 
epiment zoe have a deep purpose in 
it all^ 

Silken ways and softer manners 
Bend the barbarous victor down ; 

Woe unto the Soviet banners ! 

M. Krassin is in town. 


A Record Crash. 

Prom “ Sayings of the Week ” in a 
Sunday paper : — 

“ With the aerial world at our feet we are 
makmgnoeffort to grasp it.—G. EoU Thomas.’’ \ 


Hark ! the Lydian lute is thrum- 
ming ; 

Eoses fall about his feet ; 

He shall pardon each shortcoming. 
Conqueror he shall taste defeat. 

Puzzled, maybe slightly baffled. 

He shall get to like it all. 

Overlook the absent scaffold 
At the windows of Whitehall. 

Piccadilly, though it warps his 
Sense of justice, he shall see 
Unencumbered by the corpses 
Of a bloated bourgeoisie / 


Lulled by scented airs and graces, 
Peel the Scythian ardours fade; 
Purchase underwear and braces 
ig In the Burlington Arcade ; 

Losing for a mess of pottage 
Trotsky’s wireless apothegms. 
Take a little country cottage 
And a houseboat on the Thames. 

Oh to think that as he lingers 
Hour by hour he needs must hook 
Bound imperial palms the fingers 
Of a hand that Lenin shook. 

Commerce like an iron girder 
Props the new world and the old ; “ 
All men know the stains of murder ’ 
May be lightly washed with gold. 

Ah, but when the bright-eyed vulture 
Fresh from feasting on the slain, 
Learns the way of foreign culture 
Shall his claws grow sharp again ? 

So for him we weep, the Tartar 
Blood -bedabbled to his wrists, 
When his free soul sinks to barter 
With abhorred capitalists. 







AIE-CRAFTINESS. 


Beitish Lion. “ HALLO ! STAETED ELYING AGAIN ALEEADY?” 

German Eagle. “OH. PUEELY A OOMMEEOIAL ELUTTEE.” 

British Lion (to toaeZ/).<‘l EEMEMBEE HEAEING THAT SAME YAEN ABOUT THEIE 
NAVY. TIME I DEVELOPED MY WINGS AGAIN." 

[«In Germany there are milUons o£ men firmly determined to ma back by the air what they have lost by sea a^^on land^” ^ 
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essence of parliament. 

Monday, June Has the right 

hon. gentleman any experience of Sun- 
day School treats ? ” asked Mr. Inskip 
after the Minister of Transport had 
announced that the railway companies, 
while conceding reduced fares for these 
outings, could not extend the facilities 
to more than one adult for every ten 
children. Sir Eric Geddes admitted 
that his experience was “ many years 
ago.” There must have been “giants 
in those days” among the Sunday 
School teachers if one of them was able 
to “ moderate the transports ” of ten 
little Erics. 

The Prime Minister had discarded 
the jaunty grey suit which he wore last 
week, and in his “blacks” looked i*ather 
like a Scottish elder. Nevertheless, when 
requested by Mr. MAcOAiiLUM Scott to 
interpret the articles of the “AuldKirk ” 
he declined to rush in where Mr. Bonar 
Law had feared to tread, and contented 
himself with the remark that this was 
“ a very dangerous question for a mere 
Southerner.” 

The negotiations with M. Krassin 
caused many inquiries. Mr. William 
Shaw, for example, sought a guarantee 
that the Bolshevists should not be al- 
lowed to pay for the goods they might 
now order with the stores that they 
had seized from His Majesty’s Govern- 
ment. One is reminded of Phil Mat’s 
publican, who took the theft of his pew- 
ters philosophically, 
but was moved to 
strong protest when 
the thief brought them 
back in the form of 
bad half-crowns. 

Coalitionist anxiety 
in regard to the Prime 
Minister’s flirtation 
with the Soviet emis- 
sary took shape in a 
motion for the ad- 
journment moved by 
Colonel Gretton, who 
was shocked at the 
idea of negotiating 
with a Government 
that depended on vio- 
lence, and seconded 
by Admiral Sir E. 

Hall, who doubted 
whether there was 
anything to be got out 
of Eussia. Mr. Lloyd 
George replied that, 
according to the evi- 
dence of anti-Bolshevist refugees, there 
were quantities of grain and raw ma- 
terials awaiting export, while in regard 
to the general question he poured much 
rhetorical contempt on the argument 
that we were never to trade with a 


country that was misgoverned. What 
about Turkey ? What about Mexico ? 
“You cannot always examine the re- 
cords of your customers.” 

Earlier in the day Sir A. Griffith 



^'MANY YEAES AG-0.” 

Sib Eric Geddes at a Sunday School 

TREAT. 

Boscawen had moved the Second 
Beading of the Agriculture Bill with 
so much vigour and enthusiasm that 
one wondered why a Bill so vital to 
the national well-being had not been in- 


troduced a little earlier. Later speakers 
were less friendly. Mr. Aoland declared 
that the measure was only necessary 
because the Government could not 
keep the country out of international 
difiiculties. Captain Eitzroy com- 


plained that the Bill did too much for 
the tenant-farmer ; whereas Mr. Caut- 
LEY described it as the tenant-farmer’s 
death-knell. 

Tuesday, June 8th , — The prevalent 
belief that Mr. Churchill is always 
spoiling for a fight, and is mainly re- 
sponsible for all the wars now going on 
in various parts of the world, is, I am 
ready to believe, entirely erroneous. 
But there is no doubt of his desire to 
“ see red ” so far as His Majesty’s Army 
is concerned. The report that the 
Government intended to spend three 
millions in putting our soldiers back 
into the traditional scarlet inspired a 
multitude of questions to the War Sec- 
retary this afternoon. Mr. Churchill 
declared it to be grossly exaggerated. 
Nevertheless, in political circles it is 
believed that at the next election the 
Government can rely with confidence 
upon the nurserymaids' vote. 

In resisting the proposal to make 
a levy on capital Mr. Chamberlain 
covered the ground so exhaustively 
that, as Sir E. Banbury subsequently 
observed, the chief complaint to be 
made of his speech was that it was not 
delivered three months before, when it 
would have saved the money-market 
great anxiety and prevented much de- 
preciation of capital. For, according 
to the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
a levy on war- wealth was never really 
practicable, and even if it had been 
would have had no effect upon the 
amount of the floating 
debt, his most press- 
ing problem. But, if 
so, why not have said 
it at the start, instead 
of setting up a Com- 
mittee to try to find 
a solution for the in- 
soluble ? 

Mr. Chamberlain’s 
contention that by the 
income-tax and super- 
tax wealth was already 
heavily conscripted 
would have perhaps 
been better left with- 
out illustration. His 
case ot the gentle- 
man with £131,000 a 
year, who after paying ' 
his taxes had only j 
£42,500 to spend, left 
Mr. Stephen Walsh 
quite cold. Sir Donald 
Maclean, by some 
odd process of reason- 
ing, came to the conclusion that the 
Government’s decision would be wel- 
comed by all the enemies of capital, 
and announced his intention of joining 
the Labour Party in the Lobby. 

Wednesday, June 9th , — The Air Navi- ' 



MR. CHURCHILL SEES RED. 

Army uniform (1) as it is ; (2) as it was before the war and will be 
AGAIN ; AND (3) AS, TO SUIT Mr. CHURCHILL’S MaRLBOROUGH TRADITIONS, IT 
SHOULD HAVE BEEN. 
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trom ie). »De«ohted rou webe able to then nPl' Yon 

^ ■D^n n . t "““I ! ~ ' - — 


gaMoa Bill passed through the usually 
serene atmosphere of the Upper House, 
but not without encountering a certain 
number of “ buinps.” Lord Montagu, 
calling to imnd the nursery saying “if 
P'SS could fly,” was ala4ed^ bf the 
possibility ihat “ air-hogs ” might inter- 
fere with the amenities, and might eyen 
endanger the lives, of earth-bound citi- 
zens by flying over them at unduly low 
^titudes. _ He suggested two thousand 
feet as a minimum. Lord Londondbbrt 
resist^ the Amendment on the ground 
that It was difllcult to gauge the height 
at which aircraft flew, and thought few 
airmen would care to risk the penalties 
prmded in the BiU-a fine of two bun- 
dled pounds and six. months’ impris- 

At first blush you would hardly think 
It necessary to include the City Coruo- 
ration among the local authorities ’s^o 
may estabhsh aerodromes. The “ one 
square mile ”• does not offer much en- 
couragement to the airman who wishes 
to make a safe landing. But you never 
can tell what may happen. The ** 

cension of her premises, may perhaus 

^ significance 
to ‘banking” m the aviator! vocabm 

the Commons the anomalous Dosi 
by President WrusoN’s 
undertabng to delimit the boundaries 


of Armenia, although his country has 
refused to accept the mandate for its 
admimstration, elicited from Mr. Bonae 
^Aw the curious explanation that the 
myitoon to delimit was addressed to 
personal capacity.” 
But when Mr. Bottomlet sought fur- 
ther light on thm phrase Mr. Law was 
unable or unwilling to supply it. He 
M, however, vouchsafe the information 
tuat, whatever America might do this 
country would not add Armenia to its 

Srtm” 

y/mrsday, J^me iOth.-lt seems a 
Fty that since Count de Saks left 
Montenegro and made bis famous 
British Governme! 
representative in that dis- 
tracted country. In the absence of 

diverse 


thr«‘ ^®°°™rigto Lord Sydenham 

arrL Jugo-Slavia, 
are_ taking every step to intimidate 

their opponents (described as ninety 

incidentally imprisoned a number of 
epMinisters. Lord Cv^zc,r^%^eed 


r Zu "oie a considerable ratio 

to the whole population, but otherwise 

.Sy>™’s alC 
tions. His own information [source 
not named) was that the Montenegrin 
majonty was in favour of Yugo Slnv 

«^fon. The debate confirmed fhelm!. 


pression that all statements emanating 
from the Black Mountain should be 
taken cmt gmno de Sadis. 

In the Commons Mr. Bonae Law 
was taking a day off, and, as usually 
happens when the Prime Minister is 
in charge, “a certain liveliness” pre- 
vailed. The renewed offensive of Gen- 
eral Weanged incited the Bolshevist 
sympathisers to start one on their own 
account. An attempt to move the ad- 
journment was nipped in the bud by the 
Spbaeee. Colonel Wedgwood made a 
gaUant effort to usurp the functions 
of the Chair by declaring that the 
matter was both definite and urgent • 
but Mr. Lowthbe replied that unfor- 
tunately the decision rested with him 
and not with the hon. Member 
The House then settled down to 
Beading to 

two Bills, -and a Second Beading to 
,five others. On the Women, Young 
|ersons and Children (Employmen| 
Bill Mr. Baenes took exception not 
unnaturally, to a clause permitting” the 
employment of women and younl per 
sons m shifts up to ten o’clock at nigEr” 
th^ undertook to con! ider 

Of shoes and ships and sealing-wax, 

Of cabbages and kings.’— (0. Henry).” 

\ 7 ( 7 U ja*T -r StO/tc Pct )} eK » 

Where did Lewis Caerold? Appar- 
ently not in the Free State. 
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THE FUTURE OF APSLEY HOUSE. 

OoNFiiiCTiNa Statements. 

Th 53. possibility of a super-dancing- 
saloon being erected on the site of 
Apsley House is, we fear, likely to be 
relegated to the limbo of lost oppor- 
tunities. 

It will be remembered that a few 
weeks ago London in general and the 
West-End in particular was excited and 
delighted by the announcement that 
Apsley House had been sold to an in- 
fluential syndicate and would shortly 
be converted into a massive and 
monumental block, forty storeys high, 
crowned with the dancing-saloon and 
including a concert-hall with the most 
powerful organ in the world, and a 
swimming-bath with salt water con- 
veyed by a special pipe from Brighton. 

It will also be remembered that Mr. 
Ohumpley Swope, the chairman of the 
syndicate, issued a powerful manifesto 
in which he explained the purely hu- 
manitarian motives of the enterprise 
— to obliterate the militaristic associa- 
tions of the site ; to replace an un- 
sightly building by a fabric which would 
be one of the architectural glories of 
London, and simultaneously to cheer 
the patients in St. George’s Hospital 
with the sounds of harmony by night. 

Unhappily the realisation of these 
beneficent and artistic designs seems 
likely to be indefinitely postponed, to 
judge from the authoritative statements 
made to our representative by Mr. 
Doremus Pomerene, architect to the 
owners, and by Mr. Ohumpley Swope 
himself. 

“There never was any idea,” said 
Mr. Pomerene, “in the minds of the 
present owners, Mr. Otis Elather and 
Mr. Virgil Onderdonk, of converting the 
site of Apsley House to the uses of a 
super-dancing-saloon. Mr. Elather is 
a convinced opponent of the dancing 
mania and President of the Anti-Tar- 
antulation League, while Mr. Onder- 
donk has always been a profound ad- 
mirer of the great Duke of Wellinoton. 
Subject to the approval of the present 
Duke it is our intention to re-erect 
Apsley House on the Playing Eields at 
Eton, and utilise the site for the build- 
ing of flats for the New Poor.” 

“The erection of a Neo- Georgian 
super-dancing-saloon on the Piccadilly 
frontage of Apsley House,” said Mr. 
Ohumpley Swope, “has long been the; 
dearest dream of my heart. My first 
negotiations, with Messrs. Shumway 
and Prudden were conducted for the 
express purpose of facilitating the real- 
isation of this project. Moreover, when 
Mr. Elather joined me in the purchase 
of th^ entire site his representative, Mr. 
Onderdonk, was fully aware of my 



plans and expressed his cordial ap- 
proval thereof. 

‘^Eventually my friends and I ac- 
cepted offers made to us by Mr. Elather 
whereby the entire site was vested 
in him, subject to an agreement that 
the Piccadilly frontage to a depth of 
two hundred kilowatts should be re- 


that negotiations have been opened with 
the Dean and Chapter of Westminster 
and that I do not altogether despair of 
obtaining an alternative site and making 
a fresh start with my plans for beauti- 
fying and humanising London.” 


Limitations, 


served for the erectibn of the dancing- 
saloon, the concert-hall and the swim- 
ming-bath. 

“Owing however to the difficulties 
connected with the laying of the pipe 
from Brighton and the unaccountable 
and irrational hostility displayed by the 
Governing Body of St. George’s Hos- 
pital the plan of erecting this Temple 
of Terpsichore has fallen into abeyance 
and the West-End is threatened with 
the loss of an educational asset of in- 
I comparable value, I may add, however, 


There was a young lady of Clacton 
Whoseknowledge was wide and exact on 
Jazz, jumpers and plays 
And the cinema craze ; 

But she never had heard of Lord Aoton. 


“ ‘ Obregon signed the flag as did others at 
the convention,’ said Villa. ‘ He kissed the 
mlag, and cried as he kissed it. Then those 
who wanted to break the agreement stole the 
blag with the^ signatures of the delegates.” 

A7nerica^'ir JPa^er. 

This helps us a little to appreciate the 
confusion of Mexican politics. 
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“One stamp, please," she demanded, and went on, “You 'll 
'ENCE OF THE MILITARY. never guess what I want it for." 

ys, when one’s health was tested at the “Isn't it for a letter, then ?” asked the post-mistress, as 
ly polite but fundamentally distrustful in- for instance, stamps might be used for holding down the 
,r, the examination was a pleasant affair, butter while the bread is rubbed .against it. 


PERSISTENCE OF THE MILITARY. 

In pre-war days, when one's health was tested at the 
order of a verbally polite but fundamentally distrustful in- 
surance company, the examination was a pleasant affair, 
conducted by a benign old gentleman who behaved like 
one’s own family physician. 


nducted by a benign old gentleman who behaved like “ Yes, but who to . That s the poinL Our George, 
e’s own family physician there did not seem much in this to cause a sensa- 

Now aU that is changed. I lately took the liberty of but it did. Question and answer flew backwards and 
offering to bet a Company that I would not live for ever, in forwards as thick as reminiscences at a regimental dinner. 

spite of my present rude health. In reply I was invited i i 

“ to meet our medical advisers at our office." ^®orge. We had a letter from him last week. 


I arrived obediently at the appointed time and was S'ii'st we d heard for six years. * ^ 

ushered into a room in which sat behind a table two elderly “ ^ordy, lordy, said the post-mistress, “ it only seems 
gentlemen of ultra-military appearance. When, later, they yesterday that he went away. I remember and she 
addressed each other as “Colonel” and “Major" I knew Woved it by doing so for ten minutes with a volubility that 
that they were civilian dug-outs militarised by the War. would have made the fortune of a patter comedian. At 
Colonel drew himself up and spoke to me in a C.O. voice : sign of a pause I found the courage to ask for my 

“WeU, what is the general state of your health?" stamps, but quite in vain. The conversation was only 

I felt that it was up to me to play the old war-game, getting its second wind, 
even if it ruined my chance of getting insured. I therefore “ Young George, to be sure ! And how is he? Tell me 
started to enumerate the various minor ailments from which about him." 

I suffered. ^ gathered that George was in the best of health and in 

“To begin with," I explained, “I've sprained my wrist America, was unmarried and umpired out in a recent base- 

rather badly and " match and wanted — — " [“A dozen stamps, please." 

“That won’t prevent your holding a rifle," interrupted This from me.] — a photograph of the old people and his 


Colonel severely. 
“Then," I continued, 


' sometimes I have a headache." 


brothers and sisters. From this the transition was easy to 
an uncle of the post-mistress’s who went ” [“ A dozen 


“Ah,” said Major, “and I suppose when you run uphill stamps.’’] — to foreign parts. He always was a rolling stone, 


your heart palpitates like a pea in a drum ? * 


he was. Never gathered no moss. On the other hand, there 


“ Yes," I replied quickly, “ it does do that. How did you were no flies on him. Did very well for himself, he did, and 

n it 'n-r'U ^ ** 


know? " 

Major laughed a laugh such as Hindenbueo- himself 


when he died " 

But it was at this point that the moisture from the 


might have delivered. It was cold and mirthless and must uiargarine cask against which I had been leaning began to 
have hurt bis face. make its presence felt, and, stampless, I left the shop. 

“ Come,” said Colonel sharply, “ let's have no more of At the edge of the Village I met our policeman, 

this humbug. Drink and smoke less and keep yourself fit ; “ Go quickly," I implored him ; “there’s a hold-up at the 

and don’t come whining before us, complaining of this and post-office." 

that, A few route marches will soon set you up." Perhaps “quickly" is not quite the right word, but, at 

“But, seriously," I objected, “my health is not of the any rate, he went. I doubt if he will get promotion over 

best and I feel I ought to warn you that there are slight f'he job, but I am sure he too will like to hear about our 

disabilities in my constitution which " George, if there’s anything left to say by the time he gets 

“ Which make you," interjected Major, “ of course unfit to there. -- 

do your duty." His voice was like steel wire and I hated 

him, SOMETIMES. 

“Very well, then, "I answered calmly, “I will say no more." Some days are fairy days. The minute that you wake 
“ You 'd better not,” roared Colonel. “ It ’s no use your You have a magic feeling that you never could mistake ; 
thinking you can impose on us. I ’ve marked you down You may not see the fairies, but you know they ’re all about, 
Al. I ’m sick to death of you fellows who try to get behind And any single minute they might all come popping out ; 
a doctor directly your comfort is threatened. That disposes You want to laugh, you want to sing, you want to dance 
of your case. About — turn I ’’ and run, 

Mechanically I left their presence. . . . Everything is different, everything is fun ; 

I don’t know what the Insurance Company will make The sky is full of fairy clouds, the streets are fairy ways— 
of it when they find all their candidates passed as first-class Anything might happen on truly fairy days, 
lives. Somebody ought to tell these doctors that the War ^ i x 

is over. * nights are fairy nights. Before you go to bed 

— You bear their darling music go chiming in your head ; 

ANOTHER POST-OFFICE HOLD-UP. ' look into the garden and through the misty grey ’ 

waiting in a breathless kind of wav. 

UuE post-ofhce IS to be found taking cover in one corner All the stars are smiling ; they know that verv soon 
of the village s general shop. Poetically it may be described The fairies will come singing from the land behind the moon 
as between the lard and the I'ngene. In prose the most If only you could keep awake when Nurse puts out the 
mterestmg thing to be said of it is that I was there this light ... ^ 


morning. 


It was while I was buying a box of matches that. the 

thought came to me that I might as well enjoy myself 
thoroughly and have some stamps as well. There was “CRICKET, 

quite a crowd in the shop at the time, and we both moved Little Snoring Ladies v. Little Snoring Lads .*'— Paper 

together. She, however, got in the This match was played in Norfolk and not, as you might 
hrstword, | have expected, in Beds. ^ ^ 


Anything might happen on a truly fairy night. 
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A CAST. 

Ghillie. “ At, Sib, the fushees abe no what thet wees. Ye ’le maybe no believe mb, but thebe was a man here last 

MONTH THAT HAD NAETHING BUT A SUP O’ COLD TEA IN HIS FLASK TO WET A FUSE WHEN HE CAUGHT TIN I ’’ 


THE PARADISE OP BARDS. 

{From a% Oxford Gorres;pondent,) 
OoNSiDBBABLB resentment has been 
caused in various centres of poetic ac 
tivity by the preference recently ex- 
pressed by the Prime Minister for the 
products of Welsh minstrelsy. In a 
letter addressed to Huw Menai, the 
working South Wales miner poet, Mr. 
Lloyd George declares that he has 
read his poems with the “greatest de 
light.’* If the Premier had merely 
said “great delight” no untoward con- 
sequences would have ensued, but thein- 
vidious use of the superlative threatens 
to embroil the whole country in that 
internecine war recently predicted by 
the Editor of The Athencewn in his 
gloomy survey of Neo-Georgian litera 
Sure. 

Meetings of protest have been held in 
Hampstead, at Letchworth, Stratford- 
on-Avon and the Eustace Miles Restaur- 
ant, but the most remarkable and orderly 
of these demonstrations was that which 
took place at Boar’s Hill on Saturday 
last, under the presidency of the Poet 
Laureate. Boar's Hill, we need not 
remind our readers, is par excellence 


the fashionable intellectual suburb of 
Oxford, and has been called the “ Para- 
dise of Bards.” Dr, Bridges in a 
brief opening address, speaking more in 
sorrow than in anger, dealt with the 
statistical side of the question. He 
pointed out that of the residents at 
Boar’s Hill one in every six was a true 
poet, and three out of every five were 
masters of the art of prosody. There 
were no miner poets on Boar’s Hill. 
Their motto was Majora canamus. 
Professor Gilbert Murray, who 
followed, laid stress on the perfect 
harmony which reigned amongst the 
residents, in^spite of the fact that all 
schools of poetry were represented, 
from the austerest of classicists to 
the most advanced exponents of Neo- 
Georgian litre. They were a 
happy family, linked together by a 
common devotion to the Muses, and in 
their daily output of verse showing a 
higher unit of production than that 
recorded of any other community in 
either hemisphere. 

Mr. John Masefield moved the only 
resolution, which was carried unani- 
mously, to the effect that Mr. Fisher, 
the Minister of Education, should be 


requested to coi^vey to the Prime 
Minister the regret of the meeting 
that he shquld have overlooked the 
paramount claim of Boar’s Hill to be 
regarded as the Parnassus of Great 
Britain. In Murray' e Guide to Oxford- 
shire it had been spoken of as “ a health 
resort for jaded students,” but that 
was an obsolete libel. Constitutionally 
vigorous and daily refreshed by draughts 
from the pellucid springs of the Pierides, 
they led a life of exuberant health, as 
the vital statistics of the neighbourhood 
would abundantly show. On Boar’s 
Hill people began to write poetry earlier 
and continued to do so later than in 
any other spot in the British Isles. 

Sir Arthur Evans, in proposing a 
vote of thanks to the Chairman, made 
the gratifying announcement that Mr. 
Masefield was already engaged on a 
companion poem to his “ Reynard the 
Pox,” commemorating the genius looi 
under the inspiring title of “ The Sticking 
of the Pig.’;^ 

A Very Free Translation. 

“ ‘ Have you come to make peace ? * 

‘ Nous verrmis pour cela (* That is what wo 
have come for),’ replied Krassin at once.*' 

DaUy Paper, 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, P^lucKb Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

Eeoent developments have given an unexpectedly topical 
interest to a new book by Professor Paul Miliukov, LL.D., 
entitled Bolshevism ; an International Danger (Allen and 
Unwin). The whole question of the de facto Government 
of Bussia is so fiercely controversial that it is not to be 
.expected that such a work should escape violent criticism 
from those for whom that Government can do no wrong, 
though the writer justly claims tha.t (however obvious his 
own views) he has striven to be strictly fair to those of the 
enemy. The scheme of his ^york has been “ to trace the 
evolution of Bolshevism from an abstract, doctrine to a 
practical experiment.” One may excusably find the history 
a grim and menacing one. In the course of it Professor 
Miliukov tells again the tragedy of the great betrayal 
(which it will do no one harm to ponder upon just now), 
when the Commander of the 1st corps of the Siberian 
Army reported : “A brilliant success crowned our efforts . . . 
there remained before us only a few fortifications, and the 
battle might soon have taken the character of a complete 
destruction of the enemy.” 'But the work of M. Lenin iiad 
been too thorough; instead of a victory that might have 
ended the War and saved thousands of lives, we saw. this 
already triumphant army, equipped through British in- 
dustry, melt into a disorganised rabble. Nor is the writer 
less interesting on other aspects of his theme ; in particular 
an exposition of the notorious Third International and a 
survey of the present-mpnaeut activities of Bolshevist pro- 
paganda, notably in our own country. No one who wishes 
to read and ' keep for reference a clearly written and 
understandable survey of the most urgent problem - in 
modern politics need go further than this short but highly 
concentrated study. 


The March to Paris and the Battle of the Marne, 1914 
(Abnold), by Generalobersfi Albxandee von Kluck, is 
more of a soldiers*, indeed a staff-officers*, book than any 
that has appeared here from the other side. It deals ex- 
clusively with the operations of the German right wing, 
Von Kluck*s own (first) army and his liaison with the 
second (Von Bulow’s), during the move forward to the 
Grand Morin, the allied counter-offensive and the establish- 
ment of the line of the Aisne — that is from the twelfth of 
August to the twelfth of September. The principal army 
orders are given textually. An admirable map illustrates 
each day’s routes and billets for his first line and second 
line troops, his cavalry and the extreme right of the second 
army. Von Kluck’s explanation of his' breach of the 
Supreme Command’s . orders ' and the manoeuvre which 
exposed him to Manouby*s stroke was that, while ignoring 
the letter, he was acting in the spirit of those orders oh the 
information available ; that a pause to fulfil them literally 
would have given the enemy time to recover ; that defective 
intelligence kept him ignorant of the fact that the German 
left and centre had been definitely held by the- French (if 
he had known this he would not, he says, have crossed the 
Marne). ' An examination of the frontispiece portrait sug- 
gests that this fighting General would easily find excellent 
reason for disobeying other people’s orders and maintain 
an obstinate defence of his own decisions once made, how- 
ever disastrous in result.' Notes by the historical- section 
(military branch) of the Committee of Imperial Defence 
point out inaccuracies and contradictions which the lay 
reader would be unlikely to discover for himself. He will 
however, if I mistake not, appreciate a soldierly narrative, 
unspoiled by “political ” parentheses or underestimation of 
opponents, of what was undoubtedly a great military feat. 
The German right wing covered the most ground and met 
perhaps the toughest of the fighting. 
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I have found in Liglitmg-up Time (Cobden-Sanderson) 
that all too rare thing, a theatrical novel of which the 
vitality does not expire towards the end of the fourth 
chapter. Obviously Mr. Ivor Brown knows the life of 
modern stageland, one would say, with the intimacy of 
personal experience. More important still, he commands 
an easy style and a flow of genial, not too esoteric, humour 
that combine to keep the reader chuckling and curious to 
the last page. His title is characteristic. Lighting-up Time 
symbolising here that period in the career of an actress 
when her possibly waning attractions need the illumination 
of a judicious boom. The two main characters are Mary 
Maroon^ the leading lady, and Peter Penruddoch, the astute 
publicity agent who engages to set her upon her financial 
and artistic pedestal. Peter ^ in other words, is Mary's tide, 
taken at the flood in chapter one, and leading her, very 
divertingly, on to fortune. Both the tour of Stolen or 
Strayed and the company that present it are admirably 
true to life, while IMr. Brown has even been able con- 
vincingly to suggest the atmosphere of theatrical Oxford, 
when in due course 
his mummers de- 
scend upon that 
home of lost co- 
medies and impos- 
sible revues. If I 
have a" complaint 
against the book it 
is that a tale of 
such pleasant irony 
hardly needed the 
general pairing-off 
with which the au- 
thor rings down his 
curtain ; but for this 
Noah's Ark I should 
have more easily 
believed in a story 
that entertained me 
throughout. 


f ^ 11. — ■ 


jf "I Cl . . , 
fini ! 


ii\ '.p 


There are some 
forty -odd bits in 
A Bit at a Time 
(Mills and Boon), 
and they embrace a variety of subjects, ranging from 
crocuses in Kensington Gardens to corpse-boats on the 
Tigris.^ They are all, whether sentimental, satirical or 
pathetic, fiction of the lightest type. Such literature was 
eminently readable during the War— most of Mr. Dion. 
Clayton Oalthrop’s bits have to do with somebody's “ bit 
— when a touch of conventional pathos and' pretended 
cynicism and a generous padding of humour, real or forced, 
provided sufSeient relaxation from the strain of anxious 
hours. But the wisdom of republishing them in book form 
in these sober days of peace is open to question. When 
Mr. Calthrop talks satirically of ‘‘perfect officials’^ or of 
an earnest young American aviator who writes letters home 
in a United States dialect that was never heard on land or 
sea outside Bayswater, or of the war-time adventures of 
one Mr, Mason, skipper, and Mr. Smith, his mate, he is 
tolerably amusing. When he becomes serious, as in “ The 
Prayer of the Classical Parson ” and “ When the Son Came 
Home,” his limitations become increasingly apparent. Yet 
it is in this vein that he gives us what is by all odds his 
best bit, “The Chevalier of Carnaby Eow.” When he 
writes of Cupids and fauns and Columbines and rose-leaves 
and the sort of young females that find this environment 
congenial (in books) I like Mr. Calthrop least. Perhaps i 


it is because the publishers have put bis picture on the 
paper cover. He looks much too stalwart and sophisti- 
cated to be toying with such gossamer fantasies. 

I doubtwhetherthe complications which attend the devolu- 
tion of dead men's property were created for the confusion 
of survivors or for the convenience of novelists. In the case 
of The Lost Mr, Linthwaite (Hodder and Stoughton), 
Mrs, By field had married Mr, By field, or at least she thought 
she had, and Mr, Byfield had died, supposedly intestate. 
Previously Mrs, By field had married Mr, Melsome, or again 
she thought she had, and Mr, Melsome had disappeared and 
was assumed to be dead, leaving nothing behind him except 
a brother as vile as himself. The following discoveries 
were made by her in due sequence : That Mr, Melsome was 
not dead and that therefore she was not Mrs, Byfield but 
Mrs, Melsome; that Jlfr.AfeZsowzc was already married when 
he purported to marry her, and that therefore she was not 
Mrs. Melsome but Mrs, By field ; and that a solicitor's clerk 
was absconding with the bulk of the By field estate, which, 

of course, was what 
the bother was all 
about. Her son, 
bitten with the 
craze for discover- 
ies, then discovered 
on his own that the 
late Mr, Byfield 
hadn't died intes- 
tate. I wonder my- 
self if he ever really 
died at all. , . . 
These are what Mr. 
J. S. Pdetoher 
very aptly calls the 
mere legalities; the 
plot, which thick- 
ens and thickens 
from first page to 
last, concerns the 
handling of them 
by the evil but tal- 
ented Melsome 
brothers, the acci- 
dental intervention 
of Mr, Linthwaite, and the rescue work of his admirable 
nephew, Mr, Bichard Brixey, of The Morning Sentinel, Mr. 
IPlbtcher tells his stol'y well, but up to the very last 
moment I was looking and hoping for a surprise and was sus- 
pecting those legalities of being a deception invented to make 
the surprise all the greater. A first-class adventure, in my 
opinion spoilt by the sacrifice of originality to technicality. 

‘ “Tlie girls, to the number of 116 , escaped in their night attire, and 
displayed great coolness .” — Ncios of the World. 

Very natural. 

“Baron Evence Ooppee, a Belgian, has been arrested on the charge 
of furnishing coal to the enemy during the war.”— Paper. 

With a name like that the copper could hardly miss him. 

“ Sir Robert is now satisfied, I understand, that there is considerable 
merit in the adage ‘ all comes to he who waits.’ ” — Baily Paper, 

Sir Egbert seems easily pleased. 

“Orchestra (small), or few Instrumentalists, for sea-handling 
Margarine and Butter in up-to-date style, in Provincial Paper, 

But we fear that some of the stuff met with now’^aclays 
would “beat the band.” 



LIRE’S LITTLE ANOMALIES.. 

How MANY THOUSANDS OF POUNDS HAVE BEEN OFFERED TO CARPENTIER AND DEMPSEY 
TO FIGHT, AND NOW HERE IS A KIND OLD LADY GIVING TWO BOYS SIXPENCE EACH IF 
THEY ’ll PROmSE NOT TO. ' - 
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E.IEFP has been retaken by the Bol- 
shevists. It looks as if the Poles will 
have to win the place three times in 
succession before it becomes their own 
property. * * 

Annoyed by a small boy who was 
sucking sweets and laughing a parson 
recently stopped in the middle of his 
sermon and refused to go on with it. 
We are informed that the boy in ques- 
tion has since received several tempting 
offers from other parishes. 

i'fi i|s 

A motorist, summoned the other week, 
admitted to having knocked three peo- 
ple down one day and 
two people the next. 

If only this progress 
can be steadily main- 
tained ! 


Traffic in Finsbury 
Park was consider- 
ably delayed the other 
day by a crowd which 
collected in tlie main 
street in order to 
watch two bricklayers 
who had deliberately 
removed their coats. 

A weekly" paper 
states that the wind- 
ing up of the Ministry 
of Munitions will not 
be completed until 
next year. After all it 
is just as well not to 
rush things. 


“ Mars will be only thirty-five million 
miles from the earth.” It has not yet 
been decided what can be done about it, 
but we understand that Lord Noeth- 
CLiFFE has the matter in hand. 

iic * 

Scotland Yard is warning people 
against a man who perpetrates fraud 
by means of the telephone. It is to be 
hoped he will soon be captured so that 
the secret of how he gets through can 
be wrested from him. 

❖ sK 

An expedition in search for gold,” 
says a contemporary, “ will leave Glas- 
gow next week.” In view of their 
object no surprise is felt that they 
have decided to leave Scotland. 


few who have again adopted the 
Undsrgrdund Eailway as their training 
quarters. 



* 

The principle of the League of 
Nations ha^ now been accepted by all 
the Great Powers with the exception 

of America and Mr. Bottomley. 

^ * 

A bargee summoned in Warwickshire 
for saying what he thought of the 
Government was acquitted, but was 
told that if he repeated the offence the 
fine would be five pounds. We under- 
stand that he is saving up for it. 

f'fi 

5k 

“ We must thank Germany for the 
present high cost of living,” says an 
evening paper. Per- 
sonally, at the risk of 
appearing ungrateful, 
we shall do nothing 
of the sort. 

^ 5l; 

5k 

During a recent de- 
bate on crime a well- 
known doctor stated 
that, although his 
house was often left 
empty, no attempt 
had ever been made 
upon it. We hear, 
however, that he has 
since been visited by 
the secretary of the 
Burglars' Union and 
has agreed to await 
his turn. ... * 


I FIND 


“ Only * th^ small 
boy knows the joys 
of ice cream,” says 
an evening paper. Inside information, 
we presume. ^ 

A New York writer thinks that a man 
with a large family of girls is fortunate. 
On the contrary, in these days, just as 
he gets the last one married off, the first 
gets a divorce and comes back home. 

sk il? 

“ The secret of health,” said Professor 
Darsonval of the French Academy of 
Science, “ is to walk on the toes.” This 
is better than the plan adopted by Tube 
travellers of walking on other people’s. 

'‘'5k'‘' 

At the Business Exhibition there was 
shown a waistcoat-pocket calculator 
guaranteed to juggle with figures up to 
five thousand pounds. This should 
be just the thing for persons ordering 
dinner at a London restaurant, 

“In 1924,” says a contemporary. 


Time ; Monday Morning. 

Golfer. “No, I hevah go to the Club on Satobdays ob Sundays 

A MUOH'BETTEB LOT THEBE ON MONDAYS.’* 

The Other (hound Citywards). “Eeally. Well, you might keep a special 

LOOK-OUT FOE A COUPLE OF NEW * PUEPLE DiMPLES ’ I LOST AT THE FOUBTBENTH 
YESTEBDAY.” 


Mr. Robert Hyde, a chemist of Pitts- 
burg, claims to have obtained sugar 
from sawdust; This is not so very 
remarkable. Several people in this 
country have succeeded in obtaining 
sugar from a grocer. 


5k sje 

>k 

“ On July 1st,” says an official notice, 
“all banks in the United Kingdom 
will be closed.” * To avoid disappoint- 
ment, holders-up are requested to enter 
the date in their engagement books. 

Whilst assisting with the repairs to 
Ifis church a clergyman in the Midlands 
has had the misfortune to injure his 
thumb with a hammer. It still re- 
mains a mystery what the clergy say 
on such occasions. 

* 5k 
5k 

Although this year the majority of 
lady-shoppers are practising in private 
for the summer sales ’there are still a 


In reply to several 
correspondents we 
have now much plea- 
sure in announcing 
that it is not neces- 
sary to wear kilts 
whilst taking the oath 
in the Scottish fashion. 


“Send Twopence fob the latest 
Pamphlet on the East ; 

CAERYING- FREEDOM TO TURKEY. 
Delivery may be Slightly Delayed.” 

Muslim Outlook. 

We can well believe this. 


There was a young man of the Peak 
Who had kippers for tea once a week ; 

As he hated the taste 

It was rather a waste, 

But it gave him a feeling of chio* 

“It was learned yesterday, on enquiry at 
the offices^ of the City of Dublin Stsampacket 
Company, that there is no truth in the state- 
ment that the officers and crews of the 'com- 
pany’s boats had been served with six months’ 
notice in into a new contract for the carrying 
of the Government .” — Irish Pajper. 

W© doubted it from the start. 
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THE ART OF POETRY. 

in. 

In this lecture I shall deal with the 
production of Lyrics, Blank Verse and 
(if I am allowed) Hymns (Ancient and 
Modern), 

First we will write a humorous lyric 
for the Stage, bearing in mind, of course, 
the peculiar foibles, idiosyncrasies and 
whims of Mr. Alf Bubble, who will sing 
it (we hope). Mr. Bubble's principal 
source of fun is the personal appearance 
of his fellow-citizens. Whenever a new 
character comes on the stage he makes 
some remark about the character’s 
“face.” Whenever he does this the 
entire audience rolls about on its seat, 
and cackles and gurgles and wipes its 
eyes, and repeats in a hoarse whisper, 
with variations of its own, the uproari- 
ous phrasing of Mr. Bubble’s remark. 
If Mr. Bubble says, “ But look at his 
face!” the audience, fearful lest its 
neighbours may have missed the cream 
of the thing, splutters hysterically in 
the intervals of e3^e-wiping and cough- 
ing and choking and sneezing, “He 
said, ‘ What a face 1 ’ ” or “He said, 'Did 
you see his face? ’ ” or “ He said, ‘ Is it 
2 i,face ? ’ ” 

All this we have got to remember 
when we are writing a lyric for 
Mr. Bubble. Why Mr. Bubble of ail 
people should find so much mirth in 
other men’s faces I can’t say, but there 
it is. If we write a song embodying 
this great joke we may be certain that 
it will please Mr. Bubble; so we will 
do it. 

Somebody, I think, will have made 
some slighting remark about the 
Government, and that will give the 
cue for the first verse, which will be 
political. 

We wiU begin : — 

Thompson .... 

I don’ t know why the people in humor- 
ous lyrics are always called Thompson 
(or Brown), but they are. 

Thompson, being indigent, I 

Thought that it was time he went 
' Into England’s Parliament, 

To earn his daily bread .... 

That is a joke against Parliament, 
you see — Payment of Members and all 
that; it is good. At the same time it 
is usual to reserve one’s jokes for the 
chorus. The composer, you see, re- 
serves his tune for the chorus, and, if 
the author puts too much into the 
verse, there will be trouble between 
their Unions. 

Now we introduce the face-motif : — 

Thompson’s features were not neat ; 

' When he canvassed dahn our street 

Things were said I won’t repeat, ( 

And my old moth-ah said :-r- •, 

This verse, you notice, is both in i 

metre and rhyme; I don’t know how 
that has happened ; it ought not to be. 

Now we have the chorus : — 

“ Oh, Mr. Thompson, 

It isn’t any good ; 

I shouldn*t like to vote for you, 

So I won’t pretend I should ; 

I know that you ’re the noblest 

Of all the human race . . . 

That shows the audience that face 
is coming very soon, and they all get 
ready to‘ burst themselves. 

“I haven’t a doubt, if you get in, 

The Golden Age will soon begin — 

But I don’t like — jouT h'ACE.’’ 

At this point several of the audience 
will simply slide off their seats on to the 
floor and wallow about there, snorting. 

The next verse had better be a love- 
verse. 

Thompson wooed a lovely maid 

Ever}’- evening in the shade, 

Meaning, I am much afraid, 

To hide his ugly head .... 

Head is not vei*y good, I admit, but 
we must have said in the last line, and 
as we were mad enough to have rhymes 
in the first verse we have got to go on 
with it. 

But when he proposed one night — 

Did it by electric light — 

Mabel, who retained her sight, 

Just looked at him and said : — 

Now you see the idea? 

“ Oh, Mr. Thompson, 

It isn’t any good ; 

I shouldn’t like to marry you, 

So I won’t pretend I should ; 

I know that you have riches 

And a house in Eaton Place .... 

(Here all the audience pulls out its 
handkerchief) 

I haven’t a doubt that you must be 

The properest possible match for me, 
But I don’t like — jovLV FACE.” 

I have got another verse to this song, 
but I will not give it to you now, as I 
think the Editor is rather bored with 
it. It is fortunate for. Mr. Bubble that 
he does not have to perform before an 
audience of Editors. 

Having written the lyric the next 
thing to do is to get a composer to com- 
' pose music for it and then you get it 
published, This is most difiicult, as com- 
posers are people who don’t ever keep 
appointments, and music publishers 
like locking up lyrics in drawers till the 
mice have got at the chorus and the 
whole thing is out of date. 

By the time that this song is ready 
Mr. Bubble may quite possibly have 
exhausted the face-motif altogether 
and struck a new vein. Then we shall 
have wasted our labour. In that case 
we will arrange to have it buried in 
somebody’s grave (Mr. Bubble’s for 
choice), and in 2000 a.d. it will be dug 
up by antiquaries and deciphered. Even 
i lyric like this may become an Old 

Manuscript in time. I ought to add that 

I myself have composed the music for 
this lyric, but I really cannot under- 
take to explain composing as well as 
poetry. 

The serious lyric or Queen’s Hall 
Ballad is a much easier affair. But 

I must first warn the student that 
there are some peculiar customs at- 
taching to this traffic which may at 
first sight appear discouraging. When 
you have written a good lyric and in- 
duced someone to compose a tune for 
it your first thought will be, “I will 
get Mr, Throstle to sing this, and he 
will pay me a small fee or royalty per 
performance;” and this indeed would 
be a good arrangement to make. The 
only objection is that Mr, Throstle, so 
far from paying any money to the 
student, will expect to be paid about 
fifty pounds by the student for singing 
bis lyric. I do not know the origin of 
this quaint old custom, but the student 
had better not borrow any money on 
the security of his first lyric. 

For a serious or Queen’s Hall lyric 
all that is necessary is to think of some 
natural objects like the sun, the birds, 
the flowers or the trees, mention them 
briefly in the first verse and then in the 
second verse draw a sort of analogy or 
comparison between the natural object 
and something to do with love. The 
verses can be extremely short, since in 
this class of music the composer is 
allowed to spread himself indefinitely 
and can eke out the tiniest words. 

Here is a perfect lyric I have written. 
It is called, quite simply, Evening : — 

Sunshine in the forest, 

Blossom on the tree, 

And all the brave birds singing 

For you — and me. 

Kisses in the sunshine, 

Laughter in the dew, 

And all the brave world singing 

For me— and you, 

I see now that the dew has got into 
the second verse, so it had better be 
called quite simply The Daion, 

You notice the artistic parallelism of 
this lyric ; I mean, “ The brave birds 
singing” in one verse and “The brave 
icorld singing ” in the next. That is a 

1 tip I got from Hebrew poetry, especially 
the Psalms: “One day telleth another; 
and one night certifieth another,” and so 
on. It is a useful trick to remember, and 
is employed freely by many modern 
writers, the author of “The King’s 
Eegulations,” for example, who in 
Eegulatiou 1680 has the fine lino — 

“Disembarkations are carried out in a 
similar manner to embarkations,” 

That goes well to the Chant in 0 major 
by Mr. P, Humpheeys. 

But I am wandering. It is becoming 
clear to me now that I shall not have time 












stranger. “Oas you teli, mb where Me. Tooley lives 
Stranger, '‘Mb. Samuel Tooley?” 

Strariger, “He is, I believe, a cabpebteb.’» 

Stranger. “His age is seventy-eight.” 


ELIMINATIOIM. 


to do Elank Yerse or Hymns (Ancient 
and Modern) in this lecture, after all 
so I will give you a rough outline of 
that special kind of lyric, the Topical 
bong. All that is required for this class 
of work is a good refrain or central idea * | 
when you have got that, you see how 
many topics you can tack on to it. 
But if you can tack on Mr. Winston 
Chuechill you need not bother about 
the others. 

Our central idea will be “ Eations ” 
tmd the song will be called Heaps and 
Heaps ^ 

Now Jimmy Brown \ 

(always begin like that) t 

Now Jimmy Brown 

He went to town, I 

But all the people said, 

“ We h’e rationed in nnr 


Native. “There’s piitbbn families o’ Toolets.’’ 

Native. “There’s twenty Sam Tooleys.’’ 

Native. “Ten on em’s carfentees.” 

Native. “Ah, that must be me. What can I do pue eb’’’ 


Chorus, 

We’ve liRd hea,ps and heaps and heaps of 
Mr. Smillie (Loud cheers) ; 

heaps and heaps and heaps of 
our M,B, ^ (Significant chuckles) ; 

At political carouses 

had heaps of (paper) houses 
But though we wait, no houses do we see I 

Tig thaki-boys wore good iSugh forlght/ng, 
*he khaki-coat is barred : 

If they ration us in Mr. Winston Chubchill. 
Why, anyone may have my ration-card 1 

(Uproar.) 


• We re rationed in our jam, von know 
ijikeivise our cheese and bread : ’ 

But we ’ve Zats of politicians 
And Ministers galore, 

We ve got enough of them and, gee I 
wo don t want any more.” • 


All you hsive to do now is to wort in 
some more topics. I don’t think I sbaU 
do any more now. The truth is, that 
that verse has rather taken it out of me. 

In iny next lecture I shall deal with 
Blank Verse and “ The King’s Eegula- 1 
A. P.H. 


“Deesidb Borest Fire. 

Ground game flew from their nesting place? 
with shrill cne&.”-Daily Paper. ^ 

Odd behaviour for- hares and rabbits? 


Professional Candour. 

“ Young Gentlemen Taught 
jf BALLEOOM LANCING 

(Privately). ‘ 

Iklivjdual Instbuction. No Class.” 
Adve?'t, in South African Paper, 

“For Sale.— a chance for Art Colleotors •— 

Beautiful Enamel on Gold by Email 'do 
Geneve. —8%ngapore Free Fress.^ 

' We understand that the advertiser has 
also for sale some priceless statuary by 
the eminen t sculptor, Pld tre do Paris. 

“By Lady M s . 

1 , ?tt“tation is : ‘ Things arc what 

tv.?, -fi’ consequences will bo what 

the> will bo; why, then, should we wish to bo 
deceived? —Samuel Butler.’’— Pailg Sllteh. 
It always looks well, when mentioning 
i the name of the author of one’s favoui^ 
lie quotation, to get it right. There 
seems to be an Analogy here between 
Lady M S— — and that Phaeaoh 

who knew not Joseph." 
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new modes eor mars. 

The anti-scarlet fever raging through- 
out the country is causing the Govern- 
ment the deepest concern, and many 
schemes for modifying the present 
khaki uniform of our troops, instead of 
reverting to the old red and blue for 
ceremonial wear, have, it is well known, 
been under consideration by the tailor- 
ing experts of Whitehall. Bright and 
brainy as are most of the projects, we 
are authorised to state that the follow- 
ing memorandum at present holds the 
field, being considered to provide the 
greatest measure of economy and utility, 
nattiness and hygiene. 

i|c 5|« ;l: :li 

The flat-topped service cap (to begin 
with the private’s head) is to undergo 
considerable alterations, the crown be- 
coming dome-shaped, the peak disap- 
pearing and a brim being added eight 
inches wide and curving deeply down- 
wards. This detail will be carried out 
for summer in chip-straw, for winter 
•in crown velours, and completed with 
a ribbon in the regimental colours (to 
take the place of the regimental badge), 
with two streamers in the rear, like those 
of the Glengarry bonnet, but greater in 
•length and width. The chin- strap will 
be made of white elastic, but not pipe- 
clayed, and worn permanently round 
the chin. 

Owing to the expense of brass buttons 
and the bother of cleaning them the S.D. 
frock will cease to be worn, a Cardigan 
taking its place both for winter and 
summer use. The old shades of grey- 
brown elephant and mole will disap- 
pear, but in deference to the views of 
the pacifists a pale pink will be substi- 
tuted for the unpopular red. White 
facings will surround the collar, cuffs 
and bottom edge of this garment, which 
will extend to a depth of eight-and-a- 
half inches above the knee-cap. If side- 
arms are worn they will be of a minia- 
ture size and suspended round the neck 
to hang in front by means of a lariat 
decorated with coral beads. Non-com- 
missioned rank will be indicated by 
bangles round the right wrist. 

sic sic sic sic sic 

Service trousers and puttees are both 
clumsy in appearance and awkward 
to put on, and will be replaced by a 
variant of the Scottish kilt, navy blue' 
in colour and without the sporran or 
pleats. Dnder this will be worn pink 
socks, supporting the motif of the Car- 
digan, and, instead of the ammunition 
boot, tan shoes, fastened by means of a 
single cross strap and button, a mech- 
anism which can be taken down and 
reassembled with remarkable ease, 

sic * He 



Policeman. “You sat you saw the man. What soet op a mah was ’e?” 

Lady {giving the information), “Oh, a clbau-shaved bloke — same as my ’usbahd 
’eee.“ 


A small haversack will be carried by 
a cord attachment in the right hand, 
and will contain the following items of 
small kit : — 

One housewife. 

One hold-all. [This will be filled with 
the usual toilet requisites, including a 
toothbrush, to be employed for the first 
time, in view of the abolition of brass 
buttons, for the purpose of brushing 
the teeth.] 

One front hair glass. 

One back ditto. 

Six safety-pins. 

One tin shoe-cream, . 

One tin face-cream. 


It will be compulsory to shave the 
upper lip, but, in order to minimise ex- 
pense at the barber’s shop, the hair 
will be worn not less than ten inches 
in length and brushed with a downward 
and backward movement of the right 
hand away from the crown, so as to 
leave the forehead clear and conceal 
the ears. 

White cotton gloves will be worn, 
one on each hand, V. 


Our Erudite Contemporaries. 

** Slightly to vary the old G-reek proverb, we 
must beware of the Bishops when they pay us 
compliments 1 ” — John Bull, 
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THE ELFIN TUBE what I may call the organising class to break down the 

T o i 1 u . ' , growing prejudice, which, if not checked in 

I KNOW a Mlemn secret: to keep between ourselves— time, threatens to add seriously to the general volume of 

I heard it from a sparrow who heard it from the elves- unrest. Hence it is necessary to scrap a good many of oiS 
That always a ter 2 A.ir before the first cock-crow, old ideas and to realise that for aU efsential purooses the 

The elfin people fill the Tubes just full to overflow. exotic form of charity is played out. To-d!^ a Society 

The grown-ups do not know it; they put the trains to bed who wishes to maintain her position as arbiter 

And never guess that magic will drive them in their must tap other sources of inspiration and 

stead; supply. _ 

All day the goblin drivers were hiding in the dark these circumstances that I confidently fall back 

(If mortals catch a fairy’s eye they take it for a spark). 3?°^ ^ ^ Middle-Class Mother. After all, who was always 

moving TiseMiddle-OlasaMother.^’ltwMtohaWtthlt’t^’c^ 

m ct tiddly-vrinka fc; p., the M YnJSf rd^J moa“ ntl? shl 

- tiokets and says tte proper things : vision of tha Coon^es^ Bnst’^er ^'Britannia or of Udy 

jotj^nt “”■* Al'fr “ eirlhood. So I have dote3 

^ ^ she shall now have a^ show to herself, and we shall 

They *re never dull like mortals who read and dream and. f®® whether she will subscribe to her own charity as whole- 
doze ; neartedly as she did to those of our suffering Allies. 

The fairies swing head downwards, strap - hanging by j ^ doubt the Middle-Class Mother is a very 

their toes ; o j deserving institution and has done extremely good work in 

When Puck is the conductor he also acts as host past, which I regret that the space at my disposal does 

And sets them playing Leapfrog or Coach or General particularise. I must perforce content my- 

^ost. self with announcing that on her behalf a grand Zoological 

^ “»«v«M’fot’fh^ o.SS°hito‘‘«TSM*' repS 

I ’d g,. fo Gold,,. G«» ,«v to, ved .My. Sto? £ Jy7,fo,““ g=?g*.k“ 


— . - ■ - iw... wiAjLWVj UXU.U 

Winks ; 

Two yellows pay to Euston, four whites to Waterloo ; 


- - -'y Yraij xji. OiUglAXCllUHJ^ 006 

takings I popose to sell hugs at a guinea per head. The 
whole of the proceeds, after the expenses have been deducted' - 
will go to the Middlfl-nifl HQ TVfAf V>0.T*0* TV/Tn ■/ ■.I rt 1 I 


PArhft-nc T m I ’ VI ^ .T . «'‘^eooo ; wuoie oi me proceeds, alter the expenses have been deducted' 

oOCietv. an fl.mrnfl.tAd A'P T i.1-^ 


a • L • XU.U0Ua4i v-^xincism 

bociety, an animated body of which I have the privilege 
to be founder and hon. president ^ ° 

AUTHORSHIP FOR ALL. - 

MAIDEN’S BOWER ROOKS, SCILLY. ' 

-tHE Middle-Class Mothbe. (Ling-dong, ding-a-dong-dey), 

% Lad^ Vi Fitsermme, Leader of Society's Bevels loveliest flower 

Aee we growing dull? That is a question which in tSaav . 

these pip-inducing times of peace one is frequently con- u ^ of her bo war was strewn with green rush( 
strained to ask ; and in the view of many, I fear there can a ^ knights’ banners hung waving above ; 

be but one n-nswor ^ ® And round her vnnTi,a Tm'rfQtivola .l' 


was strewn with green rushes ; 


{ be but one answer ^ And round £er young minstrels stood singTn. like thrushes 

Durbg the late lamented War it was almost impossible 

constituted woman to experience the pangs w • 4 • . 

of boredom. When one wasn’t making things vibrate m tie -d cooings of love, 

hospitals of France and Flanders there Was always abund- a^od over their singing, 

ance of excitement on the Home Trout— flag-days, tableLx twilight came mantled in hlac and grey, 

theatricals, dances and other junketings in aid of this or clangour of chapel-bells ringing 

that charity. And when the supply of charities threateLd < 3 iog-a-dong-dey,” ^ 

to dry It was always a simple matter to invent new 

meeting, put the^Lm^ oT ae^ufeTn^tio^rb^oi'eS ®^e lived in a tower 

and of the. more or less recognised necessaries of Ibe^b ‘^“S'^-'lo^g-'ley), 

another and draw out one nansr fmm lllh ^ * + 1 ^ ®®®' ®'^°®® ®' terrible hour 

You there and then registered ^ nom /.i, 't- ^®c®Ptacle. And smothered her singing in spray. 

result and advertised some thrillingly e^enlivTfoJm of ^^SSh^uTs? f 
enterfcamment m support of the Socipf-v fm* i-h^ Qt i faithful stone minstrels all crouched by her side* 

' Ck.™g.gu„ to tieSiolsS? »' «d Jev ' ' 

pathetic cause. oi anj otner equally Wave slow in the sweep of the tide, 

ended at the ^Oohseum ^or Th^ Albeif^^U— _ Hither and yon on the tide. 

unfortunate cases) in the Bankruptcy OouJt. NoLdlys ^ Where 

to 1. teg 


. •/ O 

Brave ballads of lovers and love, 
Dove- 

Wooiugs and cooings of love. 


MIMIH: 
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manners and modes. f^ertain 

tbe buoem OB myB™ (at bead oi tabee) oobveets bee TOTO EEBIDEKOE „.y 

house for the hew rich. ^ ^ — — — ^ 
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liinerant Photographer (to couple who are in the middle of a marrel) “ 'Etit?* v' at?t3t QTr» f rn„™ ^ « 

Both yeb eads on one cabd eitclosed in a ^eabt. Veey pSr!^‘-ALFrjo™ onl"?.'- “ ’igh-class snapshots 


GETTING FIXED introduction attached. John Pountney 

f« L !o?mL K 'Ti' n'; to tbe wr,“;;iori 

£:sa:ss 

I iX: ‘ISS?, wh»I w« 


- -^wuv*. WJJL^J. JJ_IC;« 

I acted on it, and found my friends on tha“ Rh-iff wl’ ■"7''“ " 

.W m, „„ f„„ „„ to ,n I p,|y,„,Ty' Jw« office mlrtUh 


felt as if “passed to vounlease’’^^ ^ f 
been seti oil otoi ' Je. But I “bout.aotEccrmkls son's 

I pTylsTrf Sllar Ufl b.weTon”uLU2S.“l““ 

htb“src^!il°Sr£ 1‘^r 

counted on not to miss the chance nf a f whole interview ; and I took 
|00d thing. Wa°trh^w*he"eari; whLhT 

days of the Peace I was disuosed tn v/ Zir ^ rf 1°.''*'®^ “ly most 

gard a demobilized young ofSoer who nf W® qualifications, and with a stub 
had worn red tabs. o bj^e pencil regretfuUy but firmly 

The first name on my selected list ^1°“' Organising 

J”»rc Soinsf “ » rjiTtiS^^K's 

nnlortanstelcfen H, S “S KS£°“"'"'' “ »«toor*WaIbroot 

el«rsS»l“BSSl,?p‘e7 -V 

^ eavyontosu-b^g towitt toy oi 


sort of man who might bo useful in 
my business. What can you do?” 
and he leaned back patiently in his 
chair, finger-tips to finger-tips, but 
with all the appearance of one ready to 
pounce at my first weak statement. 

“For the best part of four years,” I 
began, “ I have been living in France 
and ” ’ 

He pounced. “Ah, French ! I thought 
so. Now if you had said Spanish, or 
even Eussian ...” 

He frowned as the thought crossed 
his mind that I might yet say either of 
ut I didn’t, and he was free to 


them. But 

, »*« vy*iV* AAO VVOlO JLJLtJO tlO 

expatiate on the alleged advantages of 
Spanish and a sound commercial educa- 
tion. The end was that I found myself 
once more in the street, this time 
erasing the word “Languages” from 
my dwindling list. 

And so it went on. Mr. Hall, of the 
firm of Copt and Basing Hall, begged 
me not to speak of any capacity I might 
possess for controlling men. (Item 
Wo. 3 ; Disciplinary Power and Habit of 
Command.) He himself- was able to do 
all the controlling that his staff would 
be likely to require. Mr, Throgmorton 
managing director of the firm of Oapel 
Sons and Threadneedle, Ltd., hoped at 
the outset that I would not speakof m v 
mathematical proficiency. Many men 
were inclined to make a fetish of math- 
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ematics. He feared I njight be one of 
them from the fact that I had begun to 
speak of (item No. 4) the tabulation and 
co-ordination of statistics. 

After a week of this sort of thing I 
had acquired nothing but experience, 
and my experience now gave me an 
idea. 1 drew up a new list of important 
firms to which I had received no intro- 
ductions at all, and selected one which 
I knew was presided over by a man of 
almost worldwide fame,^ Taking my 
courage and nothing else in my hands, 
I entered the inquiry-office. 

“ Slip, please,*' I said briskly to the 
youth behind the counter, and he 
banded me the customary form. Dis- 
regarding the spaces to be filled in, I 
1 scribbled diagonally across the paper 
the name of the great man, and wpte 
underneath : “ Have called in posing, 
and cannot stay many minutes.” 

This I signed and handed to a mes- 
senger, remarking in a hurried and 
off-hand manner, Say that, if he s 
engaged, I ’d rather come another day, 
as I don’t want to miss the 12.6 to 
Hatfield.” 

• 


I had no desire to catch it either ; 
but Hatfield is where the great man 
lives. This was my ingenious method 
of getting through the outer defences, 
and it worked. The youth behind the 
counter supposed I must be a personal 
friend (did I mention that I have an 
air ” and a power of controlling ? . . . 
Ah, yes, item No. 3), and sped the 
messenger on his way. Not only so, 
but my message must have deceived 
tlie great one himself, for I was ad- 
mitted to the Presence immediately. ^ 
He stood before me, holding my slip 
in his hand, with a puzzled frown on 
his face. The frown deepened aa he 
failed to recognise me. ^ 

** You need have no fear,” I said ; “ I 
have no letter of introduction,” And I 
smiled pleasantly at him.^ 

His look of apprehension vanished, 
and I continued, unfolding’ my blue- 
pencilled list of accomplishments: — 
“Listen: I am no organiser; my 
knowledge of French may be dismissed 
as negligible (this from the man with 
whom Jeanne “Vincent had deigned to 
Converse in her own tongue I ) ; I pro- 


fess no power of controlling my fellow- 
men; my mathematical ability isn’t 
worth a rap, and, as to statistics, I 
neither tabulate nor co-ordinate them 
with any degree of readiness.” There- 
upon I bowed, with hands extended, as 
who should say, “You behold me; 
that ’s the sort of man I am.” 

He smiled faintly. “Excuse me, 
but what can you do ? ” 

“That,” said I, “is for you to dis- 
cover. If, when I shall have worked in 
your office for say three months ” — he 
started — “ you are unable to find any 
use for me, then you are not the kind 
of man I take you for.” And I drew 
myself up, striking what I hoped was a 
dignified attitude. 

^e stared at me for some seconds. 

“ You have references ? ” he asked. 

“ Of course,” I answered, > but I 
know enough not to produce them till 
they are called for.” 

Then he pressed a bell. “I am 
going,” he said, “to introduce you to 
my manager. You have certain qual^<<“ 
cations which I "think may be 
to us,”- 
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THE ESSENTIALS OP GOLF. 

‘‘Do you . know anything about 
golf?" I asked Pottlebury by way of 
tnaking conyersation with a compara- 
tive stranger, and immediately, after- 
wards .knew I had made a mistake. I 
should have inquired, “ Do you golf ? ’’ 
or Are you a golfer ? " and no evasion 
would have been, possible. 

' ‘‘I should think I do," he replied. 

“ I suppose there ’s hardly , a course 
between here and .Strathpeffer that I 
haven’t visited. English and Scottish 
I know them all.” 

‘‘And which is your favourite course ? 1 
‘‘That is a difficult question,’’ he re- 
marked judicially. “ Only last night 
1 was arguing about the comparative 
merits of Westward Ho! and St. An- 
drews. Both are easily accessible from 
the railway, bat if you take your car 
the latter is to be preferred. You get 
your hffi bumped out of you on those 
North Devon roads.” 

. '* 7 ^ of the travelling 

^czhties/ I observed coldly. 

" '"o, of course. It ^s what you find 
other end that counts. Well then 


travelling aside, there is much to be said 
for Sandwich. The members* quarters 
are comfortable — ^very comfortable.” 

I must have made a disparaging ges- 
ture, for he immediately continued : — 
“ But, if it ’s only lunch you want, I 
advise those Lancashire clubs round 
Southport. They know how to lunch 
in those parts— Tweed salmon, Welsh 
mutton and Whitstable oysters.’* 

“No doubt your judgment is correct,” 

I replied, “ but I “ 

And at one of them they keep a 


leal Brench chef who knows his busi- 
ness. I wouldn’t wish for a better 
cuisine anywhere.’’ 

. ‘‘ There are other things,” I remarked 
loitw, “ besides those you mention.” 

Exactly ; that ’s why I like to see a ^ 
good bridge-room attached and enough 
tables to accommodate all comers. They 
have that at Spotworth. You can often 
get a game of poker as well.” 

^ exclaimed, 
Chat all these things are mere acces- 
sories and circumstances ? ’’ 

‘‘That is true,” he murmured; ‘‘ they 
are but frames as it were of the human 
interest. After all there ’s nothing to 


equal a crowd of jolly good fellows in 
the smoking-room. 1 ’ve had some ex- 
cellent times down at Bambury — stayed 
yarning away to all hours. Some of 
the best fellows I ever met belonged to 
that club.’’ 

‘‘ You don’t talk at all like a golfer ’’ 
said I. 

Pottlebury laughed. “I was for- 
getting. If it ’s whisky you want you 
can’t beat Dornoch and Islay. We 've 
nothing in England to touch thorn 
Why, I V 0 mefc some of tho koonosb 
plfers of the day at Islay— nothinrj 
less than a bottle a day apieco.” 

‘‘ Sir,’’ said I severely, “ it ’is clear 
that you have never struggled like grim 
I death with an opponent who was tiiree 
up at the turn until you were all square 
at the seventeenth, and then found your- 
self after a straight drive witli an easy 
baffy shot to ” 

‘‘ One moment,’’ said Pdttlebury 
“ what exactly is a baffy ? ’’ 

Asking For It. 

dozens of other cars available ; 

to £1,700 ,* call and insult us.’^ 

Motoring Paper, 
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ESSENCE OF PARUAMENT. 

Monday, June 14th — As an Ulster 
Member, Mr. Lindsay protested against 
the availability of return-tickets be- 
tween Ireland and England having been 
reduced from six months to two. Sir 
Eeic Geddes explained that the change 
bad been made to stop the illicit traffic 
in return-halves, though he hastened to 
disclaim any suggestion that Members 
of Parliament were concerned in it. 

; The grievance is probably not of large 
dimensions. It is difficult to under- 
stand why anyone leaving Ireland in 
these days should want to go back 
there. 

The Prime Minister did not seem to 
favour the suggestion, pressed upon him 
from many quarters, that the Govern- 
ment should cause an estimate to be 
made of ‘the national income, and then 
limit public expenditure to a definite 
proportion of that amount. A private 
person may cut his coat according to 
his cloth, but the Government, he 
argued, is unfortunately obliged by cir- 
cumstances to reverse the process. 
Even sa the taxpayer may be forgiven 
for thinking that the State costume 
still bears some superfluous trimmings. 

When economy is proposed, however, 
it is not always popular. Sir John 
Butcher, in protesting against the 
Government's proposal to sell the 
Brussels, the late Captain Fryatt’s 
ship, was expressing a wide-spread 
feeling. ’ But Colonel Leslie Wilson 
disarmed criticism by pointing out that 
if all British vessels with heroic asso- 
ciations were to be kept as exhibition- 
ships a large proportion of the British 
mercantile marine would be laid idle. 

A few years ago the General Manager 
of one of the English railways — the 
late Sir George Findlay, I think — de- 
clared that he could look after the whole 
of the Irish railways and have three 
days a week left for fishing. Nowadays, 

I suppose, the Irish lines are not laid 
in such pleasant places. At any rate 
the best part of two days has been 
occupied in deciding whether in the 
new scheme for the government of 
Ireland they should be administered 
by the Central Council or the two Par- 
liaments, and uiider the compromise 
eventually reached they will be more 
or less subject to all three authorities. 

The debate was chiefly remarkable 
for the evidence it provided that the 
Ulstermen are developing into the 

I strongest of Home Rulers — almost Sinn 
Feiners, according to one of their critics 
— where their own province is con- 
cerned. 

Tuesday, June 15th— Mx. Churchill 
had again to withstand attacks upon his 
Army uniform proposals, this time on 


the ground that the reversion to scarlet 
and pipeclay would entail extra labour 
and expense upon the private soldier. 
His confidence that Mr. Atkins would 
not grudge the short time spent on 
cleaning his full dress, so closely bound 




i .•* 






THE BUTTON EXPBET. 

“About twenty minutes, and I speak 

FROM EXPERIENCE.” — Mr, BXLLZm, 

up with regimental traditions, was 
endorsed by Mr. Billing, who said, 
“The time occupied is about twenty 
minutes, and I speak from experience." 

A statement that the issue of bag- 
pipes to certain Irish regiments was 


, i>nr»if(i .rr iiril,i>ir uMt 
f . I I *' 


I ■ 












MR'. ASQUITH IS DEEPLY STIRRED. 

under consideration brought protests 
from Scottish Members, who evidently 
thought that their ownnational warriors 
should have a monopoly of this form 
of frightfulness. But Mr. Churchill 


pointed out that the Irish Guards were 
already provided with bagpipes, and 
Lt.-Commander Kenworthy horrified 
the Scots by declaring that the pipes 
were not an indigenous product of their 
country, but had been imported from 
Ireland many centuries ago. 

Further progress was made with the 
Government of Ireland Bill. A pro- 
posal to strengthen the representation 
of the minority in the Southern Parlia- 
ment was sympathetically received by 
Mr. Long, who thought, however, that 
the Government had a better method. 
As that consists in a proposal to exact 
the oath of allegiance from every candi- 
date for election and to give, the King 
in Council power to dissolve any Parlia- 
ment in which more than half the 
members have not taken the oath, it is 
sufficiently drastic. Having regard to 
the present disposition of the Sinn 
Feiners there seems to be mighty little 
prospect of a Parliament in Dublin 
before the date known in Ireland as 
“ Tib's Eve." 

Wednesday, J^me 16th — In both 
Houses Addresses were moved praying 
His Majesty to appoint two additional 
Judges of the King’s Bench Division. 
The motions met with some opposi- 
tion, principally on the score of 
economy, and it was suggested that 
no additions to the Bench would be 
required if the existing Judges resumed 
the old practice of sitting on Saturdays. 
This drew from the Lord Chancellor 
the interesting information that the 
Judges devoted their Saturdays to 
reading “ the very lengthy papers that 
were contained in their weekly dossier,** 
It is no doubt the great length of 
these documents that accounts for the 
peculiar shape of the bag that Mr. 

Justice 's attendant was carrying 

when I met him at Sandwich a few 
Saturdays ago. 

Lord Birkenhead soothed the econo- 
mists by pointing out that the new 
Judges would probably more than earn 
their salaries of five thousand pounds 
a year. In accordance with the pre- 
vailing tendency court-fees are to be 
raised, and at Temple Bar ajs in Savile 
Row our suits will cost us more. 

Until Colonel Leslie Wilson moved 
the Second Reading of the Nauru Island 
Agreement Bill I don’t suppose a dozen 
Members of the House of Commons had 
ever heard of this tiny excrescence in 
the Western Pacific with its wonderful 
phosphate deposits. Captured from 
the Germans during the War, it is now 
the charge of the British Empire, and 
the object of the Bill was to confirm 
an arrangement by which the deposits 
should be primarily reserved for the 
agriculturists of Australasia, New Zea- 
land and the United Kingdom. It pro- 






duoed adebate of extraordinaryferocity. 
Young Tories like Mr. Oemsbx-Goee 
vied with old Liberals like Mr. Asquith 
(on whom the phosphates, plus the 
Louth election, had a wonderfully 
tome effect) in denouncing the iniquity 
of an arrangement by which (as they 
^id) the principles of the League of 
Nations were being thrown over, and 
this eoun^ was revealed as a greedy 
monopolist. Thus assailed both by 
friend and foe Mr. Bonab Law required 
all his cool suavity to bring the House 
back to a_ sense of proportion, and to 
convince it that in securing a supply 
of manure for British farmers the Goy- 
ernment were not committing a crime 
against the comity of nations? 

, Answering_ questions for the Irish 

melancholy business, but the Attoenbt- 
■ resembles S 

friend, in that “ cheerfulness 
wiUkeep breakmgin.” Thusheexcused 
the Government’s non-interferencewith 
the Smn Fein “courts,” whose writ 
now rans over half Ireland, on the 
pound that for all he knew they miffht 
be voluntary courts of arbitration ; and 
when Major O’Neilu expressed the] 


{oifter several hair’ s-brmdth escapes). “Noo: rsELiuf’ wvuvnTTci 

Aunt. “I AM. SAIEEB. You SEE, THIS IS oimv J 

n^h^. “WEun. rou’VE beat ^ HoxoB.cmK.“ 


Uiysuerious tripunals he blithely 
disclaimed responsibility, and said he 
was quite content that they should be 
out 01 Ireland. 

Considering the counter-attraction of 
the Ascot Gold Cup, Mr. Balfoue had 

a surnriFiincplv n n « -. — HI it 


BAW SOUL STUFF. 

I don’t think I have ever read a 
short story about a film, so I have 
made one up myself. 

'I' ^ 

Viviana Smith was bom in Battersea 
At twelve years old she ran about the 
streets with holes in her stockings and 

nlaved a - I IT 


a surprisingly numerous audienceZ ^"<1 

bis discourse on the League of Nations oomphcated game with chalb 

His enumeration and Sygis of Z She had the 

League’s variou.? J accent of London streets, which is the 


auu analysis oi the 
^eague s various enemies were in his 
happiest vein of philosophical humour 
His conclusion was that the League 
had much less to fear from its avowed 


ouiccus, wmcn IS fine 
only accent that can pierce through the 
noise of London traffic. But she had 
hair the oolom- of marsh-marigolds, a 
Vorticist rnouth and patent enlargeable 
eyes. In the street she . 


ueu iuucn less to tear from its avnwe.i ■ d ,T ‘“““‘^-mangolds, a 

foes than from its fanatical friends, who eyes InZfJtr^ enlargeable 
were already attempting to nut unnn it LJvo stieet she made eyes at 

^ TwL V International 

olice Foice. Its proper weapons were 

Pubhcity ® and 

Wait I 


wvAAi.* oK^uuui siie macio 

to doUheT 

^ for the Purple Pomegranate film com- 
ptition, and w’as selected from five 
hundred thousand candidates to be a 

lYinr.Tnn.-rkT/T+TfL.- -i-.. m . - 


and See, didTot p eTerrh^ AsoS^^^^ candidates t^ b: a 

from hinting in fhe politest maSr At K She starred some. 

thsit tbfi rifiafTno •TTTrt« i»T 1 , bsginuing shoplaivod id roman- 
tic comedv films wif.h 


fbaf fC f ^ poiiuesc manne: 

that the League was not fikely to pre- 

vent the wars of the future unless it 


^ piayeu id roman- 

tic comedy films with woodland scenery 

H?ti ° ^viiera she 

tickled for trout. She tickled so well 

^hat^e could almost hear the trout 
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laugh. Later she played in “ crook ” 
melodrama,wheresomebody was always 
peeping through the door when the 
secret patent was being taken out of the 
oflSoe safe, and where men always kept 
i arriving in motor-cars and going up 
flights of steps with their faces turned 
to.the audience and going down flights 
of steps with their faces turned to the 
audience and getting into motor-cars 
again. They never missed a step. There 
is something about this feat which 
holds a cinema audience spellbound. 

Later she rode on untamed mustangs 
and fell over cliffs gagged and bound, 
and sometimes she was even promoted 
to slide or twirl into a bakehouse and 
tumble with a talented cast of actors 
and actresses into a large trough of 
dough. When they had wiped the 
dough off they all came back into the 
’bakehouse one after another and tum- 
bled into the dough-trough again. Ee- 
petition is the soul of wit. 

One day Wviana met Ignatius Vava- 
sour, the poet. For two years he had 
worshipped her afar on the screen. He 
had seen her in so many reels that 
she made him giddy. He had seen her 
in YoiitKs Yodelling May -tide Hour, 
length five reels, and in Hate's Hideous 
Hand of Crimea length six reels, and 
in Gertie Flips the Flap-jack over, 
length seven reels and a half. He had 
never heard her speak, but he had seen 
her beautiful lips ripple into a thousand 
artless expressions of grief and joy. He 
did not know whether he loved her 
most when she was tripping through 
a silvan glade, with meadow-sweet in 
her hand, or when she was gliding I 
gracefully over Niagara Falls in a tar- ! 
barrel; when she was cracking the 
door of a strong room with a jemmy 
or when she was getting the dough out 
of her hair with a rake. But as soon 
as he had seen her out of the pictures 
he knew that he loved her best as she 
was. He knew that he could not live 
without her. He told her so. 

“ But, Mr. Vavasour,” she protested. 

“ Call me Iggie,” he cried. 

“ But you have only known me such 
a short time,” she said. “You have 
seen me, you say, a hundred times on 
the films, and I daresay you admired me 
immensely, but tell me this, Iggie, Is 
it my real character that you love ? ” 

“No, no! A thousand times no!” 
he exclaimed. 

“Then I cannot marry you,” she 
answered coldly, turning away. 

OrusW with disappointment Igna- 
tius staggered from the room. He had 
no thought for poetry now, but wan- 
dered feverishly about the streets, 
searching for some mad excitement to 
stifle his despair. He played billiards 
and vingt-et-un. He took to drugs and 



to drink. He even had thoughts of 
standing for Parliament. But he soon 
found that the‘ sorrow gnawing at his 
heart was one that politics could never 
assuage nor alcohol drown, not at least 
at the present price of green Char- 
treuse. 

One day as he slouched miserably 
along the pavement he saw the adver- 
tisement of a lecture outside the door 
of an institute. “ The Ideal in Philo- 
sophy and Art,” said the placard ; and, 
scarcely knowing what he did, Ignatius 
went in. But the lecturer had barely 
begun to expound his theme, which he 
did in the following forcible words: “ The 
categorical subjectivity of all intuitive 
apperceptions of the ideal” — ^when a 
wild light flashed in the poet’s eyes 
and he started from his seat and rushed 
madly from the room. The lecturer 
wondered mildly what had happened, 
but blinked and went on. What had 
happened was that Ignatius Vavasour 
was pounding like a prize American 
trotter to the nearest telephone box. 


“Viviana,” he cried an hour later, 
when he had got through, “you re- 
member what you said the day we 
met ? Is it your real character that I 
love ? And I said ‘ No.’ ” 

“ Yes, Iggie,” she said with a catch 
in her voice. 

“ Did you meai| Babbits, Eggs, Eggs, 
Lloyd, or Babbits, Eggs, Albatross, 
Lloyd? ” 

“ Albatross,” she moaned, 

“ Well, it is. I mean, I do,” he cried. 
“Viviana, will you marry me? ” 

“Sure, Iggie,” she answered softly. 
“ Good-bye.” 

Sj« :.\i :jc i[i 

And now that I have written this 
story I am going to get it filmed. 

Evoe. 


“Could we gather grapes from thorns^ or 
pigs from thistles ? — Beport of Lecture^' de- 
livered by the Astroiiomer-Boyal of Sootlcmd* 

As far as Englis*h thistles are con- 
cerned (we cannot speak for Scotland) 
the answer is in the negative. 
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IMPOETUNITY. 

When the ,club secretary first wrote 
and told me that it was proposed to 
acquire two pictures (one Naval and one 
Military), wdiich were to hang in the 
club as worthy reminders of the Great 
War to future generations — when he 
wrote and told me this, and suggested 
(apparently as an afterthought) that a 
cheque from me would further the pro- 
ject, I was content to keep the matter 
in view. 

When he wrote, some months later, 
and told it me all over again, accom- 
panying the afterthought on this occa- 
sion with a printed subscription form, 
I took the trouble to reply, letting him 
know that I was keeping the matter 
in view. 

When be wrote a third time, afford- 
ing me a glimpse of the guileless faith 
he had in me, I felt genuinely sorry for 
the poor chap. 

He said there were many possible 
reasons to account for the non-arrival 
of my cheque, I might, for example, 
be abroad, somewhere out of reach of 
postal facilities, or perhaps the cheque 
had been lost in the post. Of one thing 
only he was sure — there had been no 
parsimonious intent on my part. 

I was able in some sort to relieve 
his mind of anxiety by mentioning that 
I was still a resident at the address in 
Cheshire under which I last wrote to 
him, I even assured him that, so long 
as my tailor did not forsake his present 
attitude of friendly remonstrance, it 
was improbable that I should proceed 
abroad. Nor had I as yet any reason 
to suspect that great public institution, 
the post. The fact was that I still had 
the matter in view. 

As regards the pictures, I said that I 
had a friend who was in love with the 
daughter of an A.E.A., and who, in 
telling me about a financial controvei'sy 
between himself and his prospective 
father-in-law, Imd let slip the informa- 
tion that a slump in artists' prices was 
imminent. In view of this I suggested 
that the agreement with the artists 
commissioned by the club should for 
the present be a verbal one and elastic 
in its wording. 

^ In the last part of my letter I re- 
viewed the history of my own connec- 
tion with the club, covering a period of 
five years. I recalled the epoch-mak- 
ing day when I received my first letter 
from Mr. Secretary — a letter acquaint- 
ing me of the fact that I was a full- 
blown member— all but, at least. What 
was thirty guineas ? And each year : 
since then, I reminded him, I had dis- i 
bursed a further ten. guineas without a < 
murmur. ' \ 

On the other side of the account I i 

showed in tabulated form all the ohang6 
the club had given back : — 

d. 

Use of soap, 1916 ..... OJ 

Laundering of towel, ditto . , 3 

Use of soap, 1919 ..... 1 

Laundering of towel, ditto . . 3 

Fifty per cent, excess for ditto . IJ 
Stolen : Three matches, one 
tooth-pick Oi 

Total Vi 

I pleaded a'moral right to dispose ol 
the balance. I suggested that seventy- 
three pounds nine shillings and two- 
pence three - farthings (waiving the 
question of interest) might be sufficient 
to buy a third War picture, the interior 
of a Government office during the tea- 
hour, or something of that sort. I begged 
that he would lay the matter before the 
Committee. 

I am not very hopeful about my 
letter. Probably he has spent that 
seventy-three pounds odd already on 
stationery and postage-stamps. 

I think that, if it finds its way into 
print, I may send him half the proceeds 
of this article. No harm in keeping 
the matter in view, at all events. 

MUSICAL NOTES. 

{By OUT Modernist Critic), 

A CEETAiN amount of dissatisfaction 
has been * expressed with the Negro 
Ehapsody by Mr. John Powell, per- 
formed by the New York Symphony 
Orchestra at their concert last week. 
According to the analytical programme 
the composer has sought inter alia to 
depict “the degenerative frenzy of a 
Voodoo orgy " and “ the physical im- 
pulses of the adult human animal,” cul- 
minatiugin “a flood of primal sensual- 
ism.” Yet, if the Press is to be believed, 
the performance fell lamentably short in 
the epileptic quality so finely displayed 
by many of the coloured Jazz-band 
players now in London. None of the 
audience had to be removed ; The Morn- 
ing Post only speaks of the “ becoming 

1 picturesqueness of design ” of the Ehap- 
sody ; while The Times' critic did not 
care much for it because it took too 
long to get to business, and adds that 
he was not very sure what its business 
exactly was. This, in view of the ex- 
tremely explicit statement of the com- 
poser’s aim given in the programme, 
seems to us most unjust. 

Here is a gifted composer with high 
and serious aims — for what could be : 
more instructive or spiritual than a 
musical rendering of “ the degenerative ' 
frenzy of a Voodoo orgy”?— and the i 
musical critics either evade the issue ( 
by talking vaguely of picturesqueness li 
:>r deny that he means business. Verily j 
ihe lot of the composer is hard. Quite 1 
'ecently I heard of a native British ^ 

5 symphonist who had composed a re- 
markable orchestral Fantasy dealing 
with the psychology of members of the 
N.U.E. engaged in the railway trans- 
port of fish and milk. I have not heard 
the music, because unfortunately it has 
not yet been performed, but I have 
read the programme, and nothing more 
stimulating can be imagined than the 
final section, in which a terrific can- 
1 nonade of milk-cans is combined with 
’ a marvellous explosion of objurgation 
, from the fish-porters on strike. Yet 
, if it were to be performed The Morning 
■ Post would probably dismiss it with 
. a few polysyllabic platitudes and The 
Times affect ignorance of what it was 
all about 1 

In view of the misconceptions and 
misinterpretations to which serious 
composers are subject, we are not sur- 
prised to hear that a society has been 
formed for the purpose of giving “ silent 
auditions ” of modern masterpieces. No 
orchestra nor any instrument will be 
employed, but each member of the 
audience will be provided with a full 
score. The first hour will be devoted 
to the study of the music ; the audience 
will then write down their impressions 
for half-an-hour ; subsequently the com- 
poser will expound his aims from the 
platform ; and the price of admission 
will be returned to the student whose 
impressions accord most closely with 
the composer's “ programme.” In this 
way the cost of concert-giving will be 
considerably reduced, and it is also 
hoped that the consumption of sedative 
tablets, which has reached formidable 
dimensions amongst frequenters of 
symphonic concerts, will be rendered 
unnecessary. 

Our only criticism of this admirable 
scheme is this — that the number of 
amateurs who can read a modern full- 
score at sight is still somewhat limited. 
The view that “heard melodies are 
sweet, but those unheard are sweeter” 
might be quoted in support of “ silent 
auditions ” were it not for the unfortun- 
ate fact that Keats, who expressed it, 
is now completely out of fashion with 
our emancipated Georgians, l^ut the 
broad fact remains that the forces of 
reaction are by no means crashed, 
The Handel Festival has been revived 
at the Crystal Palace; and Handel- 
worship is anathema to the Modernist, 
as redolent of imst-beef, middle-class 
respectability and religious orthodoxy. 
Only recently a brilliant writer com- 
pared his oratorios to mothers'-meet- 
ings. The revival of these explosions 

Df pietistic jumbomania is indeed a sad 
5et-back to those ardent reformers who 
jeek to elevate and purify public taste 
)y the musical delineation of “the de- 
generative frenzy of a Voodoo orgy.” 
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AT THE PLAY. 

“ Daddalums.*' 

This is a play about a Northampton 
shoe-manufaeturer of Scottish nation- 
ality. There is, of course, nothing quite 
like leather, and I can^ well believe 
that the lucrative properties of. the boot 
trade (notwithstanding its alleged as- 
sociation with atheistic principles) must 
at one time or other have attracted 
this prehensile race; yet I doubt if 
Northampton, home of the cobbling 
industry, ever encouraged a Scot to 
penetrate its preserves. Mr. Louis Ans- 
PAOHEE, who wrote the play, may have 
some inside knowledge denied to me, 
though his name does not vividly indi- 
cate a Scots origin ; but 
it is certain, if his Wallace 
Graigie really came from 
over the border, that he 
wUs no true Scot, for 
his dialect showed ob- 
vious traces of Sassenach 
pollution. 

I have a mind that 
moves slowly and I hate 
to be hustled at the open- 
ing of a play. I hate an 
author to plunge me into 
a whirl of movement and 
a medley of characters as 
if he assumed that I was 
intimate with circum- 
stances known only to 
himself and his cast. I 
want to be told, very 
quietly, where I am, and 
if he does not tell me I 
become peevish. But, 
even if I hadn’t been put 
off at the start, I don’t 
think my sympathies 
would ever have been 
very deeply engaged. I 
soon saw that, whatever happened to 
anybody, I should easily bear up. Mr, 
Louis Oalvebt did all thatwas humanly 
possible to correct my indifference, but 
his Daddahms (as you might gather 
from such a name) was not one of those 
heroic figures whose struggles against 
the perversity of fate are apt to melt even 
the cold hearts of the gods (Olympian). 
This old cobbler, suddenly grown rich, 
whose one ambition was to make his 
son ^^Tammas” a gentleman (as he un 
derstood the term), at any cost to the 
boy’s soul, was asking for trouble from 
the beginning. And when he got it I 
was far less sorry for the old fool than 
I was pleased at the chances which this 
turn of fortune gave to the versatility 
of Mr, Calveet . 

But the interest of the play lies not 
so much in the plot — worked out me- 
chanically, with one or two saving 


conclusion — as in the character of this 
lovable oldboot-maker, whose single aim 
in life was to give his sen the best that 
money could buy. His heart, 1 think, 
began by being fairly large, but got con- 
tracted through specialising in this pas- 
sion. Snobbery is alien to his nature, but 
he becomes a snob for Tammas's sake. 
Stubborn and domineering with others, 
he is as putty in the boy’s hands. He 
has no use for his other child — a girl. 
She, like himself, must be sacrificed^ if 
it suits the young gentleman — as it did. 

I won’t say that any very nice psy-- 
chologieal subtlety was needed for the 
portrayal of^ a' character whose ruling 
motive was so clearly advertised, biit it 
had its lights and shadows, responsive 





WHA HAVER. 

. . - Mr. Louis Calvert. 

. . Mb. Ernest Hendbie. 


touches of ingenuity, to a conventional 


SCOTS 

Wallace Graigie 
Fergus McLarme 

to changing conditions, and Mr. Cal- 
vert was quick to seize them all. 

The boy’s part was too unsympa 
thetic to be played easily. But he had 
one saving virtue; he never practised 
his snobbery on the old man who 
encouraged it. He sfcill called him 
“ Daddalum's,” and that, I take it, was 
what the papers would call an “acid 
test ” of his piety. As his fortunes de- 
clined Mr. Lister rose to the occasion. 
The tighter the corner the better he 
coped with it. 

Mr, Hbndeie’s Fergus McLarnie, 
whose people must have migrated to 
Northampton from the neighbourhood 
of Thrums, was an admirable crony; 
but he insisted too much and too de- 
liberately on a Scottish accent that 
made for obscurity. In a broader vein 
Miss Agnes Thomas played the part of 
Ellen, the Maid (another Scot), with 
a humour which even an Englishman 


(like myself) found no difficulty in ap- 
preciating. Miss Edtth Olive, as the 
hero’s neglected daughter, acted with 
a very nice self- repression, which was 
all that could be expected of her rather 
colourless part. 

The first-night audience "was very 
warm in its appreciation. Yet I must 
doubt whether a play that is chiefly 
concerned' with the highly-developed 
paternity of a boot-manufacturer will 
make a very poignant appeal to the 
sentiment of the public. 

Eor one thing they may find the love- 
interest too sketchy. Of the boy’s two 
fiancees one was impossible, and the 
other {Bose) just a perfunctory phantom 
that flitted vaguely from time to time 
across the stage. She 
must have known it was 
a play of father and son, 
where girls didn’t really 
count. Poor Bose, so un- 
assertive! How modestly 
she kept herself in the 
background in that last 
scene where Tammas, 
having “dreed his weird” 
(as they would say in 
Northampton) and re- 
deemed his past, comes 
back from Canada, flings 
himself into his father’s 
arms, remains there lis- 
tening to a sustained ex- 
position of parental loy- 
alty, and only after a 
considerable interval re- 
marks the presence of his 
future wife. She took it 
very well, but if I know 
anything of the British 
public it won’t be so 
easily pleased. 0. S. 


A Matinee in aid of the 
Housing Association for Officers’ Fami- 
lies, of which the Queen is a Patron, will 
be held at the Winter Garden Theatre on 
Thursday, June 24th, at 2.30 i\m. The 
programme includes a Mime play, for 
which Mr. EugAne Goossbns will con- 
duct Mr. Arthur Clarke Jervoise’s 
music. Mrs. Christopher Lowthbe, 
who appears in the play, is also arrang- 
ing “An Elizabeth Episode,” in which 
the Stuart-Wilson Sextette will sing. 

“Wanted, Lad, about 14 or 15, for tolo- 
phone. Good wages; good opportunity to 
learn confectionery .” — Local Fa^er, 

We often wondered liow these tele- 
phonists occupy their time, 

“Shop Window Wanted within stone’s 
throw of Brook Street and Bond Street.” 

Daily Fa^er, 
With so many Bolshevists about wa 
think the advertiser should have used 
a less provocative phrase. 





OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr, Punch's Staff of Learned Clerics,) 

The Secret Corjps (Mubbay) is the title of a book on 
espionage, before and especially during the War, every page 
of which I have read with the greatest possible entertain- 
menb — the greatest possible, that is, for anyone at home. 
To get the real maximum out of Captain Ferdinand 
Tuohy’s astonishing anecdotes one would, I suppose, need 
to be under a table in Berlin while they were being perused 
by the ex-chiefs of Intelligence on the other side. It is a. 
book so stuffed with good stories and revealed (or partly 
revealed) mysteries that I should require pages of quotation 
to do it anything like justice. It can certainly be claimed 
for Captain Tuohy that he writes of what he himself knows 
at first hand, and that his knowledge, like that of another 
expert, is both extensive and peculiar, gleaned as it was 
from personal service in Bussia, Poland, Austria, Belgium, 
France, England, Italy, Salonica, Palestine, Mesopotamia 
and several neutral States. Still, absorbing as his book is, 
it suffers perhaps from being what its publishers call “the 
first authentic and detailed record.'* One feels now and 
then that posterity (which gets -all the good things) may 
score again in the revelation of yet more amazing details 
for which the hour is not yet. Meanwhile, here to go on 
with is a fund of thrilling information that will not only 
hold your delighted interest, but (if you make haste before 
it becomes too widely known) ensure your popularity as 
a remunerative diner-out. 


One after Another (Hutchinson) , by Mr. Stacy Aumonieb, 
is a tale of social progress : of the steps — I imagine this is 
where the name justifies itself — by which the son and 
daughter of a Camden Town publican rise to higher or at 
least more brilliant things. You might suppose this plan 
to promise comedy, but the fact is otherwise. Beally it is 
an angry book, and though there is laughter in places it is 
mostly angry laughter, with a sting in it. Somehow, 
whether speaking in his own person or through the voice 
of his hero, Mr. Aumonieb gives me here (perhaps unjustly) 
the impression of having a grievance against life. Yet it 
cannot be said that Tom and Laura Pitrhech found their 
climb from Camden Town unduly arduous, since in a com- 
paratively short time one has made a position and pots of 
money as, a fashionable house-decorator, and the other is a 
famous concert star and the wife of a marquis. I think my 
impression of unamiability must be derived from the fact 
that the entire cast contains not one really sympathetic 
character. Old Purhecky who ruled his bar like an autocrat 
and believed in honest alcohol (and fortunately for himself 
died some years ago), comes nearest to it. Laura^ of whom 
the author gives us spasmodic glimpses, is vividly interest- 
ing, but repellent. Tom, the protagonist, I found frankly 
dull. Perhaps I have dwelt overmuch on defects. Cer- 
tainly the story held my attention throughout, even after 
my disappointment at finding nobody to hke in it. 

A lot of diaries make very poor reading, because people 
who are conscientious enough to keep them at all keep them 
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conscientiously and fill them ^ith nothing but facts* Mr, it is unlikely that there will be keen competition among 
Maueice Babino of course has no empty scruples of this public schools to claim the original of St» Liccian's; and I 
kindjd^nd B , F . G , H , Q . 1914 — (Bell and Sons), though do not think that tender-hearted mothers need fear that 
it has plenty of statistics in it and technical details as well, their own children will be beset by the temptations which 
is in the main a delightful jumble of stunts and talks and Brant had to encounter, for in his hectic career he was un- 

nmntatinns fmm Mr* AfAnRinTi BAT^TTsrrj. and nthAr nannlA fnrf;nnaf;A Annncrh iin ViavA nard-ssharnArc! wV»i<aTrir-drin 1 rAT*o 


quotations from Mr. Maurice Baring and other people, 
culinary details, troubles about chilblains and wasp-bites, 

4*1 tt TTrw4-4*j^v% ✓v-C 


JUabVWL vsy W j im 4. VY CtQ 1^ 11 ** 

fortunate enough to have card- sharpers, whisky-drinkers 
and other unusual types of boyhood among his fellow-pupils, 

ptTiyiV* y%/^nnirtn -ntT i 4-j^ Vk/% ■nrr^-v. ^ J a J. J.1^ ^ i. 


ouuiiaiy ucoa.ua, tiuuuieb ujuuuu uunumiuis tuuu waap-uioca, auu ouuer unusual oypes oi ooyiioou among ms leiiow-pupiis, 
and here and there an excellently written memoir of some and with such company, it is not to be wondered at that 
friend who fell fighting. The main historical fact is, of he was more often in than out of trouble. But, since he 
course, that our airmen from small beginnings reached a helped to solve the mystery which was perplexing St. 
complete ascendancy at the end of 1916, and then suffered Lucian^Sj it would seem that whatever happened to his 
a set-back, reaching their own again when the mastery of soul he contrived to keep his head. Boys with a taste for 
the Fokker was overcome. The author himself was liaison amateur detective work might derive enjoyment from this 
officer and interpreter at H.Q., and stuck to General tale, and to them I recommend it. 

Tren CHARD throughout, although he was urgently re- 

quested to go to Eussia. Scores of eminent people make Stephen Manaton, heir to great possessions, found that 
I brief appearances in his book, and the following is a fair his wealth and worldly position were slipping away from 
sample of his method: — January 3r^Z, 1917. — An Army him, but as compensation against his losses he had the 
Commanders^ Conference took place at Eollencourt. My supreme satisfaction of discovering that the girl of his 
indiaruhber sponge was eaten by rats.” Happily his diary choice loved him solely for himself. So with the best will 
escaped. — — world I could 

TTr^ TT over 

Buch^J i?hS Manaton Disaster 

beS^oSuy “cS 

i, not toi 

history and is written Novice. “I am a uitle absent-minded, so tod must give me a shout u a i. t ^ lines, 

with a vigour that ^ I be a winneb,” but she dissipates her 

claims oi the South reach the catastrophic climax at which she apparently^aimed° 
Afneans are. It seems, that they finished » further Bast ” uxy«,iLuou. 

Since, as the author iovouslv notes ^ and assistant editor for whom I blush ; an 

ments in the South African forces lived and died on^ihe field ®“P°™p owner who is kinder and wealthier and stupider 
like brothers, we may all'agree with him uolities or no noli ^®.^® ’ an assistant schoolmistress, a surgeon, 

tics, that there has been something fundamentally rieht for ^ worthy people 

once about the Empire’s treatment of their oountrv^ Thia “7 respedt or laughter. The high spirits seem 

^one would give the book importance and interes/outsfde itakTir genuine. A casual lapse into Brummagem, 
me Southern dominions to which it is first addressed. In * ======== 

Oapetown and Pretoria it will be the history of the War. « w * i » 

— ^ ^ months, mco BeSroom and small Paddock for 




mm 












The Novice. I am a liitle absent-minded, so you must give me a shout 

IP I PROVE TO BE A WINNER,’* 


^ months, nice Bedroom and small Paddock for 
^'if^bcld Land, with Two Cottage j, near Southanintoii • 

SmtSibls DlffS fliTifl nnnl+.rv ^ * 
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v/nnni vAixiM. porter, on his return to London, “ an 

Fewer births are recorded in Ireland have coaxed some nice red roses out. 


in the garden,'" Mr. Smillie told a re- life of the ex-Kaisbr. It is hoped that 
porter, on his return to London, “ and he will realise that it would be a breach 


of etiquette to get assassinated before 


during the past seven months. Nosur- Coaxing the nice red miners out is the Allies have decided what is to be 
prise can be felt, for we cannot imagine comparatively easy work. done with him. 

anybody being born in Ireland on pur- 

pose just now, question of equipment Ashford We understand that one of the New 


pose ]ust now, ^ On a question of equipment Ashford We understand that one of the New 

_ . ^ Brigade has resigned. It is not Poor who recently found a burglar 

A London firm are now manufac- known yet whether local fires will go in his house searchin^^ for money im- 
turing what they call th^ smallest out in sympathy with the Brigade. mediately offered the "intruder ten ner 
motor-car on the mar- — u 


mo tor- car on the mar- 

ket. How great a boon 1 1 

this will be tO' the gen- ta 

eral public will be gath- | ^ ,,3 

ered from the report | 

that one of these cars 

has been knocked down 

by a pedestrian. 

According to a Sun- 1 d i 

day paper Mustapha 1 1 fy 

Kemae wants as sol- | /f I 
diers only those who ^ 

will die for their belief in ill ^ 

his cause. Previous ex- 4il I 
perience is not essential, 

Citizens of Ealing My 
have protested against 
Sunday concerts unless 

Sond.y bathing is .Iso 

war custom of merely 

sponging the ears after attending a 
recital was never wholly satisfactory. 


h'f 

si 




recital was never wholly satisfactory, has voted itself' dry by a majority of 

sixty-five. There seems to be a lack 
According to an inscription on the of hospitality in this attempt to dis- 
score card of the North Berwick Club, courage American visitors. 

** golf is a science in which you may *,, 5 * 

exhaust yourself but never your sub- The latest news from Tflrkey, Eussia 
ject.’" Several clubs, however, claim and Ireland sets us wondering what 
to possess colonels who can say practi- the War made the world safe for. ! 
cally all that is woi^h saying I 


cessful. .. 

Eeferring to the re- 
port in these columns 
last week that two 
bricklayers were seen 
to remove their coats 
at Finsbury Park, we 
now hear that it was 
simply done to oblige 
a photographer who 
was understood to have 
been sent down by Dr. 
Addison. , , 


Coast railway is a sand- 

THE aORGEOUS UNIFORMS OF THE PAST MAY BE RE-INTRO- Unless claimed 

DUOED INTO THE ARMY; BUT, IF SO, THE CINEMA ATTENDANT 

WILL NOT GIVE IN WITHOUT A STRUGGLE. understand that it will 

^ — —I be broken up and sold 

Letchworth, the first Garden City, l to defray expenses. 


Our Enterprising Contemporaries. 

^‘News by Wire and Air. 
To-day is the longest day.” 

Daily Mail,'* June 


about the game without stopping 
to get their second wind. 

' * 

Girls have broadened out a 
lot, declared a speaker at the 
annual conference of the Head- 
mistresses’ Association. The 
home-made jumper, it appears, 
has been coming in for a good 
deal of unmerited blame. 

'K ^ ■'K 

A middle - aged man was 
charged at the Thames Police 
Court the other day with having 
an altercation with a lamp-post. 
It appears that the man called 


IMPORTANT NOTICE. 

Mr. Punch begs leave to draw the attention 
of the Intelligent Public to. the fact that on 
Monday next, July 5th, he proposes to publish 
a Special Summer Number. All his previous 
Summer Numbers have appeared in the form 
of an ordinary weekly issue, with additional 
holiday and other matter. This is a Special 
Summer Number, altogether distinct from the 
weekly issue. If will contain thirty-six pages, 
almost entirely made up of drawings, and in- 
cluding sever^ pages of illustrations in three 
colours. Mr. Punch has great pleasure in in- 
viting his friends to encourage him in this 
new venture. 


The Expansion of Scotland. 

The most interesting features of the vital 
statistics of Scotland . . . The girth- 
rate was higher than those of all first 
quarters since 1891.” — Daily Daper, 


Our Merry Municipalities. 

» TOWN COUNCIL. 

Minutes eoe Monday’s !Meetino. 
More Increases oe Wags.” 

Provincial Pa^^er. 

Threatened Unrest at the Zoo. 

“Mr. Churchill has made up his 
mind, but if he gets his way every 
tadpole and tapir will take it as li 
precedent.” — Daily News. 


i , ^ lur. jruucu uas greax pleasure m in- a driving competition Ray 

his friends to encourage him in this drove 723 yards, one inch.” 

>nture. South African Paper. 

J Another inch, and we should 

Ants, we are informed, will not come 1 have refused to believe it. 


the lamp-post Pussyfoot,” and) Another inch, and we should 

the latter promptly knocked him down. Ants, we are informed, will not come have refused to believe it. 

near the hands of a person if well 

Special courts, it is stated, are to be rubbed with a raw onion. The last “Wilson wouim Take Mandate over 

set up for the trial of Irish criminals, time we attempted to rub an ant with ^vashikgton, May“presiaent Wilson 
The need, we gather, is for some ma- a raw onion he broke away and made Monday asked authority from Congress for 


chinery by which the trial can be con- a dash for the hills. the United States to accept a mandate over 

ducted in the absence of the prisoner. Axmem&,.''--Canadian Paper, 

The Chicago Tribune points out that But there is no reason to believe that 
“I have put in a good three months I two attempts have been made on the the headline is inaccurate. 


VOL. CLVni. 


D D 
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HOLIDAY ANTICIPATIONS. 

[Now that holiday-planning is in season 
we have pleasure in announcing a few proposed 
schemes for the recreation of some of the mighty 
brains that shape our destinies and guide our 
groping intelligences. But it must be clearly 
understood that in these inconstant times we 
cannot vouch for their authenticity or guar- 
antee fulfilment.] 

Mk. Asquith’s recent; success in 
spotting the winner of the Derby is 
believed to have inspired Mr. Lloyd 
Geohgb with an idea of combining bis 
present policy of always going one, if 
not two or three, better than the Old 
Man with a public demonstration of the 
extent to which the crude Puritanism 
of his youth has been mellowed by 
sympatliies more in keeping with his 
later political alliances. He is credited 
with the intention of putting to appro- 
priate use his peculiar gifts of non- 
committal prophecy and persuasive 
casuistry, and at the same time making 
sure of a profitable holiday in the open 
air by “doing” the Sussex Fortnight, 
beginning with the Goodwood meeting, 
in the capacity of Downy Dave, a race- 
course tipster. 

51: * i!i 

There is reason to believe that, if 
the Eecess should afford Sir William 
Sutherland an opportunity to indulge 
his craving for the Simple Life, he will 
proceed to Italy to join the coterie of 
ascetics known as the Assisi Set. His 
conspicuous ability in telling the tale 
to the London Pressmen encourages 
expectations that he will be no less 
successful as a preacher to the birds, 
after the manner of St. Francis, the 
founder of the cult. 

ili ❖ 

In financial circles it is expected that 
Mr. Chamberlain will spend the vaca- 
tion incognito in the neighbourhood of 
Blackpool, partly for the sake of the 
invigorating air, but mainly, in view of 
the abnormal prosperity of Lancashire, 
for the purpose of considering on the 
spot the possibilities of a levy on cap- 
ital as a local experiment. 

A rumour is current in Whiteliall, 
and gains colour from the activity in 
certain seaports, that, in consequence 
of Bari Quezon’s having been informed 
I that the number of Channel-swimmers 
is likely to be unusually large this 
summer, his lordship has decided to 
take command of a fleet of Foreign 
Office launches, which will patrol the 
coast to make sure that none of these 
persons is unprovided with a passport. 

Hi Hz 

At Unity House a suspicion is enter- 
tained that Sir Eric Gbddes contem- 
plates utilising the holidays for the 
double purpose of working off super- 


fluous steam and familiarizing himself 
with the true attitude of the raiiwaymen 
by working as a stoker on one of the 
great main lines. Should this scheme 
be carried into effect arrangements are 
in readiness to compel him to become 
a member of the N.U.E. 

Hi Hi ^ 

It is hoped that Mr. Augustus John 
will be able to accompany Lord Beaver- 
brook to Canada this summer, so that 
his lordship may gratify his lifelong 
ambition to be painted by Mr. John, 
with the primeval backwoods for a 
setting, in the character of a co^ireur- 
des-boisy of the type immortalized by 
Sir Gilbert Parker in Pierre, 

^ Hti Hfi 

As far as can be ascertained, Mr. 
Bernard Shaw intends to devote the 
holidays to verifying the report of his 
namesake, Mr. Tom Shaw (with whom 
he has been stupidly confused), on the 
Bolshevik regime. He will probably 
enter Eussia secretly, accompanied by 
a mixed party of vegetarian Fabians 
disguised as Muscovites, so thatnn the 
event of being denounced as Boorjoos 
they may hope to pass for returning 
Dukhobors, or, in case of detection, for 
an amateur theatrical company touring 
with Labour's Loves Lost, 

si' Hi sk 

‘ We understand that Lords Lonsdale 
and Birkenhead are making arrange- 
ments for a joint trip to Cuba, in order 
to investigate personally the condition 
and prospects of the Havana leaf in- 
dustry. it will not be surprising if 
this visit bears fruit in the shape of 
the eighteen -inch super -cigar which 
sporting men have been for so long 
demanding. 


ON THE EATING OF ASPARAGUS. 

There were twenty- three ways of 
eating asparagus known to the ancients. 
Of these the best known method was 
to suspend it on pulleys about three 
feet from the ground and “ approach 
the green ” on one’s back along the 
floor; but it was discontinued about 
the middle of the fourth century, and 
no new method worthy of serious con- 
sideration was subsequently evolved, till 
the August or September of 1875, when 
a Mr. Gunter-Brown wrote a letter to 
the A,A,B, (The Asparagtis Ahsorbej^s' 
Bevieio and Gross Feeders' Gazette) ^ 
saying that he had patented a scheme 
more cleanly and less unsightly than 
the practice of tilting the head back- 
ward at an .angle of forty-five degrees 
and lowering the asparagus into the 
expectant face, which is shown by stat- 
istics to have been the mode usually j 
adopted at that time. 

Mr. Gunter - Brown’s apparatus, | 


necessary to the method he advocated, 
consisted of .a silver or plated tube, into 
which each branch of asparagus, except 
the last inch, was placed, and so drawn 
into the mouth by suction, the eater 
grasping the last uneatable inch, to- 
gether with the butt end of the tube, 
in the palm of his hand. Asparagus 
branches beii^ of variable girth, a rub- 
ber washer inserted in the end of the 
tube furthest from the eater’s mouth 
helped to cause a vacuum. 

The inventor claimed that the edible 
portion of the delicacy became detached 
if the intake of the eater was strong 
enough, but he overlooked the fact that 
the necessary force caused the asparagus 
to pass through the epiglottis into the 
(Esophagus before the eater had time to 
enjoy the taste (as was proved by ex- 
periment) and so all sense of pleasure 
was lost. 

More prospective marriages have been 
marred through the abuse of asparagus 
at table than through mixed bathing at 
Tunbridge Wells. For instance, though 
the matter was hushed up at the time, 
it is an open secret among their friends 
that Miss Gladys Devereux broke off 
her engagement to young Percy Gore- 
Mont on account of his gauchene when 
assimilating this weed at adinner-pai-ty. 
It seems that he simply threw him- 
self at the stuff, and that one of the 
servants had to comb the melted butter 
out of his hair before he could appear 
in the drawdng-room. 

The case of the Timminses, too, pre- 
sents very sad features, though the 
marriagew’^as notin tbiscase abandoned, 
the high contracting parties not having 
once encountered a dish of asparagus 
simultaneously during the engagement. 
Yet it is more than rumoured that when, 
at the end of the close season, asparagus 
may be hunted, there is considerable 
friction in the Timminses’ household, 
because Mrs. Timmins plays with a 
straight fork, while Timmins affects the 
crouching style. 

Happily, however, a light at last ap- 
pears to be shining through the dark- 
ness. Under the auspices of tho V(*gG- 
table Growers’ Association (Luxury 
Trades section) an asparagus eating con- 
test has ])een arranged to take place in 
the Floral Hall early in July. As the 
entrants to date include a contortionist 
and^ at least three well-known war- 
profiteers it is confidently expected that 
some startling methods will bo exhi- 
bited which may revolutionise aspara- 
gus-eating in this country. 


“ Dunoon.-— S itting room and two bod rooms 
to lot for month of Dunoon .” — Sootvh Paper, 

We welcome the introduction of “ rhym- 
ing slang ” to brigiiten up the advertise- 
ment uolumns. 
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PAEADISE LOST AGAIN ? , 


J, X. 1 — ->. fw , , 

Me Asquith (to ifohn Bull). “01', Tfl^E ' oAEDEN'"^^^ 

SrnBfSlELEOT™ IT3 EPEEEP HAS INCREASED ENORMOUSLY SINCE 

ADAM’S TIME.” "'~~ 










A NOTE ON CHESTERFIELDS '"■“d babifc. I know a man, 

hardened and ron^^hened bv f-nil f niore on the blue hills/’ 

Lenik and Teotsky have to take*their hooking-ofiQce, when 

turns at the rack like the commnilp«f ^ ^^anted was a ticket (of 

executioner. In England we are not p 'l^* St. James’s 

I nearly so particular about the mannal ^^hon, on the other baud, 

test, and, besides feeling quite kindly dis-^ d2° of thf'lZf ^ f 

posed towards professional fnnfhaiia,.= ' , , . ®® Greece whilst 

tea-tasters and the men who stand on 

Cornfeh cliffs and shout when thev sep Vil? ^ the energetic action of M. 

I the pilchard shoals clek 1 s fu Ifnp 

I give a certain amount of credit to mpi-e anyone to repeat such 

brain-workaswT ° a performance. As for the pLple who 

There is, howeyer a Doisonon« "’''’Ist they 

prevalent,espeeiallyamongstthewomen SsmisZdi7 

st^ “ “ S' 


iH, the mantelshelf, so that, when Jie sits 
3r- back in his armchair, he can manage liis 
m Pegasus without having his feet con- 
:ie tiaually slipping off the marble surface 
, into the fender. 

>n Much may be said too for a scat in 
Di a hrst-class railway carriage, when you 
s have the compartment all to yourself 
1, and the train is going at sixty miles an , 
i- hour or more. But England is liardly 
t spacious enough for a really susfainccl 
inspiration ; and the result of heim»’ 

. turned out suddenly at Thurso, N.B., or 
b Penzance is tliat some opening flower 
I ot the human intellect fails to achieve 
> its perfect bloom, and as likely as not 
■ your golf clubs are left in the rack. 

Tliere is also, of course, an in Huen tial 
school winch believes stvouglv in the 
early moiiiiiig tea hour, and peonle 
who ought to know tell mo that Mr 
\Vn\s7’ON CauiiCHiLL plans new uni- 1 
forms for tlie (iuards us well as the • 
[Campaign in ^Mesopotamia with pink ! 
fiyjamas on, and that the Puime Min- 
ister can never bo persuaded to get 
up for breakfast until ho ha. hit on a , 
few of those striking repartees which 
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are subsequently translated by his posse 
of interpreters into Kussian, Italian, 
Bohemian and Erse. 

For my part, however, I swear by a 
Chesterfield sofa, a large one, on which 
you can lie at full length, as I am lying 
now ; the most comfortable thing there 
is on earth, I think, except perhaps a 
truss of hay, when one has been riding 
for about six consecutive hours in an 
army saddle. But there are disadvan- 
tages even about a Chesterfield sofa. 
It is, to begin with, in the drawing- 
room ; and in the drawing-room one is 
not so entirely immune from the trivial 
incidents of everyday life as I like to be 
when I am having brain- waves. Doors 
are opened and this creates a drai^ght, 
and it is not the slightest use attempt- 
ing a real work of imagination when 
people will come in and ask if I am 
lying on The Literary Supplement of 
The Times (as if it were likely), or the 
anti-aircraft gun that the children were 
playing with after lunch. For this 
reason I have had to invent an even 
better thing than the ordinary Chester- 
field sofa, and since it will be, when 
made, the noblest piece of scientific up- 
holstery in the world I will ask the 
printer to write the next sentence in 
italics, please. 

It is a Chesterfield sofa enclosed on 
all four sides. Thank you. 

The marvels of this receptacle for 
human thought will dawn upon the 
reader by slow degrees. Try to imag- 
ine yourself ensconced there, having 
climbed up by the short flight of steps 
which will be attached to it, enisled and 
remote amidst the surging traffic that 
sweeps through a drawing-room. In- 
stead of making a rapid bolt to escape 
from callers and probably meeting them 
full tilt in the hall, you simply stay on, 
thinking. You have nothing to fear 
from them, unless they are so inquisi- 
tive and ill-mannered as to come* and 
peep over the edge. With plenty of 
tobacco, a writing tablet and a fountain- 
pen, you can stare at the anaglypta 
ceiling and dream noble thoughts and 
put them down when you like without 
interruption. On sunny days the ap- 
paratus can be wheeled on to the bal- 
cony, where the sapphire sky will be 
exchanged for the anaglypta ceiling; 
and for winter use a metal base will be 
supplied, under which you can place 
either an oil-stove or an electric radiator. 

I should like to see this four-sided 
Chesterfield in offices also. The master- 
strokes of commercial and administra- 1 
tive skill would be much more masterly 
with most people if they did not have 
to proceed from a hard office chair. You 
can easily dictate to a typist from the 
interior of a Chesterfield, and^ though I 
know that business men and Govern- 
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ImMUIitoE 1 


Gladys. “ Have you any intebesting oases coming- on, Sib Chables ? ” 

Eminent K.C. “We have a veby intbioate and technical case coming on — 
MOST intebesting. It tubns on the question whetheb a cebtain subtebbanban 
CONDUIT should BE CLASSIFIED AS A DBAIN OB A SEWEB.” 

Gladys. “Oh, but why not ash a plumbeb?” 


ment officials are often subjected to 
deputations, during which they have 
to look their persecutors in the face, 
this difficulty could be overcome by 
means of a sliding panel, through which 
the face of the recumbent administrator 
could be poked when necessary, wearing 
the proper expression of shrewdness, 
terror, conciliation or rage. I should 
like Sir Emo Geddes to have one of 
my four-sided' Chesterfields. 

With his usual sagacity the reader! 
will probably remark here that the 
four-sided Chesterfield can be procured | 


ready-made at any moment by turning 
the usual article round and pushing it 
up against the wall. This point has not 
escaped notice, my friend. But you 
can hardly imagine the objections that 
will be urged by the female members of 
your household against adopting such 
a course in the drawing-room. They 
will assert, amongst other things, that 
Mrs. Ponsonby-Smith is on the point 
of arriving and that she will think 
you 've done it on purpose. 

I shall have the upholsterer in to- 
morrow. Evoe. 
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DEDICATIONS. 

Me. Compton Macivexzie has found 
j it necessary to state publicly in a dedi- 
cation that his books have not been 
written by his sister. 

The following extracts are taken from 
possible future dedications by various 
authors : — 

M)\ H. Cr. Wblls to the Bishop of 
London, 

As I have seen it stated in various 

I journals that you are the author of my 
j book, The Sold of a Bishop, I hereby 
i take the opportunity of informing your 
Lordship most definitely and emphati- 
cally that you are 7iot, That book 
and also The Passionate Friends were 
written without any assistance from 
the episcopal bench. To avoid future 
misunderstanding I may say that all 
my books are written by myself. If at 
any time it is suggested that any pub- 
lication of your Lordship has been 
written by me, I shall be glad if you 
will immediately issue a contradiction. 

Mr, Bjsmnabd Ssaw to the Editor of 
'^The Morning Post,” 

Yoli have not written my books. You 
have not written my plays. Any state- 
ment to the contrary is an infamous 
falsehood. No one else, dead or alive, 
could ever have written anything which 
I have written. When I have become an 
imbecile, which is not likely to happen 
yet, as I am a vegetarian and do not read 
your rag, it will be time enough for other 
people to lay claim to my work. Nor 
have I ever assisted you in conducting 
that which you call a paper, nor have 
I ever written an editorial for its col- 
umns. Please let this matter h ave your 
futile attention, 

' iiffss Daisy Assfobd to Lord 
Haldane, 

If I did not believe your Lordship to 
be really innosenb I should be very 
vexed wntli you. But let me explain, 
I have heard it said in reliable quarters 
that you are the author of The Yomig 
Visitei's, Ob, my Lord 1 my Lord ! I 
thought everybody, knew by now that 
no one helped me even to spell a word. 

I have read your Lordship’s books with 
pleasure and of course realise their 
promise. But it is all very diferent 
stuff from The Young Visiters, Please 
in the future disclaim all credit for 
giving me my idears, and in return I 
can assure you that your s kernes for 
the better education of jbbe people shall 
have my enihoosiastic suport. 

ilfr. Abnold Bennett to The Man 
in the Street, 

The last thing that I wish is that you 
should be misunderstood ; all my life 1 1 

have laboured to explain you to your- 
self. That my explanation has pleased 
you is shown by the fact that you buy 
my books. But you have commenced 
to give yourself airs, my man, and it is 
time you were put in your place. My 
books are so much to your taste that 
you have been led to believe yourself 
the author. Now please understand 
my books are written for you and not 
hy you. You merely exist — thanks to 
me — and pay. I have been told that I 
once wrote a book called The Old Wives 
Tale, If so, that was in earlier days, 
and you have long since forgiven me. 
And do you not owe me something for 
The Pretty Lady 7 Have I not shown 
you that your love is both sacred and 
profane ? As I have enough to contend 
with from those who care for literature 
I hope any further word from me on 
tins subject will be unnecessary. 

Mrs. Flobenge Babclay to Lord 
Fisheb, 

The phenomenal success of our re- 
cent volumes has, J understand, led a 
certain section of our public to believe 
that you are the author of several of 
my books. In particular it has been 
stated that The Eosary was written by 
your Lordship. As you know, I have 
a great respect for the aristocracy, and 
I do not suggest that you have de- 
liberately put yourself forward as the 
author of my books. You will, how- 
ever, understand me when I say that 
only your Lordship could express all 
that I feel about the matter. The 
mixing up of our identities is probably 
explained by the fact that we are both 
stylists and seekers fpi* the mot juste. 
Will you please assist me in making it 
clear that we work independently ? As 
I am staying in a country parsonage 
and it is our custom to read one 
another’s . letters , over the breakfast- 
table, I shall be glad if any reply you 
may wish to make should be sent to 
the Editor of The Times. 

Sir Abthvb Gonan Doyle to Sir 
Oliyeb Lodge. 

Gur common concern with the life 
beyond has become so well known that 
our interests in this present life are in 
danger of becoming involved. In a 
volume of Sherlock Holmes stories I’e- 
cently purchased abroad I find you 
described as the author, and another 
book assures me that I liave written 
extensively on the Atomic Theory. 
You will, I am sure, see the liarm which 

I am likely to suffer through such mis- 
takes. Nor does the confusion end 
here. I find that my novel, The Hound 
of the Baskervilles, is now stated to he 
by Sir Conan Lodge, and another book 
of mine, The Lost Wooid, to he by Sir 
Olivee Doyle. Also I have seen my- 

self described as “ Tlie Principal of 
Birmingham University,” and yourself 
as the well-known detective of Baker 
Street. May I solicit your aid in help- 
ing me to suppress any further con- 
fusion of our respective genii? My 
best wishes to you and the good work. 

LABOUE-SAVING, 

[‘■Electric bore, one man, portable.” 

Trade JbicrnaL] 

Though not a scientific bean 

I am occasionally seen 

Scanning a technic magazine. 

I love to learn of any wheeze 
Wherewith to win by quick degrees 

A rich sufficiency of ease. 

And so it thrilled me to the core 

To read the phra'-e, “ Electric bore,” 
And think of happy days in store. 

In former times I ’d often stait 

Abroad with eagerness of heart 

To patronise dramatic art ; 

Only at curtain’s fall to come 
Homeward again, dejected, glum, 

And overwhelmed by tedium. 

With C72nui verging on distress 

I ’d witnessed from the circle (dress) 

' Some transatlantic huge success ; 

Or else some play of Irish life, 

Ending with father, son and wife 
Impaled upon a single knife; 

Or haply I had chanced to choose 
Some bven*surer source of blues, 

One of the things they call revues. 

But now those times are passed away ; 
Electric bores have come to stay ; 

I mean to parchase one to-day, 

I don’t know liow it works, but an 
Authority declares it can 

Be^uided by a single man. 

I have in mind a little niche 

Beside my study window which 

Will just accommodate the switch. 

Henceforth abroad no more I ’ll roam, 
But turn it on at evening’s gloam 

And yawn my time away at home. 

Our Go-ahead Municipalities. 

“Visitors to this siuiuiua* lunri ihit 

fear want of reereatjon, fur the Urban (Jouneil 
on Wednesday granted an apj)Ii<*ation by Mr. 

for leave to place an additioatii donkey 

on the beach.” — iVoriaciV// J'niHr. 

“Mr. Taslor, who had relieved iMr, Higgins, 
here had tlie ini.sfortiine to siu* Soynlour badly 
hit o\er the right eye on atteniphng to hm>k 
one of luh ribing dehverics.'* — JMdy Paper. 

Skvmour, we uiulerstaml, sympatiusal 
warmly with Mr. Tavi,ok over this 
piece of bad luck. 



MANNERS AND MODES. 

■ . 0 ^ ^ok bp^bs b»hbb bbb . 0 , ^ b™ 

THE WINNEE OF THE 2.30. — 
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has not yet been demobilised, and a tary’s Secretary rings up and says that 
A DOG’S LIFE. lady whose first-born son would like to the Prime Ministee can see the public 

The life of a public man is a dog's be President of the Board of Trade as man for ten seconds at one minute 
life. I don’t know why a dog’s life soon as it can be arranged. Meanwhile past eleven. It is now clear that the 
should be the type and summit of un- people begin to drift into the room. Bottle-Washers and then ish-nriers and 
pleasantness in lives ; ftr myself I The Private Secretary drifts in with a thQ Prime Minister are going to clash 
should have thought it was rather a despatch-case, full of new smells and pretty badly, and a scene of intense 
good life; no clothes to buy and no some old ones; and the valet drifts in confusion takes place. The public man 
shortage of smells ; but there it is. The to say that the bath is still prepared, runs about the room in his shirt-sleeves 
reason is perhaps that a dog spends and a haircutter and a man from the smelling distractedly at the papers on 
most of his day just finding a really shirt-makers, and the Secretary of the the floor and on the bed and everywhere 
good smell and being- diverted from it Fish-Friers, who has looked in for a else. Some of the papers he throws at 
by something else, a loud whistle in quiet talk about the situation. the Private Secretary and tells* him to 

front or a motor-bicycle or another When they are all ready for their write a memorandum about them, and 
smell. He rushes off then after the quiet talks the public man decides that go and see the War Office about them 


whistler or the motor-bicycle 
or the new smell, missing all 
kinds of good smells on the 
way and never getting the 
cream of the old one. And 
that is like the day of the 
public man. 

He sits up in bed in the 
morning, having his breakfast 
and thinking over the smells 
he is going to have during the 
day. There is an enormous 
choice. The whole of the bed 
’ is covered with papers; there 
are tables on either side of the 
bed covered with papers, letters 
and memoranda, and agenda 
and minutes and constituents’ 
grievances, and charitable ap- 
peals and ordinary begs, When 
he moves his foot there is a 
great crackling, and the surface 
papers float off into the air and 
are wafted about the room. 
Each paper represents a differ- 
en b smell. He is going to m ake 
a speech to the Bottle-Washers' 
Union at 11 a.m, and he is read- 
ing the notes of his speech ; but 
before that he has got to in- 
troduce a deputation of Fish- 
Friers to the Home Secretary 
at ten and he is trying to find 
out what the Fish-Friers are 
after. But the telephone-bell _ 





>H>ovyj>-20 


AT WIMBLEDON. 


Umpire. “Forty, thirty, Slasher.” 

Diana {fresh from Ascot), “Put me thirty shillings on.” 


“ and have six copies made of 
them. : Most of them, how- 
ever, he just throws on the 
floor or hides away in a dress- 
ing-gown where the Private 
Secretary won’t find them; 
this is the only way of making 
sure of a permanent supply of 
good crises. A crisis about a 
lost document is far and away 
the most fruitful kind of crisis. 

Meanwhile the valet pursues 
the public man about the room 
with spats and tries to attach 
them to his person. If he can 
attach both spats before the 
Fish-Friers’ man really gets 
; hold of him he has won the 

- game. The Fish-Friers' man 

- keeps clearing his throat and 
beginning,. “The position is 

this ” ; and the Private 

Secretary keeps saying in a 

I cold dispassionate voice, “ Are 
' you going to the Lord Mayor’s 
lunch ? ” or “ How much will 
you give to the Dyspeptic 
Postmen’s Association ? ” or 
“What about this letter from 
Bunt? ” 

The public man takes no 
notice of any one of them, but 
says rapidly over and over 
again, “ Where are my spec- 

- tacles? ” or “ What have you 


keeps on ringing and^ the papers keep it is time he got up ; he leaps out of done with the brown socks ? ” He is 
on floating away, and the papers about bed and rushes out of the room and playing for time. If he can put them 
the Fish-Friers keep mixing themselves shaves and baths and does his exercises off* for a little more, some new crisis may 
up with the papers about the Bottle- very very quickly. Then he rushes occur and he will be able to say that lie 
Washers, and the valet keeps coming back and has a talk with the Home is too busy to deal with them now. 
in to say that the bath is prepared or Secretary on the telephone while he is The Private Secretary knows this and 
the hosier has come, so that it is all drying his ears. When his ears are continues to say, “Are you going to the 
^cult. ^ ^ ^ nice and dry he rings off and ties his Lord Mayor’s lunch ? ” The Fisli- 

All his family ring him up, and all tie, meanwhile dictating a nasty letter Friers’ man doesn't know it, and crawls 
the people who were at the meeting to The Times about the Scavengers about excitedly on the floor looking for 
last night and weremot quite satisfied (Minimum Wage) (Scotland) No. 2 Bill, the spectacles under the bed. When 
with the terms of the Eesolution, and In the middle of this letter two new he is well under the bed the public man 
all the people are interested in crises arise--(l) The Home Secretary’s tells the Private Secretary to rinn UD 
Fish-Fiymg and Bottle- Washing, an^ Private Secretary’s Secretary rings up the Bottle-Washers and the Fish-Friers 
all the people who want him to make and says that the Fish-Friers’ depu- and the Peime Ministee and arrange 
a speech at Oaiaiff next year, and tation is postponed till 11 a.m. because things somehow, and rushes out of the 
several newspapers who would like to of a Cabinet Meeting about the new room. He is hotly pursued by the valet 
mterview him about the Sewers and war (2) The Assistant-Secretary to and the hosier and the hairdresSr but 
Drains BiU, and a man wSose uncle the Peime Ministee’s Principal Secre- there ’s a taxi at the door and witVaTy 






luck he whl now get deal away. In p 
the hall, however, the °o°k “f*'® f. 
ill order to give aotice, and by the time S< 
he has dealt with that crisis the 1 rivate P. 
Secretary has had three wrong numbers 
and given it up, and the Pish-riierB p 
man has bumped his head and given it w 
un They give chase together and catch a 
the nublic man just as he is escaping o; 

retarv starts again about the Jjoici p 
Cor-s lunch, -and the Pish- Friers’ n 
man starts again about 

The public man knows now that he s 
is done! so he drives them into the toxi f 
and sai-s he will talk to them on the 

way totliePBiMBMiNiSTEK. Ihe taxi 

dashes off, leaving the hosier and the i 
liairdresser and the valet wringing thei . 

''“he mdAhihg the pubUo 
do now is to invent a crisis foi 
> Private Secretary, who 
! in a cold dispassionate voice, A e y 
1 “ine to the Lord Mayor’s lunch ? 

“ So^he thinks of one of the letters be 
lias hidden in his dressing-gown and 

teUs the Private SeoretaiT that^e m^^^^^ 

have tliat letter for the 

meeting. Then he stops the taxi 


place where there is no Tlndeigiound 
and no' ’bus, and piushes the Pri^e 
Secretary out. He has disposed of the 
Private Secretary for the day. 

But the Fishi-Friers man s throat is 
practically clear by now and he gets to ] 
Lrk at once. The public man pays no 
attention but prePf es m his mmd his 
opening sentences to the IVLnis ^ 

tW. In the Park he sees two other 
public men walking and he takes them 
mto the cab. Each of them has dis- 
covered some entirely new smells and 
, Srts talking about them at once very 

L fast. The public man pronoises to go 

> and try them all immediately. When 
i he gets to the Peime MimsTEKs he 
3 ring! up and cancels tbe Irsh-Friers 

r and theSottle-Washers ^benhehas 
done that the Assistant-Secretaiy to the 

a Peime Ministbe’s Principal -l^rivEte 
e Secretary’s Secretary comes an 

g says that the Peime Ministee has been 
I called away suddenly to Geneva 

The public man then goes off aftei the 
new smells. * doe’s life. 


A Sporting Offer, , 
couple and kill ihem.”— Scotch Fapn . 


A OOBNISH LULLABY. 
a.d. 1760. 

Sleep, my little ugling. 

Daddy ’s gone a-smugghng. 

Daddy ’s gone to Eoscoff in the Meva- 
gissey Maid, 

A sloop of ninety tons 
With ten brass-carriage guns. 

To teach the King’s ships manners aud 
respect for honest trade. 

Hush, my joy and sorrow, 

Daddy ’ll come to-morrow 

Bringing haooy,teaandsnuffandbrandy 

home from France ; , , . 

And he ’ll run the goods ashore , 
While the old Collectors snore ■ : 

And the wicked troopers gamble in the 

I dens of Penzance. 

I Eock-a-bye, my honey, 

, Daddy ’s making money ; 

You shaE be a gentleman and sail with 

® ^'^Wffli a ’silver cup for sack ^ 

And a blue coat on your bacs. 
With diamonds on your finger-bones 

■ and gold rings in your ears. 

ainx D PATLANDEE. 




PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIYAEL 


[June 30, 1920. 



POPULAB CEICKET, 

Deae SJe, Punch,— I enclose a cut- 
from Le Badical, one of the leading 
Mauritius papers, and on behalf of the 
lovers of oar national game in the 
island venture to ask for information 
regarding the. last match recorded 

“Londres, 14 mai, 4 hres p.m.— Mary- 
le-bone a battu: Nottingham par 5 
wickets; Lancashire a battu Leich- 
ester ; Sussex a battu W arrick.- En 
^cond lieu un j’oueur du Sussex a abattu 
H. Wilson par 137 wickets.” 

We are much perturbed at the strange 
developments that are evidently .taking 
place in the game at home. ■ Was this 
match, we want to know, a single- 
wick^game between the Sussex player 
and H. Wilson? If so how did 'he 
beat him by 187 wickets ? 

_ An ex-captain of the Cambridge eleven 
hvung here is of the opinion that, in 
order to make cricket more popular, the 
numbers of the opposing sides are being 
increased, and that this match must 
have been between a team of, say, a 
couple of hundred Sussex players and 
^e of a like number captained by 
. '”^S 0 N, and that only some dozen 
Wickets liad fallen in the second innings 


Yvxjou outs iua.ircii enaea. 


J.J. •uwi.O'AO 




correct interpretation we -should be 
very grateful for the rules, plan, of the 
field, etc., as we are mosiCsnkious to 
move with the times in #Klittle out- 
post of Empire. . 

.1 fear however .tfiat i^e .shall have 
some difficulty.- here, in .raising two 
teams of more than a hundredra-side. 

.We presume, that, as' a match ‘ of 
elcycn-arside. takes two or. three days to 

finish. n,hnnf: 


finish, about six. or i eight- weeks are 
.allotted .to this hew game.' . • • 

Any .help that you can give us. Sir, 
will be much appreciated. 

Yours faithfully; M. 0. 0., 


EEOM THE FILM WOELD. 

As an interesting supplemeht to the 
announcement that Sir Thomas Lipton 
has kindly placed his bungalows and 
estates m Ceylon at the disposal of the 
East and West Films, Limited, for the 
filming of The Life of Buddha, we are 
glad to learn that preparations are 
already well advanced for the presenta- 
tion of the Life of Hannibal on the 
screen. 

Messrs. Sowerly and Bitterton, the 
well - known vinegar manufacturers, 
have undertaken to provide the neoes- 


exploit of splitting- the -rocks with that 
disintegrating condiment, and Messrs. 
Eappin and Jebb; the famous cutlers, 
have been approached with a view to 
furnish the necessary imploments for 
the portrayal of the tragedy ’ of the 
Caudine Forks. Professor Chollop, who 
IS . superintending the taking of the 
pictures of the battle of Cannae and the 
subsequent period of repose at Capua 
m their proper atmosphere, states that 
he IS receiving every support from the 
local condottieri, pifferari, banditti and 
Jazzaroni, and expects to be able to 
complete his task by the late autumn. 

A certain amount of antagonism, on 
humanitarip grounds, has been shown 
by the Italian Government to the im- 
portation of a herd of elephants* which 
were essential to the realistic depiction 
of the passage of the Alps by the 
Carthaginian army; but it is hoped 
that by the use of skis the transit may 
be effected without undue casualties 
aroong the elephantine fraternity. 

Lord Fisheu has been invited to im- 
personate SciPio, and the rdle of 
the originator of tba ^^Wait 
offered to 

Mr. Asquith, ^ but authentic details h 
are as y.et lacking as to their deoisiankj 
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“Do YOU EXPECT ME TO 
Minister of Transport?”— 


; ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Mondau, J line —While the Prime 

Minister was celebrating the longest 
— and pretty nearly the hottest — day 
hy a vin d/Jmmeur at Boulogne Mr. 
Bonar Law had to con- 
tent himself with small 
beer in the Commons. 

The Government, it 
‘seems, is to offer its ser- 
vices to effect a peaceful 
settlement between the 
Imam Yahya and the 
Said Idrissi, who aie 
rival rulers in Arabia. 

There is believed to be a 
possibility that in return 
the said Said will offer 
his services to effect a 
peaceful settlement in 
Hibernia Infelix. 

The Government is 
not so indifferent to eco- 
nomy as is sometimes 
suggested. The Prime 
Minister’s famous letter 
to the Departments was 
only written in August 
last, yet already, Mr. 

Bonar Law assured the 
House, some progress 
has been made in reducing redundant 
staffs, and the Government has ap- 
pointed — no, I beg pardon, “ decided to 
appoint” — independent Committees to 
carry out investigations. The hustlers ! 

' The Member for Wood Green, who 
urged that the Treasury 
should prepare an estimate 
of the national income, with 
the view of limiting the na- 
tional expenditure to a de- 
finite proportion of that 
amount, displayed, it seems 
to me, amazing temerity. 

The course of taxation in 
recent years encourages the 
belief that the only thing 
that restrains the Chancel- 
lor OE THE Exchequer from 
taking our little all is that 
he does not know how much 
it is. 

Capt. Wedgwood Benn’s 
complaint that the Minister 
OF Transport habitually 
absented himself from the 
House met with little en- 
couragement from the 
Speaker, who sarcastically 
inquired if he should send 
the Serjeant-at-Aems to 
fetch the delinquent. Capt. Benn then 
dropped the subject, and Sir Colin 
Keppel looked relieved. 

The Government insisted on taking 
the Report stage and Third Beading of 
the Bent (Bestrictions) Bill at one sit- 


ting, and kept the House up till half- 
past three in order to do it. Dr. Addison 
had need of what the Iron Duke called 
“ two o’clock in the morning courage ” 
to ward off attacks. Once, when Sir 
Arthur Fell was depicting the des- 



SBND THE SeRGEANT-AT-ArMS 

■The Spej-Kbu, 


TO FETCH THE 


perate plight of the landladies of Yar- 
mouth, forbidden under a penalty of 
a hundred pounds to charge more 
than twenty-five per cent, in excess of 
their pre-war prices, it looked as if the 
Minister must give way ; but with some 



THE YOUNG UNIONIST MOVEMENT. 

“If they were to have Home Bule at all they mist *go 

THE WHOLE HOG.’ OrmSBY GobE. 

difliculty he convinced his critics that 
the clause in question had nothing to 
do with seaside landladies. 

Tuesday j June 22nd * — In the Lords 
the Bishops, reinforced by the eecles- 


attempt to throw out the Matrimonial 
Causes Bill. Lord Braye moved its 
rejection, and was supported by Lord 
Halifax in a speech whose pathos was 
even stronger than its argument, and 
by the Archbishop of Canterbury, who 
admitted that reform of 
the marriage laws was 
required, but considered 
that the Bill went a great 
deal further than was 
necessary. The Lord 
Chancellor thereupon 
re-stated the case for the 
measure, for which be be- 
lieved the Government 
were prepared to give 
facilities in the other 
House, and Lord Buck- 
master repeated his ex- 
egesis of the vexed pass- 
age in St. Matthew’s 
Gospel, on wdiicli the 
whole theological con- 
troversy turns. The 
Third Beading was car- 
ried by 154 votes to 107. 

The Commons in the 
course of the Irish De- 
bate discussed the failure 
of the Government to 
prevent the regrettable 
incidents in Derry and Dublin. Colonel 
Ashley demanded martial law ; Major 
O’Neill was for organising the loyal 
population ; Sir Keith Fi4Aser ap- 
proved both courses and advanced the 
amazing proposition that the trouble 
in Ireland was entirely due 
to the religious question, 
and that even the Sinn 
Feinars w^ere io\al to the 
Empire. 

Tlie Attoknev-Gknehal 
FOR Ireland pointed out 
that faction - fighting in 
Derry was endemic, and 
drew an amusing picture of 
the old city, wliere cveryono 
had some kind of rabbit-hole 
from which he could emerge 
to fire a revolver. As re- 
gards the general question 
he denied tliat tlio Con- 
stabulary had been instruct- 
ed not to shoot. On ilio 
contrary they had been told 
to treat atiackors as “ ene- 
mies in the field,” and to 
call upon suspected persons 
to hold up their hands. 

Ljrd Bobrrt Ckcil was 
at a loss to understand the 
policy of a Government that applied 
coercion to the very people to whom it 
was preparing to hand over the govern- 
ment of Southern Ireland, and Mr. Jh- 
SKip was equally at a loss to undor- 


astically-minded lay Peers, made a last I stand the policy of tlm nohlo. lord, who 
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Naturalised Alien. bond you gbd oud ob my vay? Bond you know dee bulk op dee eivee?” 
Bargeman. “Which? The Ehine?” 


seemed to, think that conciliation was 
incompatible with putting down crime. 

Wednesday, June 23rd . — A large com- 
pany, including the Queen and Princess 
Mary, attended the House of Lords to 
see Prince Albert take his seat as Duke 
of York. It was unfortunate that the 
new peer was unable to wait for the 
ensuing debate, for Lord Newton was 
in his best form. His theme was the 
absurdity of the present Parliamentary 
arrangement under which the Peers 
were kept kicking their heels in London 
for the best months of the year, then 
overwhelmed with business for a week 
or two, and finally despatched to the 
country in time for the hunting season, 
which nowadays most of them were 
too much impoverished to^ enjoy. Lord 
Gui^zon condescended a little from his 
usual Olympian heights, and declared 
that one of the drawbacks to conduct- 
ing business in that House was the 
difficulty of inducing noble Lords to 
attend it after dinner. 

To judge by Mr. Asquith's recent 
speeches outside he meant to have de- 
livered a thundering philippic against 
our continued occupation of Mesopo- 
tamia. Some of the sting was taken 
out of the indictment by the publication 
of an official statement showing that 
Great Britain was remaining there at 


the request of the Allies. After all, as 
Mr. Lloyb George observed in his 
reply, it would not be an economical 
policy to withdraw to Basra if we were 



MENS MQTJA BEBUS IN ARDUIS. 
Me, Denis Henry on the Irish situation. 


to be immediately requested to return 
to Baghdad. 

The rest of the evening was devoted 
to a renewal of the protests against 
Mr. Churchill's Eed Army.” Among 
the critics were Mr. Esmond Harms- 


worth and Mr. Oswald Mosley, the 
two “ babies ” of the House, and the 
Minister adopted quite a fatherly tone 
in recalling his own callow youth, 
when he too, just after the Boer War, 
denounced “the folly of gaudy and 
tinselled uniforms.” 

Thursday, Jwie 24th . — On behalf of 
the Government Lord Onslow gave a 
rather chilly welcome to Lord Balfour 
OF Burleigh's Bill for the regulation 
of advertisements. It is true that the 
noble author had explained that his 
object was to secure “publicity without 
offence,” but I believe he had no desire 
to cramp the Prime Minister’s style. 

Sir Eric Geddes belongs to that* 
wicked species of fauna that defends 
itself when attacked. He complained 
this afternoon that Mr. Asquith had in 
his recent speeches “ trounced a be- 
ginner,” but Sir Eric showed, for a 
novice, considerable aggressive power. 
He claimed that the Ministry of Trans- 
port had already saved a cool million by 
securing the abrogation of an extrava- 
gant contract entered into by Mr. As- 
quith's Government. The ex Premier, 
however, insisted that if a mistake had 
been made the Eailway Departm.ent of 
the Board of Trade could have corrected 
it just as well as its grandiose successor 
and at an infinitely smaller cost. 
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nesday last has probably dono even. Agrippina, Queen Pickford the Pirsfc 
THE NEW COUETIEBSHIP* u^ore to heal the wounds inflicted on may “endure her felicity with fortitude.” 
{With jorofoimd aohiowledgmoit to tlie our gallant Allies by the disastrous Conspicuous grandeur has its penalties 
ter iter of the article on “ 'Keroine Wor- policy of Mr. Lloyd George than the as well as its privileges, but the chivalric 
s/^^> ” in “ The Thnes ” of June 24:th.) heroic efforts of The Thnes to maintain instinct is still alive in our midst ; and 
While thrones and dynasties have the Entente in its integrity. all of us who are not perverted or de- 

rocked or fallen in the great world up- The parallels and contrasts with Mary based by the malign “ wizardry ” of the 
I lieaval of the last six years, there re- Queen of Scots need not be further Prime Minister will spring to the de- 
mains one form of monarchy which has laboured. But far too little stress has fence of Mary “ the Sweetheart of the 
proved impervious to all the shocks of been laid on the rare felicity of a union World,” and Douglas “ tender and 
circumstance — the monarchy of genius, which links the name of Mary with true,” in their hours of peril. In that 
If proof be demanded of this assertion that of Douglas. The annals of British high emprise the gentlemen of the world, 
we need only point to the wonderful chivalry contain no more romantic or however humble, stand, of old time, 
manifestations of loyalty evoked in the splendid entries than those associated side by side and shoulder to shoulder. 

last week by the advent of the Queen with Sir James ' Douglas, alternately - . 

of the Film World and’ her admirable styled the “Good” and the “Black,” -oArTTmT-n /-s-o mTTTi 

consort. The adoration of Mary Pick- hero of seventy battles and the victor ^^E BATTLE OF THE MOTHEBS. | 


FORD has been compared with that of 1 in fifty - seven, peerless as a raider, 

jMaby Queen op Scots, — 

and not without some 
show of reason, for the 
appeal which her acting 
makes is always to the 
sense of chivalry which, 
in however sentimental 
a form, is characteristic 
of our race. 

But the noble adula- 
tion which the latest of 
our roy^al visitors in- 
spires is deeper and 
more universal than 
that prompted by the 
charm and the misfor- 
tunes of her namesake. 

Mary Queen of Scots, 
as the evidence of con- 
t e mporary portraits 
conclusivelyestablishes, 

was not conspicuous 

for her personal beauty. 

In the “Queen bust IRRESISTIBLE imETB THE IMMOVA 

ness ” she was a failure, Scene : Exclusive West-End Sg^uare, with ^passing ;processio 
and her prestige is The Flag-hearer. “Comrade, the Revolution is ’ere!” 

largely if not entirely The Complete Butler. ‘<Ar! Will you kindly deliver i 

posthumous. Her char- ' 



THE IRRESISTIBLE ]!iIEETS THE IMMOVABLE. 

Scene: Exclusive Wesi-Efid Sguare^ with passing procession of Beds. 

The Flag-hearer. “ Comrade, the Revolution is ’ere ! ” 

The Complete Butler. ‘<Ar! Will you kindly deliver it at the hvre\ 

HENTRANCE ? 


acter has been impugned by historians ; who crowned a glorious career by his said the Archdeacon 
even her most faithful champions have mission to Palestine with the embalmed Most of us looked ^t him' with won- 

Bruce, and his death in action der and respect— even a touch of awe. 
against thp Moors. His illustrious “ And still motoring ! ” I commented. 


We were sitting in the smoking- 
room when the Vener- 
able Archdeacon en- 
tered. He had been so 
long absent that we 
asked him the reason. 
Had he been ill ? 

111? Not he. He 
never was better in his 
life. He had merely 
been on a unotor tour 
with his mother, 

“ Do you mean to 
say,” someone inquired 
> — an equally elderly 
member — almost with 
anger, certainly with a 
kind of outraged sur- 
prise, “ that you have a 
mother still living ? ” 

“ Of course I have,” 
said the Man of God. 
“ My mother is not only 
, living but is in the pink 

she?” the questioner 
THEHAREA continued. / 

— “ She is ninety-one,” 


proudly. 


. •> , . 7 a.AAV.1 iCDUOUU OVCJLJl Uj LUUUU Ui clWC. 

Centuries were necessary to raise against the Moors. His illustrious “ And still motoring ! ” I commented. 

AUey yuEEN OE Scots to her some- namesaie is now conducting a “ raid ” " She delights in motorin" ” 

what insecure pinnacle of devotion; by on our shores of a purely educational ” Well,” said the angry man. “you 

the alchemy of a machine centuries have and humanitarian nature, and our needn’t be so conceited about it. You 
teen shortened to days and ^nights in welcome, while it expresses the rare are not the only person with an aged 
^le meteoric career of Miss Pickpoed. and momentous mfluence of the film, is mother. I have a mother too ” 
let mer^ has joined fortune in high no mere gratitude for pleasure afforded; We switched round to this new 
cabal. Handicapped by a somewhat it is rather the recognition of a human centre of surprise. It was more in- 

touch tending to make the whole Eng- credible that this man should have a 
POED has established her rule with- lish-speakmg world kin. mother even than tlieArchdoaqa^^ 

out leoouise to any of the disputable The visit is not unattended by risks, one had ever suspected him 
methods adopted by her predecessor, for the ardour of enthusiasm imposes a so extreme, for he had a. 


out recourse to any of the disputable 
methods adopted by her predecessor. 


1,1 . n Ji — 7 « ou cAUAcuic, lui iie jiaci 

At home in all the palaces of both coixesponding strain on the endurance beard and hobbled with. *| 


hemispheres she owes her triumphs to of this august and inimitable pair. But “And how old 

the triple endowment of genius, loveli- there can be no doubt as to the absolute be ? ” the Archde^^q^ ‘ 
ness and gentleness. Moreover, in the sincerity and spontaneity of these mar- “ My mother % p 
highest sense she is truly an arnbassa- vellous demonstrations of loyal affec- “And is 
[ dress of^our race, for the kiss which she tioii. We can only hope that, to borrow “ My 
so graciously bestowed on Mile. Suz- tbe noble phrase of the Eoman Senate v, 

ANNE Lenglen at Wimbledon on Wed- in their address to Neeo on the death of | 


ness and gentleness. Moreover, in the sincerity and spontaneity of these mar- 
highest sense she is truly an arnbassa- vellous demonstrations of loyal affec- 




The Archdeacon made a deprecatory 
inovomcnfc, repudiating the melaphor. 

“ She not only motors/' the layman 
pursued, “ but she can walk. Can your 
mother walk ?” 

I am sorry to say,*’ said the Arch- 
deacon, “ that my mother has to be 
helped a good deal.” 

“ Ha ! ” said the layman, 

“But,” the Archdeacon continued, 
“ she has all her other faculties. Can 
your mother still read ? ” 

“My mother is a most accomplished 
and assiduous knitter,” said the bearded 
man. 

“No doubt, no doubt,” the Arch- 
deacon agreed ; “ but my question was, 
Can she still read ? ” 

“With glasses — yes,” said the other. 

“ Ila ! ” exclaimed the Archdeacon, 
“I thought so. Now my dear mother 
can still read the smallest print without ' 
glasses.” 

Wo murmured our approval. 

“And more,” the Archdeacon went 
* on, “she can thread her own needle.” 

We approved again. 

“ That ’s all very well,*’ said the other, 
**but sight is not everything. Can your 
mother hear? ” 


“ She can hear all that I say to her,*’ 
replied the Archdeacon. 

“ Ah ! but you probably raise your 
voice, and she is accustomed to it. 
Could she hear a stranger ? Could she 
hear me ? ” 

Remembering the tone of some of his 
after-lunch conversations I suggested 
that perhaps it would be well if on 
occasions she could not. He giowei^ed 
down such frivolousness and proceeded 
with his cross-examination. “ Are you 
trying to assure us that your mother is 
not in the least bit deaf ? ” 

“Well,” the Archdeacon conceded, 
“I could not go so far as to say that 
her hearing is still perfect.” 

The layman smiled his satisfaction. 
“In other w^ords,” he said, “she uses 
a trumpet ? ” 

The Archdeacon was silent. 

“ She uses a trumpet, Sir? Admitit.” 

“ Now and then,” said the Arch- 
deacon, “ my dear mother has recourse 
to that aid.” 

“I knew itl” exclaimed the other. 
“ My mother can hear every word. ’ She 
goes to the theatre too. Now^ your 
mother would have to go to the cinema 
if she wished to be entertained.” 


“ My mother,” said the Archdeacon, 
“would not be interested in the cine- 
ma” (he pronounced it ki-nema); “her 
mind is of a more serious turn.” 

“M7 mother is young enough to be 
interested in anything,” said the other, 
“Aiid there is not one of her thirty- 
eight grandchildren of whose progress 
she is not kept closely informed.” 

He leaned back with a gesture 0 
triumph. 

“How many gi’andcliildren did yai 
say ? ” the Archdeacon inquired. “ I 
didn’t quite catch.” 

“ Thirty-eight,” the other man replied 

Across the cleric’s ascetic features 1 
happy smile slowly and conqueringl; 
spread. “My mother,** he said, “ha 
fifty-two grandchildren. And now,” h 
turned to me, “ which of us would yo 
say has won this entertaining contest ? 

“ I should not like to decide,** I saic 
“I am — fortunately j)urliaps for yon 
mothers — no Solomon. My verdict i 
that both of you are wonderfully luck 
men.” E. V. L. 


A Knowing Old Bird. 

“Grey Africa^i Parrot . . . every questic 
Xully answered; £10 or offers.^ — WeeJzhj Pa^e 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

{By Mr. Punch's Staff of Learned Clerks,) 

We have had to wait four years for the concluding 
volumes of The Life of Benjamin Disraeli (Murray), but, 
as the engaged couple said of the tunnel, “ it was worth it,*’ 
for in the interval Mr. Buckle has been- able to enrich 
his work with a wealth of new material. This includes 
Disraeli’s correspondence with Queen Victoria during 
his two Premierships, and the still more remarkable letters 
that he wrote to the two favoured sisters, Anne, Lady 
Chesterfield, and Selina, Lady Bradford, during the 
\ast eight years of his life. To one or other of them he 
wrote almost every day, and from the sixteen hundred letters 
that have been preserved Mr. Buckle has selected with 
happy discretion a multitude of passages which throw a 
vivid light upon the political events of the time and upon 
Disraeli’s own character. Whereas the first four volumes 
of the biography might be likened to a good sound Burgundy, 
thanks to these letters the last two sparkle and stimulate 
like a vintage champagne. As we read them we seem to 
be present at the scenes 
described, to overhear 
the discussions at the 
Cabinet, to catch a 
glimpse of the actors en 
deshabille. Mr. Buckle 
says that ** Disraeli, 
from first to last, ‘re- 
garded his life as a 
brightly tinted ro- 
mance, with himself as 
hero.” In one of his 
letters to Lady Brad- 
ford he says, “I live 
for Power and the 
Affections.” A poseur, 
no doubt, he was, but 
not a charlatan. His 
industry was amazing 
and his insight almost 
uncanny. “ I know not 
why Japan should not 
become the Sardinia of 
the Mongolian East,” he writes in 1875, To the political 
student these volumes will be almost as fruitful a field as 
Burke; for myself, I have found them more fascinating 
than any novel. 

It seams a great pity that Mr. Kipling’s Letters of Travel 
(Macmillan) contains nothing later than 1913. It would 
have been particularly interesting to see how far the events 
of the great tragedy might have modified or aggravated his 
scorn against those who dp. not see eye to eye with him. 
In the pre-war Kipling, as we have him here, “ Labour ” 
is always the enemy, “Democracy” the hypocritical cant 
of cranks and slackers. What do they know of England 
who only Kipling know ? Well, they know one side of it, 
and a fine side. The first sheaf of letters — “ Erom Tideway 
to Tideway (1892) ” — describes a tour through America and 
, Canada, with a rather too obvious bias against the habits 
,and institutions of the former, but with so eloquent a pre- 
sentation of the dream and fact of imperial pioneering ser- 
vice that it might draw even from a Little Englander, 
“ Almost thou persuadest me ! ” “ Letters to the Pamily ” 
deals with the Canada of 1907, a very different entity from 
the Canada of to-day after the later Imperial Conferences 
and five years’ trial of war, but none the less interesting to 
hear about. A voyage in 1913, undertaken “ for no other 



Alexander ' { bored ). “Life is very dull, my dear Rox. No more worlds 

TO ” 

Roxana . ‘*Oh, nonsense, Alec! There’s always something to do. I 
WISH you’d go into the kitchen and discharge that Cappadocian cook. 
She drinks.” 


reason but to discover the sun,” is the begetter of the third 
group, “ Egypt and the Egyptians,’ the first letter of which 
will not, I iinagine, be reprinted and framed by the P. and 0. 
Brilliant word-pictures of things seen, thumbnail sketches 
of odd characters, clever records of remembered speech, 
intelligent comment from a well-defined point of view — 
these you will have expected, and will get. 

Lady Dorothy Mills, who has already made some suc- 
cess as a holder of the mirror up to a certain section of 
ultra-smart societv, continues this benevolent work in her 
new novel, The Laughter of Fools (Duckworth). It is a 
clever tale, almost horridly well told, about the war-time 
behaviour of the rottenest idle-rich element, in the disor- 
ganised and hectic London of 19 17-18. Perhaps the obser- 
vation is superficial; but, just so far as it pretends to go. 
Lady Dorothy’s method does undoubtedly get home. Her 
heroine, Louise^ is a detestable little egoist, whose vanity 
and entire lack of moral render her an easy victim to the 
vampire crowd into which she drifts. The “sensation 
scenes, night club orgies, dope parties and the like will 

probably bring the book 

a boom of curiosity ; but 
there are not wanting 
signs, in the author’s 
easy unforced method, 
that with a larger theme 
she may one day write 
a considerably bigger 
book. The Laicghter of 
Fools, one may say, 
ends tragically; Lonise, 
after exhausting all 
her other activities, be- 
ing left about to join 
a nursing expedition 
to Northern Eussia. 
Which, judging by pre- 
vious revelations of her 
general incompetence, 
is where the tragedy 
comes in — for the pro- 
spective patients. A 
moral rather carefully 


unmoralised is how I 
shrewdly written tale. 


should sum up an unpleasant but 


To The Diary of a U-Boat Commander (Hutchinson) 
“ Etienne ” adds an introduction and some explanatory 
notes. In one of these notes we are told that the Diary 
was left in a looker when the Commander handed over his 
boat to the British. We are all at liberty to form any 
opinion we like on the use made of this Diary and I am 
not going to reveal mine. For, after all, it is the book 
itself — however produced — that matters, and even those of 
us who are getting a little shy of literature connected with 
the War will find something original and intriguing in this 
Diary. With what seems to me unnecessary frankness the 
publisher refers to the Commander’s “ incredible exploits 
and adventures on the high seas.” For my own part my 
powers of belief in regard to the War are almost unlimited, 
and the only thing that really staggers me liero is the men- 
tality of the diarist. From the record of his purely private 
life, which is also exposed in these pages, I gather that 
he was as unfortunate in love as in war; but he seems to 
have loved with a whole-hearted passion that goes far to 
redeem him. I must add a word of praise for Mr. Frank 
Mason’s illustrations, which contributed generously to my 
entertainment. 






AIM OPEN LETTER TO FRANCE. 


Mr. Punch had kissed the lady’s hand and she had smiled upon him very graciously, for they were old friends. 
“I have brought you a letter from myself,”' hS said. 

[Here begins, the letter : — 

D.™, 0. a™-to. .«d I 

. Ut^ .-a... «« «.y !.»* «. «».«. »» .-eto its .ovaMlty 

without mutual candour; sw^ifices°gav6*^us a' thSihe'; 'then we were always frankly I 

Not when your splendid courage and y^^b|f and failings. Whatever 

loud in our admiration ; but when we refleo e t p ., , PnP in our public statements no note of 

we may have thought about ^ , v,vno+iifi -i true lovaltv Ton too were generous in your praise of u's 

criticism and not a single word that did not bieat -ifgpH Lj. witness vou were quick to recognise what part 
when wo ivon battles ; and at the end^^ the Lwning victory.’ ^But it almost looks as if your memory 


about to rosiime our old name-it has already true chivalry understands. But what of 

..Oh, X know that the bes p to jealousy and suspicion 


oC J^higlandV What of your second-rate rress ana ns - , 

by your Government? ^ uvArl fhp ideai of all those British soldiers making themselves 
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r^! ! . , . , I T~ 7 ~r 7 ~!^roads in the course of defending 

trenches or claimed heavy damages for any injury they might hare depressed -when we found that 

the Metropolis from our common enemy. But we certainly shou tablets of our hearts a permanent 

they needn’t stay any longer. Still I hope we should have f r TunuOTt 

record indicating that we appreciated their friendliness in coming PP .j^j j they cannot forgive 

“But I am told that the secret of the present aUitude of f fhTs .die fair or even decent? Let me 

US for having used the soil of France in order to motive was not to be found 

refresh their memo^ of the motive that Treaty, though that in itself furnished us 

in the duty imposed upon us by Germany s breach of o , , J We had nothing in those days to 

with an unanswerable reason. The true motive was our desiie to JelP y®^' shores. We had not yet 

fear for ourselves. We knew that our Bleet was strong enoug i p Channel ports might mean for us. 

appreciated the submarine menace; we did not recognise what your loss of the Channel pores g 

We entered the War beeause we could not look on and see you 0^®™"®^“®®: ^-nted out of the War. As a 

..You «ompki„, ag.m, thrt in contat to ™ « « wo™ 

fact we wanted nothing ; bnt let that pass. You point to the whole world. And what of the German 

private gain for us and us alone, and not the ° ^ej^iye no advantage from the overthrow of a 

armies-now in process of reduction to a mere |leet ever was towns’ And, though we did 

system which was always a greater menace to you than the Geiman ^ ? 

not pretend to be a military nation, had we not some little share ftoTTfr frppd end now hold in trust— how 

“ And what of your rcuanc/ie How do the German Colonies, which we ^p Vi-kIIv nnf of Armaueddon 

do these compare with your solid recovery of Alsace-Lorraine? No, you have not come 

“Oh von have suffered that we know; you have suffered even more than we, who at least weie spared 

the ravagnkTourTanlf Andtverfor a mom'ent do we forget ‘his. But you too mn^ yefbS 

the soil of Trance suffered most there thickest lie our English dead, who /®®ght for England s fmedom,^;^^ 
for your freedom too. And it is we who stand by you still, pledged to h® ®«®® f 

peril ever come again; though America, for whom nothing was once too good, should [“J y°® “ 

^ There. I \ave said what I wanted to say ; what your bpt friends here h^ve been thm king 

day. For your best friends, are not, as you might imagine, to be found in a ceitam section of 01 

for their own political or private ends are prepared to encourage all your suspicions if s® f • «;ia\TrA Hip mpn 

good name of our statesmL who meet you in council for the common cause. Your best friers are the men 

who deplore those suspicions; who beg you, as I do here, to get them swept away as being un j S ‘ 

nation and a great alliance. . , 

“ For this end, Believe me, dear Madame, to be at your service as always, 

“piamoib;’ 

Here ends the letter,] 

“And now, dear lady,” said Mr. Punch, “let me say that, if there is anything in this letter which scorns— but 
only on the surface — to be inconsistent with my profound devotion to your person, it is the first word of tlio 
kind that I have put on paper since our friendship began. All through the War and the hardly less trying tinios 
of Peace that have followed it I have, not once swerved from my loyalty to you. Accept, I beg of ‘-"O 

renewed assurance of my affection the most sincere, and, for token, this latest of a series in which you will find 
many proofs of the love I bear you— my 

#«£ Mimbutr antr ©'oliimc.’' 
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Cartoons. 


Pabtridok, Bmiinabd 

Air-CratiinoHS 

Another RuHorvation 

HlaincUihH Acooniplico (^Tho). 

Dark>lovso(A).... ...... . 

Exit tho MiniBtenn^ Angel — 371 

Forgotten OauMC (Tho) 211 

Groat ImpvoviHor (The) f51 

IUh First Patient JUl 

Homage from the Bravo 391 

Hope of the AVorlil (Tho) ‘£1 

In a OuHhyOauHO 331 

International MurhytlmucB .... ir>l 

Kimh'Ht Gut of All (The) 191 

Bevy on PatnotiHin (A). 291 

Limit and Beyond (The) 411 


471 
111 
, .'ill 
431 


Occasional Comrades ^1 

Reckoning (The) 351 

Restoring the Balance — ... - 3ii 
Return ot the ex-Champion (The) in 

Rouge Gagne. Ji 

Test ot Sagacity (A) I3i 

Unpopular Revival (An) 

Woman of Some Importance (A) yi 

■Raven-Hill, L. 

Conscientious Buyglar (The). ... 103 

. Converted Spirit (A) 

Dachswolf (The) 243 

Direct Reaction 


Disturber of the Peace (A). ... . . 323 

Downing Street Melodrama (A) 63 

Elusive Pest (The) 163 

Even-handed Justice g 

Expert Opinion ^ • • • • • • 

From Triumph to Triumph .... 343 

Heir-Presumptive (The) 31 

His Own Business 403 

Irremovables (The) 14| 

Lovers’ Quarrels.. ..••••;• 

Midsummer Nightmare (A) .... 463 

More Haste— Less Meat 443 

New Coalition (The) 123 

Paradise Lost Again ? 603 

Popular Reappearance (A) 53 

Reluctant Thruster (The) 383 


St. Patrick’s Day Dream (A) . . . 2v.3 

Sounding the “ All Clear ” 11 

What ’s in a Name ? ; SS 

Withdrawal from Moscow (The) 283 

BiBynolds, Prank 

“ Positively Last ” Appearance (A) 3 

Townsend, P. H. 

Another Turkish Concession .. 23 

Envoys Extraordinary 4^ 

“ Oliver ‘ Asks ’ for More ” 263 

“Wanted” "^3 


Articles. 


ANDMRSf)N, Miss R V. '^T, 

'rnigcdy of im Author's Wife 
AM’KKY, iSKUTUAM 
I>,<«Bt of 'I’lmigH (Tlio) 

IhUi). A. W. 

Hri(lg<i Noh^s 

Conspiracy 

DouusHtic Strategy 

poinHon (rAvril 

liuAiiMH, Miss M. 

Kgoiat (TIks) 

Hiding lA*Hson (’I he) 

IhtKTHHH’lON, Ch'HlL 
'^vookjy 

<hum‘a."i>igH 'J" 

To 

To my IhittiU' Ration <9 

IhtOWN, (’. M. 

Our InvuudhloNavy 

Wliaiof tho U.umpHV...... 

With Uh^ Auxdiary Patrol 

Brown, Hilton 

Cntchory H 

Dciuoida^d ; •*.••• u,. 

}i(»iiu‘ Thoughts irom Hind .... 

Lalmntur 

BULLH'IT, (llCRALD 

Bxiiii (Tlio) 

Bt'HTaN, H. 

Fiat to Let (A) 

BVLK8» C, K. 

'kl th.i'Niiw I’iiiici'uVaii 

Caotbu, Diamond 

Spring 

Cahhon, 0. H, 


C6 

94 

, 304 
, 376 
. 130 
. 274 

. 34 
76 


218 

62 


, 286 


96 


Much the Better Half 408 | 

My D6but in Punc/i ^9 

On Approval 

Peace with Honour. ^ 

CassON, E. K. 

Anniversary (The) 13® 

* Cap that Fibs (The). . 433 

Chandler, Kiss B. W. 

Fancy Bird (A) 174 

Clark, Dudley 

Small Farm (A) 

Collins, Gilbert 
Questionable Alien (The) U 

Conran, P. D. 

On the Western Front 

CoxoN, Maior a. K. 

Popular Cricket 

Crawford, L. J. 

Liar’s Masterpiece (A) 

Ratos of Exchange 

Gundy, 0. W. 

All for Jane. . ^ . 

Another Dog Dispute 4W 


.. 108 


, 64 
, 126 


Cuward (The). . .... * • • • • • • • 

Indiaruhhcr Bioko ('I ho). • 


144 

2f:4 


Chippo’s Scenario 
Conflict of Emotions (A) 
Inter-Service Match (An). 

Limpet of War (A) 

Mardi Gras. 

Newspaper Scoop (A). ... 

SmiiRglorJThe) ® 

Sporting GoU..^ 

Won on the Posts 

DabmaSy, E. S. 

Burial of Dundee (The). . 

Error of J udgment at Epsom . 
Davis, R. K. ^ .o 

Shakspeare the Traducer 58 

Drennan, Max 

Little Tales f(ir Young Plumbers 86 
Our Bally bun Lottery -...•v**- ^ 

Rise and FaH of an Amateur 


Eastwood, Gapt. 

King’s Regulations, para. 1696 . . 
Eckersley, Arthur 



Witchcraft 

Elias, P’bank 

Author-Managers (The) 

Shattered Romances 

Parjeon, Miss B.' 

Two Nightmares 

Pay, S. J. 

Authorship for All 462, 

Billiards 

Bunch 6f Poets (A) 

Dora at the Play 

Golden Geese 

Great Mutton Campaign (The) . . 

My Fire 

Rings from Saturn 

Seaside Issues : — 

Suzanne’s Banking Account. . . . 

Taking of Timothy (The) 

Wolf and the Lamb (The) 

Pox-Smith, Miss 0. 

Figure-Heads 

Packet Rat (The) 

Pictures 

So Long ; 

Tow-rope Girls (The) 

Witches 

Words of Wisdom 

Pyleman, Miss Rose 

Fairy Ball (The) 

Devil in Devon (The) 

Sometimes 


Examiner (The) 


Visit (The) 

Pyson, G. P. 

Communism at Cambridge , 
Gabstin, Crosbib 

Cornish Cottage (A) 

Cornish Lullahy (A) 

Fixes the Hare 


George and the Cow-Dragon, . . /. 164 

Insomniac (The) 124 

Jumble Sale (The) ... . . • ... .... 68 

Letter to the Back-Blocks (A) . . 16 
Madding Crowd ^he) . ........ 305 

Maiden’s Bower Rocks, Scilly . . 486 

Painful Subject (A) 26 

Western Light-houses 456 

Gjllman, Gapt. W. H. 

More Championships 77 

Goodhart, Mrs. H. 

Bird Calls .317, 356, 396 

Graham, R. D. 0. 

Loquacious Instinct (The) 448 

Graves, 0. L, 

Animal Helps J5 

Books and Backs - Jo 

Bridging the Literary Gulf 3^ 

Bubble and Squeak 215 

Candour of Keynes (The) 33 

Easter in Wild Wales 278 

“ First Hundred” of Loeb (The) 7 

Freud and Jung 

From the Dance World 310 

From the Film World 610 

Future of Apsley House (The) . . 475 

How to Pacify Ireland 458 

Magnanimous Mottoes 418 

Methodic Madness 43b 

Modern Moon-rakers 58 

Musical Amenities 96 

Musical Notes 49b 

New Courtiership (The) ^14 

New Isle of the Blest (A) 154 

Paradise of Bards (The) , 478 

418 Reds and Dark Blues , 246 

476 Revolt of the Super-Georgians . .^8 

300 Screen v. Stage. 256 

Storm in a Tea-Shop (A) ....... . 129 

Tall Talk 

Wanderer in Norfolk (The) ...... 296 

Wizards : Klingsor and Another 166 
Greenland, George 
B est Picture in the Academy — 402 


362 

236 

198 

366 

128 

106 

486 

48 

6 

186 

75 

218 

28 

104 

248 

168 

327 

142 

38S 

266 

110 

44 

350 

156 

10 


390 


466 
, 509 
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Articles — continued. 


Guest, C. H. 

Tartar Princess (The) 406 

Heebert, a. P. 

About Bathrooms 244 

Art of Poetry (The) 426, 446, 482 

Boat-Bace Again (The) 208 

Bog’sIiife(A) 508 

Genius of Mr. Bradshaw (The). . 226 
Little Bits of London. . . .284, 334, 468 

Making of a Orisis (The) 388 , 

Manual Play 366 

Tools of Trade 264 | 

Hetee, George 

Getting Fixed 483 

Practice of the Crews (The) 226 

Hodgkevtson, T. 

Another Post-Office Hold-up — 476 

Big-Game Cure (The) 113 

Hope for Posterity 96 

Safety Play ‘ 3*24 

Second Time of Asking (The) . . 210 

This for Eemembrance 294 

To a Coming Champion 370 

To James (Mul®) who has Played 

me False 166 

Tube Cure (The) 6 

Holland, T. W. 

by Day in the World of 

(jrime 149 

Holmes, Capt. W. K. 

! Personal Element at a Motor 

Show (The) 242 

Yeoman Transformed (The) 218 

Hooper, R. S. 

Hints on Advertising 338 

Jackson, Wilfrid 
P alace and the Cottage (The) . . 378 
Jaggeb, Arthur 

Connoisseur (The) 338 

One Sportsman to Another 406 

Jay, Thomas 

Charivaria weekly 

Etiquette for Fires 266 

How to act in Emergencies .... 113 

Passing of the Litter (The) 55 

Jenkins, Ernest 

Actress (The) 258 

Another Crisis 38 

By the Stream 298 

Film Notes 158 

New Appeal (The) 122 

Jennens, Mbs. 

Le Monde od Ton travaille 342 


Kidd, A. 

More Intensive Production — 115 

Our Day of Unrest 30 

Kilpatrick, Mrs. ' 

Elizabeth and her Young Man. . 348 
Elizabeth's Tip for the Derby . . 428 

My Sales Day 30 

Party Tactics 268 

Knox, E. Y. 

Amalgamated Society of Passen- 
gers (The) 134 

Book of Adventure (The) 46 

Brain Wave (The) 456 

Capua 470 

Coalition of 1950 (The) 189 

Dead Tree (The) 150 

Der Tag Once More 366 

Domestic Problem (The) 22 

Fair Wear and Tear 202 

Fame 178 

Hampstead 404 

Home-Sickness 386 

Labour and Art 93 

Labour and the Bussian Ballet 286 

National Coal 246 

New Modes for Mars 485 

Note on Chesterfields (A) ... 504 

Note to Nature (A) 237 

Possession 262 

Practical iSoology 430 

Priscilla Dialogue (A) 466 

Eaw Soul Stuff 494 

Sorrows of a Super-Profiteer . . 66 

Spring at Kew 318 

Vanished Species (A) 326 

Vermin Offensive (A) 106 

When the Chestnut Flowers 346 

Langley, F. 0. 

Cox and Box ’. . . 146 

Last of the Watch Dogs (The) . . 224 

Songs of the Home 14, 78, 207 

Letts, Miss W. I^I. 

Elfin Tube (The) 486 

Lewis, M. A. 

Genius ai: Play 365 

Incorrigible (The) 158 

Presence of Mind 295 

Lipscomb, W. P. 

Peter and Judy 114 

Telephone Tactics 306 

Locker, W. A. 

Essence of Parliament weekly 

Lucas, E. Y. 

Battle of the Mothers (The) .... 514 


Martin, N. B. 

Buy Election (A) • • • • 

Great Divorce Question (The) . . 416 
How to gain a Journalistic Posi- 
tion 2 

My One Admirer '• 278 

Mitchell, E. W. 

I Golf Notes 188 

Morrison, A. 0. L. 

Identification of Hobbs (The) , . 302 
Murray, John 

Auction in the Spacious Times 162 

Importunity 496 

Horbiss, Cecil 

Charivaria weekly 

Ogilvie, W. H. 

Single Hound (A) 134 

Palmer, Arnold 

High-brows, Ltd 355 

Payne, Miss L. M. 

Jazzerwocky 26 

PiGOTT, E. W. 

Saturdays 75 

Richardson, R. J. 

Holiday Anticipations 502 

Serene Batsman (The) 422 

Rigby, Reginald 

Moo-Cow (The) 73 

On the Eating of Asparagus ... 502 

Perfect Scullery (The) 416 

What-Not (The) 17 

Salvidge, Stanley 

Latest Party (The) 235 

Seaman, Owen 

At the Play. . . .18, 36, 116, 136, 156, 276, 
316, 498 

Benefits of Peace (The) 42 

Clothes and the Poet 142 

Fashions for Men 22 

Healing Waters of Spa (The) — 342 

Junker Interlude (A) 222 

Liberal Breach (The) 382 

May-Week 462 

Men and Things of the Moment 182 

Nature and Art 2 

“New” World (The) 202 

Odysseus at the Derby 422 

Of certain Brutuses who missed 

their Mark 82 

On the Italian Riviera 302 

Open Letter to France (An) 517 

Paisley to the Rescue of the 
Coalition 162 


Selfless Party (A) 122 

Summer-time 242 

Sweet Influences of Trade (The) 62 

Thoughts on the Budget 322 

To a Bricklayer in Repose 362 

To America 102 

“University Intelligence”.. .. 442 
Virtue that begins away from 

Home (The) 402 

Wisdom up to date— 12th Edition 282 

SlEVEKING, G. E. 

Story with a Point (A) 122 

Solomon, G. G. 

“Small Ads.” 102 

Stanhope, E. Y. 

Vers tr^s libre 262 

Stuart, Miss D. M. 

For Remembrance 450 

Sussex Gods 346 

Symns, J. M. 

Water-Babies 118 

Talbot, A. J. 

Dead Sea Fruit 154 

New Wells for Old 1 

Perce Murgatroyd, Bricklayer. , 455 
TryingDayin Mediaeval Times. . 322 

W^ord-Builders (The) 296 
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